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Just Out
L a te s t  D e s ig n s  
i n  W a tc h  C a s e s  
b e a u t i f u l l y  il ­
lu s t r a te d  in  o u r  
booklet. Send
fo r FREE c o p y , £ & u r l i n a h

^  ^ o n
A djusted to  the Second 21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels 
Adjusted to  T em perature 2 5  Year G old  Strata Case 
A djusted to  Isochrom sm  y our choice  o f  D ials
Adjusted to position s \ i iu tu d \n g  M ontgom ery R  R . D ia l)

N e w  Ideas in  T h in  Cases

o»/| C T O
K m J a M o n t h

A nd all of this for $5.00 per m onth— 
a great r e d u c t io n  in watch prices 
direct to you — a 21 - jewel adjusted 
watch at a rock-bottom price. Thm k 
of the high-grade, guaranteed watch

we offer here at such a remarkable 
price. And, if you wish, you may 
pay this price at the rate of $5.00 a 
m onth. Indeed, the days of exorbi­
tan t watch prices have passed.

See It first!
You don’t pay a cent to anybody until you 
see the watch. You don't buy a Burlington 
W atch w ith o u t  s e e in g  it. Look at the 
splendid beauty of the watch itself. Thin 
model, handsomely shaped —  aristocratic

in every line* Then lo o k  at th e  w o r k s !  
There you w ill see the masterpiece of the 
watch maker’s skill. A  perfect timepiece ad­
justed to positions, temperature, and iso  
chronism.

Practically every vessel in the V  S Navy has many Burlington watches 
aboard. Some have over 100 Burhngtons The victory of the Burlington 
among the men in the U S. Navy is testimony to Burlington superiority

Write
G et the Burlington W atch Book by sending this coupon 
now You will know a lot more about watch buying 
when you read it. You will be able to  ' steer cleat” of 
the over-priced watches which are no  better Send the 
coupon today for the watch book and out offer.

Burlington W atch Co.
1 9 th  S t. a n d  M a rs h a ll  B lv d .,  D e p t .  S 4 5 1 ,  C hicago,111*
Canadian Office: 62 Albert Street, W innipeg, Manitoba

Burlington W atch Company
1 9 th  S t .  a n d  M a rs h a l l  B lv d . ,  D e p t .  9 4 5 1 .  C h ic a g o  
C a n a d ia n  A d d re s s : 6 2  A lb e r t  S t , W in n ip e g  M a n ito b a

Please send me (w ithout obligations and prepaid) your free 
book on  watches with full e x p l a n a t i o n  of your $5 0C a 
m onth offer on the Burlington W atch,

Name

Address

7m answering this advertisement ii is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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L A S T  H O P E  R A N C H
a  s ix -part seria l of s ix -shoo ter days in the  W est 

W IL L  B E G IN  N E X T  W E E K .
H ere  is a tale of a b ad  m an’s red em p tio n  th ro u g h  love.

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 280 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, and TEMPLE HOUSE, TEMPLE AVENUE. E. C., LONDON
Frank A. Munsey. P re s id e n t  Richard H, T ithkringfton. S ec re ta ry  Christopher  H. Po pe . T re asu re r

S in g le  c o p ie s .  l O  c e n ts .  B y  t h e  y e a r ,  $ 4 . 0 0  in  U n it e d  S ta te s , its  d e p e n d e n c ie s , M e x ic o  a n d  C u b a  ; $ 6 .0 0  to  C a n a d a , a n d  $ 7 . 0 0  t o  F o r e ig n  
C o u n t r ie s .  R e m it t a n c e s  s h o u ld  b e  m a d e  b y  c h e c k ,  e x p r e s s  m o n e y  o r d e r  o r  p o s ta l m o n e y  o r d e r .  C u r r e n c y  s h o u ld  n o t b e  s e n t  u n le s s  r e g is t e r e d

PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY COPYRIGHT. 1923 
E n te re d  aa second clasa  m a t te r  J u ly  15, 1920, a t  th e  Post-OfRee a t  New Y ork, u n d e r  th e  Act o f M arch 3, 1879

FIVE CONTINUED STORIES
Jungle T e s t ............................................ Kenneth Perkins .

A  Five-Part Story - - P a rt O ne

The Ledbury F i s t ................................. Elizabeth York Miller
A  Four-Part Story — Part T w o

Good Looking and R i c h ...................... Edgar Franklin . . . . .
A  Six-Part Story — Part Three

Tarzan and the Golden Lion . . . .  Edgar Rice Burroughs .
A  Seven-Part Story — Part Six

The Free T r a d e r ................................. Kathrene and Robert Pinkerton
A  Five-Part Story — Part Five

NOVELETTE AND SHORT STORIES
When a Man’s B ro k e ............................L. H. Robbins . . . .
The Yellow I1 la m e ................................. Albert Dorrington . . . .

Soap and Sophistry................................. Eric H o w a rd ...........................
The Adventures ol Peabody Smith . . \ William J. Flynn and [

X I L S T H E  S A N D E R S O N  S A P P H IR E S . |  George Barton )

The Crawling D e a t h ............................L. Patrick Greene
Josh Stebbins, Treasure Hunter . . . A. D. Temple . . . .

COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN
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It's a  Crim e to S lave  
for Low P ay—
When It's So EasyTo Earn Big Money?

I f  You A re  M aking Sm all P ay, Then 
You Ought to Investigate This S im ­
ple Plan th a t H as Shown Thousands 
a W ay to M agnificent Earnings.

It is little short of an actual crime for a man to struggle 
along trying to make ends meet, when he can easily step 
into a position with better pay and unlimited opportunities 
for making money.

The sentence for a crime of tiiis kind is " a  lile- 
time of drudgery." Trying to make ends meet is 
a much harder task than making from three to ten 
times as much money as you are now making. For 
you can just as easily take advantage of the expe­
rience of countless others who. in one swift stroke, 
have jumped from small pay in blind-alley jobs to 
incomes of anywhere from S5.000 to m o .ooo a year.

These Men In vestiga ted  and— /
As an office worker in Detroit, Mr. B. H. Voss 

slaved away for S i.-5 a month. But he saw his 
one big opportunity—grasped it— and increased Ins 
jxiy to $500 a month.

As a farmhand, George \V, Kearns, of Oklahoma 
City, grasped the same opportunity. He writes,
“ Last week I cleared 8300, and this week $218/’
And Mr. Kearns earned 800 a month previously.

No m u tte r w 
le a r n  th e  seen  
th e  b ig - p a y  e l; 
S a le s m e n 's  T r  
th o u s a n d s  f o r  
p lo y  m e n  t  S o rv  
p o s it io n s .

c le r k s ,  n n ie l i in is ts ,  
l >ook k e e p e rs , f a c t o r y  
h a n d s ,  l i r e  m e n  a m i 
fa r m h a n d s ,  to -d a y ,  
a re  m a k in g  b ig  m o n ­
e y  in  th e  s e ll ins ' 
b o ld  th r o u g h  th e  s im ­
p le  p i . i i i  y o u  a re  in ­
v i t e d  to  in v e s t ig a te .

Secrets th a t 
M a k e  M a s te r  

Salesmen
h a t  y o u r  e a r n in g s  m a y  be. y o u  e a n  ( g i ic k l y  
eta o f  s e l l in g  t h a t  h a v e  p u t  th o u s a n d s  in t o  
is s . F o r  th e  p a s t f i f t e e n  y e a rs  th e  N a t io n a l  
a in in g  A s s o c ia t io n  h a s  s u c c e s s fu l ly  t r a in e d  
th e  s o i l in g  b o ld —a m i th r o u g h  j t s  F re e  K m - 
i <• o h e lp e d  th o u s a n d s  to  s e c u re  g o o d  s e l l in g

Mr. J. T>. IVBonis. Chicago, now enjoying mag­
nificent earnings. # Before investigating, he was 
earning $10 a week as a clerk

When Charles Berry, of Wintered, Ia„ decided 
that it was a crime to slave for low pay, he was 
earning 818 a week. And then the very first month 
he earned 81,000

A whole book could he filled with stories equally 
amazing of men who have taken 1 his new. quick 
road to big pay. Nor is there anything exceptional 
about these men. They were once in the same cir­
cumstances that you may he in now. They were 
discouraged, tired of working for small pay, and 
disgusted with their prospects. And then, as though 
by a touch of magic, they were earning salaries that 
they had never dared hope for.

For they have entered a new field—a field that, 
they had never dreamed of as l heirs--one that is 
not only the most interesting, hut the best paying 
branch of all business—selling.

A  Foolish Notion A b o u t Salesmen
T lio  a v e r a g e  m a n  I m a g in e s  t h a t  in  o r d e r  t o  m a k e  g o o d  

in  s e l l in g ,  h o  m u s t  b e  a  “  b o r n  ”  s a le s m a n .  N o th in g 1 
c o u ld  b e  f u r t h e r  f ro m  t h e  t r u t h .  T h e r e  is  n o  s u c h  th in g

A n d  th r o u g h  th o  N a t io n a l  I 'e in o n s t ra t io n  M e thod - y o u  
g a in  a c tu a l  e x p e r ie n c e  in  o v e rc o m in g  M ile s  p ro b le m s  o f  a l l  
d e s c r ip t io n s  w h i le  s tu d y in g  in  \«> ur s p a r j*  t im e  a t h o m o . 
T h e n , th r o u g h  the, X  S 'I '.  A S y s te m  o f  K le t th u  s, y o u  
g o t  s p e e ilie  in s t r u c t io n s  in  b o w  to  s e ll th e  l in e  o r  l in e s  
y o u  w a n t, to  h a n d le  In  o th e r  w o rd s , th e  p ro v e d  s e l l in g  
p la n s  o f  m a s te r  s a le s m e n  in  a l l  lin e s  a re  la id  b e fo re  .Null.

Book on M odern Salesm anship Free
W ith o u t  c o s t  o r  o b l ig a t io n ,  w e  w i l l  g la d ly  m a i l  y o u  a 

c o p y  o f  a v e ry  in te r e s t in g  b o o k . *• M o d e rn  S a le s m a n s h ip . ’ ' 
In  a d d it io n  to  m a n y  in te r e s t in g  fa c ts  a b o u t  s a le s m a n s h ip ,  
i t  w i l l  a ls o  g iv e  y o u  f u l l  in f o r m a t io n  as to  b o w  y o u  e an  
b e c o m e  a h ig h ly  p a id  s a le s m a n . N o  m a t te r  w h a t  y o u  m a y  
t h i n k  n o w . t h i s  b o o k  w i l l  p ro v e  to  y o u  th a t  i t ' s  a c r im e  
to  s la v e  f o r  lo w  p a y  w h e n  m a g n ib e e n t  e a r n in g s  a re  w i t h ­
in  e a s y  re a c h . T ln - re  is  no  o b l ig a t io n ,  so ju s t  l i l l  in  th e  
c o u p o n  a n d  m a i l  i t  to -d a y .

National Salesmen’s Training Association
Dept. 2-A  Chicago, 111,

National Salesm en’s Train imp Association,
D e p t .  2 - A ,  C h ic a g o ,  111.

Send me F R E E  yo u r book. “  Modern S a lesm ansh ip ." and prool 
tha t I ean become si M aster Salesman. A lso  s tu d  me l is t  o f 
lines  w ith  openings fo r  salesmen.

N am e................................................................................................................................

A d d re ss . ...............................................................................................................  . .

A ge.....................................  O ccupation ..................................................................

In answering this advertisement it is  desirable that 1 mu mention this magazine.



( lassified Advertising^
The Purpose of th is  De;

the reader in touch im m ediately w ith the 
newest needfuls for the home, office, farm 
p e rso n ; to offer, or seek, an  u nusua l b ittiness 
opportunity , or to suggest a  service th a t  may 
be perform ed sa tisfac to rily  through corres­
pondence. I t  will pay a  housewife o r business 
m an equally well to read  these advertisem ents 
carefu lly

D epartm en t Is to  p u t C lass if ied  A dvertising  R a te s  f  ■ 
•he in The M unsey  M a g az in e s .In The M unsey  M agazln

LINE RATE \
M u n se y 's  M agazine .  $1.50 j 
A rg o s y  A l l s t o r y  , . . )  9

W e e k ly  . . . )  £ -
M in im u m  s p a c e  f o u r  l in e s

February 17th Arioss-Allslorj Finns Ciosa J in ’)  29th

n a t io n  lint* r a t .  
$ 4 . 0 0

lean  2  p e r  r e n  
c a s h  d is c o u n t

A G E N T S &  SALESM EN W A N T E D A G E N T S & SALESM EN W A N T E D
WANTED TA ILO RING SA LESM EN —M ake Dig Money from  

the  very s ta r t—opportunity  of your lifetim e to get. in to  your own 
business. We a re  th e  largest m ade-to -m easure  tailo rin g  
house in th e  country , fu rn ish in g  elaborate  sam ple equipm ents, 
including  500 a ll wool fabrics, a n d  g uaran tee  absolu te  sa tis-  
faetion perfect fit, best w orkm anship, o r  n o  sale. W rite  for 
line an d  a ll  accessories to  be sen t free. E a rn  from  $75.00 
to $2011.00 per week. S ta te  w hether o r n o t you have experience 
in  taking orders for m en’s m ade-to -m easure  clothes. A RTHU R 
A. W EEKS. Sales M anager. Lock Box 4X3. C hicago^ I1L__  _

BIG PR O FITS W ITH EXCLU SIV E TER R ITO R Y — $50 to  $100 
W EEKLY EA ST. M ORE H A S BE EN  M A D E R EPEA TED LY  
IX ONE DAY’S W ORK. W ON DERFUL IN V EN TIO N  D E - 
1*1(11 ITS HO U SEH O LD ER S. A utom atic h o t a n d  cold  w ater 
h a th  outfit w ithou t p lum bing ; only $7.50.  ̂ E ager buyers every­
where. Send no money. Term s. W rite  today . A LLEN  
M AN U FACT UR I X G _C O ., 63S Allen  B ld g ., Toledo. Ohio._____

WE START YOU W ITHOUT A DOLLAR. Soaps, E x trac ts, 
Perfum es, T oilet floods. Experience unnecessary. C arna tion  
Co., Dept. 200, S t. Louis, Mo.
" A G E N T S — C LE A N UP SI00 W E E K L Y  W I T H  “  N I F T Y  
N IN E ” , weekly average 100 sales—d o lla r  profit each. 30—40 
sales d a ily  frequently  m ad e ; dem onstra ting  outfit cinches order. 
;:o o ther coiu-eoaxers, a ll da ily  necessities. P o s ta l brings 
o u r unique p lans. D A V IS PRODU CTS COMPANY', D ep t. 58, 
Chicago. __ _  ______________________

AGENTS to travel by A uto to in troduce our fas t selling, 
popu lar priced  H ousehold Necessities. T he greatest. Lino On 
E arth . W rite  for F ree  Autom obile Offer a n d  Money M ak­
in g -P lan . AM ERICAN PRODU CTS CO M PAN Y,-8000 A m erican 
B ldg.. C incinna ti. O h io ._____ ______ ________  _________________

TAILORING AGENTS, E asy  to  get orders fo r  Simpson 
virgin wool ta ilo red  to  o rder su its , the  biggest an d  finest 
values ever offered a t  $20.50 re ta il. They a re  a ll one price, 
$20.50, none higher, a n d  regu lar $50 values. F abrics a n d  fit, 
style an d  w orkm anship unexcelled. Also sum m er su its  a t  $17.50. 
COM M ISSIONS P A ID  DAILY. P L E A S E  W R ITE STATING 
TERRITORY. .T. B . SIM PSO N . IN C ., Dept. 455, 831 W. 
A dams S t ..  Chicago._______________________________

510 WORTH OF FIN ES T TO ILET SOAPS, perfum es, toilet 
waters, spice*, e tc ., absolutely free to agents on our refund 
p lan . LacaBsian Co., Dept. 614. S t. Louis. Mo.

$13.45 FOR A STY LISH  MAD E- TO-YOU R-M EASURE
3-P IE C E  S U IT —regu lar $25.00 value. We are m aking th is
bargain  offer to  prove our rem arkable  values in  tailoring . W rite 
for our big sam ple outfit showing how agents make $35.00 to 
$40.00 ex tra  every week tak ing  orders for high-grade tailoring . 
W ASH INGTON TA ILO RIN G  CO., D ept. A -304, Chicago.

A U T H O R S —M A N U SC R IPTS
FREE TO W R IT E R S —a wonderful little  book of money 

m aking h in ts, suggestions, ideas; the A B C of successful Story
and M ovie-Play writing. Absolutely free. Send for your oopy 
now! Ju s t  address A uthors’ P ress, Dept. 19. A uburn . N. Y.

STO RIES. POEM S, PLAYS, ETC., ARE W ANTED for
publication . Good idea* bring big money. S ubm it Ms*., or write 
Id le r  ary B ureau , 110, H an n ib a l, Mo.

SEN D ME YOUR SHORT S T O R IE S  AND PHOTOPLAY 
PLO TS. S ubm it in  any form. I 'l l  C riticise, Revise. Typewrite 
a n d  help  you sell. S end m anuscrip t o r w rite, H . L. H U RSH , 
Dept. 4, 210 M uench St.., H arrisb u rg , P a ._____________________

FO R  M EN
ARE YOU OLD AT FORTY? See o u r  advertisem ent on 

page 12 o f th is  issue. T H E  ELECTRO TH ER M A L COM PANY, 
S teubenville, Ohio.

M ICH IG A N  FA R M  LAND S FO R  SALE
"G O O D  FARM LANDS! NEAR TH RIV IN G  CITY IN LOWER 
MICH. 20, 40. 80 AC. TRACTS: only $lfi to  $50 down, bal. 
Imig tim e. W rite today  for big free booklet giving fu ll 
inform ation . SW IG A RT LA ND CO., l r-1245 F irs t  N ationa l 
B ank B hlg ., C h icago .__ _________________________

M O T IO N  PIC TU R E PLAYS

TAILORING SA LESM EN MAKE $75 A W EEK SELLIN G  
O U R STR IC TLY  ALL-W OOL M A D E-TO -M EA SU RE SU ITS 
A T $20.50 YOU COLLECT P R O F IT S  IN  ADVANCE AND 
K E E P  TH EM . W E S U P P L Y  F IN E S T  SEL LIN G  O U TFIT  IN  
AM ERICA. MANY EX C LU SIV E MONEY - M AK IN G F E A ­
TU R ES. T ailo ring , ra in co a t, a n d  s ide-line  m en, p a r t  o r  full 
tim e, ge t in  touch  w ith  u s  im m ediately. GOOD WEAK 
CH ICAGO, IN C .. 844 W. A dam s S t ., Dept.  218, Chicago. 111.

W E PAY $200 m onthly  sa la ry , fu rn ish  rig  a n d  expenses to 
in troduce o u r gu a ran teed  poultry  a n d  stock powders. B IG L ER  . 
COMPANY', X-506, Springfield, Illino is.

AGENTS— $15 A DAY— EASY. QUICK SA LES— F REE 
AUTO— BIG W EEKLY BONUS— $1.50 prem ium  Fret' to every 
custom er. Sim ply show our B eau tifu l, 7 piece. Solid  A lum inum  
H andle  C utlery  Set. Appeals in stan tly . We deliver and 
collect. Pay  daily . NEW  ERA M FG. CO., 803 M adison S t.,
D ept. 20-P . Chicago._____________________________________________

BIG MONEY AND FAST SA LES. EVERY OWNER BUYS 
GOLD IN ITIA LS fo r h is  auto. You charge $1.50. make $1.35. 
Ten orders daily  easy. W rite for p a rticu la rs  an d  free samples. 
Am erican M onogram  Co.. Dept. 54, E ast Orange. N. J.

Housewives Buy H arper’* Invention on sight. New business. No 
com petition. T en-U se S e t i s  com bination  o f ten  iudisi>ensable 
household necessities. $7.50 to  $30.00 a  day  easily. W rite for 
F ree  t r ia l offer. H a rp er B ru sh  Works, 107 A S treet. F a irfield, Iowa.

AGENTS— Try Our Road to Success. F if ty  m illion buyers 
ready fo r o u r  p ro tection  a g a in s t loss by acciden t or sickness. 
W e teach  you how to  close quickly, a n d  g uaran tee  steady income 
from  beginning. W rite  fo r  special proposition a n d  astonish ing  
earn in g  possibilities. R . B . L indley, 196 M arke t S t.,  New ark, N. J .

AGENTS— Our Soap and  T oilet A rticle P lan is a wonder. Get 
our F ree Sam ple Case Offer. H o-B o-C o, 137 Locust, St. Louis, Mo.

277000 RECORDS GU ARAN TEED WITH- ONE EV ERPLAY 
PHONOGRAPH N E ED LE ; new, d iffe ren t; canno t in ju re  rec­
o rd s; $10.00 daily  easy. F re e  sam ple to  workers. EV ER -
PLA Y , D esk 112, McClu rg B ldg ., C hieago._____________________

AG EN TS: $60 a  week se llin g  g u aran teed  hosiery for m en. 
women a n d  ch ild ren . M ust w ear 12 m onths o r  replaced free. All 
sty les a n d  colors, inclu d in g  finest lin e  o f  s ilk  hose. M rs. M cClure 
m akes over $2000 a  year. M rs. Sell urn ran averages $60 a  m onth 
working spare  tim e. Geo. N oble m ad e  $35 in one day. W rite for 
sam ple outfit. TH OM AS M FG . CO., C lass 507, D ayton, Ohio.

AGENTS— C. T . A. prices reduced  again . S u its  $18.00, m ade 
to  order, an y  size o r  style. O rders easy to  get. Big profits. 
Sam ple outfit free. W rite  Chicago T ailo rs Ass’n , W orld’s
largest ta ilo rs , D opt. 170, S ta tio n  C. Chicago. ______________

WE START YO_U in business, fu rn ish in g  everything. Men and  
women. $30.00 to  $100.00 weekly opera ting  our ”  New System 
Specialty  C andy F a c to r ie s ”  anywhere. O pportunity  life tim e; 
booklet free. W. H illyer R agsdale, D raw er $3. E ast Orange. N. J.

H E A L T H
ARE YOU OLD AT FO RTY ? S e e * o u r  advertisem ent on 

page 12 o f th is  issue. T H E  ELECTRO TH ER M A L COMPANY. 
Steubenville, Ohio.

P A T E N T S  A N D  IN V E N T IO N S
IN V EN TIO N S COM M ERCIALIZED oil cash  o r  royalty  basis. 

P a ten te d  o r unpat.cn ted . In  business 24 years. Complete 
fac ilities. References. W rite  ADAM  F IS H E R  M FG . CO., 
240, S t. Louis, M o . ______________________________________

SONG POEM S W A N T E D
W R ITE TH E W ORDS FOR A SONG. W e corn[x>*e music. 

O ur Chief o f  S taff wrote m any big song-hits. Sul mi it your 
song-poem  to  u s  a t  once. N EW  YORK MELODY' CO UP., 
403 F itzg e ra l d  B  nil d in  g,__N e w York. __

ST A M PS A N D  R A R E  COINS
STA M PS— 100 Different for 2c and collectors names. 10 

D ifferent Foreign Coins, 20c. 50 A u stria -H u n g ary  S tam ps 5c.
20 R ussia  S tam ps 10c. 30 Sweden S tam ps 10c. L ists free.
TOLEDO STA M P COMPANY. Dept. A, Toledo. Ohio_________

EXCHANGE PLO TS FOR $$— Photoplay Ideas accepted
any form ; revised, typed, published, copyrighted. Sold. Advice 
free. U N IV ER SA L SCENA RIO COBP., 918 W estern M utual
Life B ldg., Los A ngeles.____ ___________________________

PH OTO PLAY S W ANTED BY 48 COM PAN IES; $10 TO $500 
EACH PA ID  FOR PLAYS. No correspondence course o r  ex ­
perience needed; de ta ils  sent free to  beginners. S ell your ideas. 
PRODU CERS LEA GU E, 388 W ainw right. S t. Louis, Mo.

T R A D E  SCHOOLS
B EST PA YING TR A D ES— LEARN SIGN 'P A IN T IN G — P ic ­

to ria l P a in tin g —Auto P a in tin g — Showcard 'Writing— Decorating 
—Paperhang ing—G rain ing— M arbling. Catalog Free. The Big 
Chicago P a in tin g  School. 152 W. A ustin  Avenue. Chicago. 

Classified Advertising continued on page 6.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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Life Ain't in Holdin' a G ood Hand, 
but in Playin’ a Pool* Hand Well’

‘ L i f e  a i n t  in

HOLDIN A GOOD 

I N

/ pooh

By R.C.Templeton
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T h e r e  is  n o  f i n e r  t h i n g  in  t h e  w o r l d  t h a n  
courage. It is the warm and beautiful
flame which lights the fires of ambition in  
every man’s soul and burns a forward path 

through every difficulty.
It is easy to be courageous when the odds are in 

your favor. But the greater hero is the man who 
smiles a brave smile when days are darkest and 
keeps on fighting toward the ultimate goal— “to the 
last a warrior unafraid.”

As Grantland Rice so beautifully expresses it:—

“ God grant that in the strife and stress 
Which all must face who linger here—

Upon the Field of Hopelessness 
Or with the laurel swinging near,

Upon the world’s red firing line
The battle of the strong and weak-^*

The fate of all the Fates be mine—
I will not show the Yellow Streak.

DO you want to advance in Business? In Adver­
tising? In Salesmanship? Many of the coun­

try’s foremost Sales and Advertising Managers, 
Chief Clerks, Accountants, Office Managers, Book­
keepers, and Private Secretaries have won success 
with the help of the International Correspondence 
Schools. More students have been enrolled in the 
I. C. S. Business Courses than in any other business 
courses in the country.

Would you like to be a first-class Draftsman, 
Mechanical, Electrical, Civil or Steam Engineer? A 
Chemist? An Architect? A Building Contractor? 
An Automobile Expert? Thousands of men have 
climbed into big jobs in the technical professions 
through I. C. S. help.

The I. C. S. is the biggest and oldest correspon­
dence school in the world. For thirty years, it has 
been helping men out of routine drudgery into work 
they like— helping them to win advancement, to 
have happy, prosperous homes, to know the joy of 
getting ahead in business and in life.

How much longer are you going to w ait before 
taking the step that is bound to bring you more 
money? Isn’t it better to start now than to wait five 
years and then realize what the delay has cost you?

One hour after supper each night spent with the 
I. C. S. in the quiet of your own home will prepare 
you for the position you want.

Here is all we ask: Without cost, without obligat­
ing yourself in any way, mark and mail this coupon. 
It takes only a moment of your time, but it is the 
most important thing you can do today. Right now 
is the time to say “I will.”
------------------------------------------t e a r  o u t  h e r e ---------------------------------------------

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R ES P O ND ENC E SCHOOLS
Box 2 I7 3 -C , Scranton, Penna.

I f  Fortune play me false or fair—
If, from the shadowlands I creep 

U p to the heights and linger there.
Or topple downward to the deep—

On up the rugged path of fame,
Where one man falls—another mounts;

God grant that f play out the game,
For there is nothing else that counts.’*

As the old cowboy saying goes— “ Life ain’t In 
holdin’ a good hand, but in playin’ a poor hand well.”

What if you did have to leave school when you 
were but a boy! W hat if you have been working 
for years at a small salary with little or no chance 
for advancement! Do you think that makes any 
difference to a real fighter?

What you have done with your time up to now 
accounts for what you are Today.

What you do with your time from now on will 
decide what you will be Tomorrow.

Your hands can’t earn the money you need. But 
your head can— and w ill!— if you give it the chance.

No matter what your age— your education— or 
your means,you can get out of the rut and make good 
in a big way if you grit your teeth and say “ I will.”

W ithout cost or obligation, please fell me how I  can qualify for the 
position or in  the subject before which I  have m arked an X:

BUSINES S T R A I N I N G  D E P A R T M E N T
Business Management 
Industria l Management 
Personnel Organization 
Traffic Management 
Business Law 
Banking and Banking Law 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.)  
Nicholson Cost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
Private Secretary 
Business Spanish Q  French

Salesm anship
□  Advertising
□  Better Letters
□  Foreign Trade 

Stenography and Typing: 
Business English
Civil Service 
Railway M ail Clerk 
Common School Subjects 
High School Subjects 
Illu stra ting  □  Cartooning

T E C H N I C A L  A N D  IN D U S T R I A L  D E P A R T M E N T
□ Electrical Engineering
□ Electric L igh ting
□ Mechanical Engineer
□ M echanical Draftsman
□ Machine Shop Practice
□  Railroad Positions
□ Gas Engine Operating
□ Civil Engineer
□  Surveying and M apping
□ M etallurgy
□ Steam Engineering
□ Radio □  Airplane Engines

| Architect
I Blue P r in t Reading 
I Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Plumbing and H eating 
Chemistry □  Pharmacy 
Automobile Work 
Navigation
Agriculture and Poultry 
M athematics

N am e ...........................................................................................................................
Street 6 . 2 6 -2 2
Address.................................................. ............................. .....................................

C ity ............................................................S ta te .............................................................

Occupation................................................................ ..................................................
Persons residino in  Canada should send th is  coupon to the Interna­
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, L im ited , Montreal, Canada-

In answering litis advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.



ARGOSY-ALLSTORY—A DVERTISING SECTION.

Reduce Her Fat
She did not have to g o  t o  the trouble 

of diet or exercise. She found a better 
way, which aids the digestive organs to 
turn food into muscle, bone and sinew  
instead of fat.

She used M arm ola Prescription Tablets, 
which are made from the famous Marmola 
prescription. They aid the digestive sys­
tem to obtain the full nutriment of food. 
They will allow you to eat many kinds of 
food without the necessity of dieting or 
exercising.

Thousands have found that M arm ola  
Prescription Tablets give complete relief 
from obesity. And when the accumula­
tion of fat is checked, reduction to normal, 
healthy weight soon follows.

All good drug stores the world over sell 
M arm ola Prescription Tablets at one dollar 
a box Ask your druggist for them, or 
order direct and they will be sent in plain 
wrapper, postpaid.

MARMOLA COMPANY
2 5 0  G a r f ie ld  B ld g .,  D e t r o i t ,  M ic h .

SENDJOMONEY
$ ^ 9 8

Startling WATCH Offers
Thi3 b eau tifu l high g rad e  lad ies’ sm all 1 
size, octagon w atch , w ith  choice o f  gold 
finished link or ribbon b race let g u a ran teed  , 
gold finish (815 value). Special advertising 
price  $4.98. S tem  wind and se t, beautiful 
case, a ttrac tiv e  gold dial, splendid move* 
m ent, good tim ekeeper. S en t in M orocco 
finish, silk lined g i f t  case.

Beautiful flmDon;ifr*M Bn»
I  J u s t  Bend nam e an d  a d d re s s .  P ay  post- 
■ m an on d e livery  o u r  S pec ia l a d v e r tis in g  
I  P rice  S4.98. S a tis fa c tio n  g u a ra n te e d .  
|  W rite  T O D A Y .

T H E  C H A R L E S  C O .
1 2812 S. Wabaih jive. Dept. 151. Chicago

Classified Advertising continued from page 4.

HELP W ANTED
Make 2 to 5 dollars a day painting Parchment Shades, w ithout 

leaving privacy o f your own home. E asy  to  learn. We teach  you 
to do our work and  positively g uaran tee  to  supply you w ith in ­
teresting  spare  tim e employm ent. W rite  im m ediately for inform a­
tion . J J n itc d ^ h a x ie ^ J tL ^ J D e p t^ ^ ^ ^ ^ rg e o tx ^ J id g ., Toronto, ( ’an.

SEL L US YOUR SPA R E  T IM E .-Y 0U  CAN EARN F I FT E EN 
TO FIFTY  DOLLARS W EEKLY w riting showcards a t home. 
No canvassing. P le asa n t, profitable profession, easily . Quickly 
learned  by o ur sim ple graphic block system. A rtistic  ab ility  
unnecessary. W e in stru c t you an d  supply you work. W ilson 
M ethods, Ltd.. Diept. G , 64 E ast R ichm ond. Toronto, C anada.

W R IT E  NE WS IT E M S  and Short Stories for pay in spare 
time. Copyright book and  p lans free. P R E SS-R E PO R T IN G  
SYNDICA TE, 433, S t. Louis, Mo.

RAILWAY MAIL CLERK S, STEN O G RA PH ER S, CLERKS,
TY PIS TS, w anted by Government. E xam ina tions weekly. P re­
pare at home. W rite  fo r  free lis t  an d  p lan  .‘>01, paym ent a fte r  
securing position. L’SS, 1710 M arket S t., P h ilad e lp h ia .

HELP W ANTED—MALE
F IR E M E N ,  B R A K E M E N ,  B A G G A G E M E N , SLE E P IN G 

CAR. Train Porters (co lored). $140—$200. Experience un­
necessary. 830 R ailw ay Jt urea u . E a s t  S t. lam  is. 111.

EARN $110 TO $250 M O N T H L Y .  E X P E N S E S  PAID. AS
RAILW AY T R A F F IC  INSPECTO R. PO SITIO N  GU ARAN­
TEED  A FTER  3 M ON THS' SPA RK TIM E STCDY OR 
MONEY R E F  C M ) ED. EX CELLEN T O P PO R TU N ITIES. 
W R ITE FOR F R E E  BOOKLET CM-30. STAND. B U SIN ESS 
TRA IN IN G  IN ST., BU FFA LO , X. Y.

HELP W ANTED—FEMALE
W E  PAY BIG MONEY  for pa in tin g  pillow tops. Simple, 

easy, quick. Experience unnecessary. N IL E A R T  COMPANY, 
2235, F t. W ayne, JiuL

HELP W ANTED—GENERAL
EA RN  I P TO $400 M ONTHLY, L IV IN G  E X P E N S E S  P A ID , 

IN  HOTEL WORK S P L E N D ID  O P P O R T C M T IE S  FOR 
TR A IN ED  MEN AND W OM EN—MANY O PEN IN G S. WE 
HAVE M ORE TH AN W E CAN F ILL . 80,000 HOTEL 
PO SIT IO N S TO JJE F IL L E D  TH E COMING YEAR. WE 
TR A IN  YOU AT HOME. SEN D  FO R  F R E E  BOOKLET. 
STANDARD B U SIN E SS TR A IN IN G  IN ST ., 200 CARLTON 
COURT, BU FFA LO , N. Y.

PATENT ATTORNEYS
PA TENTS— W RITE TODAY FOR FR EE INSTRUCTION 

BOOK AND EV ID EN C E O F CONCEPTION BLANK. 
SEN D  SK ETC H  OR M ODEL FO R EX AM INATION AND 
O P IN IO N : STRICTLY CO N FID EN TIA L. NO DELAY IN
MY O F F IC E S ; MY R E PLY  SPE C IA L DELIV ERY . REASO N­
A B LE TER M S. PER SO N A L A TTEN TIO N  CLARENCE 
O 'B R IE N , RED I STE R EO  PA TEN T LAW YER, 528 SOUTHERN 
B U IL D IN G , W ASHINGTON, I). _C.

PATENTS. BOOKLET FR EE. HIG HEST REFERENCES. 
BEST RESULTS. Promptness asiured. Send draw ing or 
model for exam ination and  opinion as to patentability . 
W atson E . Coleman, 624 F  S treet, W ashington, D. C.

P A T E N T S .  If you have an  invention write for our Guide 
Book. "H ow  To G et A P a te n t ."  Send model or iketch  and 
description, and  we will give our opinion as  to its  patentable
nature . R andolph & Co.. 630 F , W ashington. D. C.____________

P A T E N T S ,  W R IT E  FOR F R E E  I L L U S T R A T E D  G U ID E  
BOOK and record of invention blank. Send model or sketch 
and description for our opinion of its  p a ten tab le  n a tu re . Free. 
Highest References. P rom pt A tten tion . Reasonable Terms. 
Victor J . Evans _A_Co.. 762 N in th , W ashington, D, C.

P A T lN T S  PR OCU RED— TRADE MARKS REG ISTER ED — 
A comprehensive, experienced, prompt service for the  protection 
and  developm ent o f your ideas. P re lim in ary  advice gladly fu r­
nished w ithout charge. Booklet of inform ation and form for 
disclosing idea free on request. R ichard  B. Owen. 68 Owen 
B ldg., W ashington, D. C., o r 2278-J W oolwortb Bldg., N. Y.

MISCELLANEOUS
ARE YOU OLD A T  FO R TY ? See o ur advertisem ent on 

page 12 of th is  issue. T H E  ELECTRO TH ERM A L COMPANY. 
Steubenville, Ohio.

week, and you 'll buy every number until it's concluded. 
Ĉen cents a copy— all news-stands.

W ANTED TO BUY
Cash for Old Gold, Platinum, Silvw, Diamonds, Liberty 

Bonds, War, Thrift, Unussd Postage Stamps, False Teeth, Mag­
neto Points, Jobs, any valuables. M ail in today. Cash sent 
re tu rn  mail. Goods retu rn ed  in  ten  days if  you a re  not satisfied. 
Ohio Sm elting Co., 301 H ippodrom e B ldg ., Cleveland. Ohio.

In  answering any advertisement on this page it f# desirable that you mention this magazine.
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A nyone w h o  c a n  re m e m b e r  a  tu n e  c a n  easily  a n d  q u ic k ly  le a rn  to  
p lay  p o p u la r  ja z z  o r  A m eric an  rh y th m  b y  ear  a t  a  very 

sm a ll  c o s t. T h e  n ew  N iag a ra  M e th o d  m a k e s  
p ia n o  p lay in g  w o n d e rfu lly  s im p le .

No matter how little you know about music— even if you “ have never touched a piano” —  
if you can just remember a  tune, you can quickly learn to play by ear. The Niagara Method 
is entirely new— so simple, so easy and teaches so many little tricks of playing that it just 
comes natural to pick out any piece you can hum. W hy not master our 20 lessons and be 
playing catchy, jazzy music— all by  ear— in three months' time? Thousands of others who could1 
not learn by the old-fashioned method have grasped the Niagara idea readily-—and succeeded.

Be P o p u la r  in  Every C row d
O n e  w h o  c a n  s i t  d o w n  a t  a n y  t im e  w ith o u t  

n o tes  or m u s ic ,  re e l  o ff  t h e  l a t e s t  j a z z  a n d

A S im p le  S ec re t to  S uccess
N o  n e e d  t o  d e v o te  y e a r s  in  s tu d y  t o  le a r n  
p ia n o  n o w a d a y s . S p e c ia l  t a l e n t  u n n e c e s ­
s a ry  E v e r y  le s so n  is  s o  e a s y ,  s o  fas -  
c in a t in g  t h a t  y o u  ju s t  “ c a n ’t  k eep  
y o u r  h a n d s  off t h e  p ia n o .”  G iv e  i t  
p a r t  o l  y o u r  s p a re  t im e  lo r  9 0  d a y s  \ 
a n d  y o u  w ill b e  p la y in g  a n d  e n te r ta in in g  
a lm o s t  b e fo re  y o u  r e a l iz e i t .  N o  t ire so m e  
sc a le s , n o  a rp e g g io s  t o  l e a r n — n o  d o -re -m i 
— n o  d iff ic u lt  lesso n 9  o r  m e a n in g le s s  e x e r­
c ise s . V o u  le a rn  a  b a s s a c c o m p a m rn c n t  t h a t  
a p p lie s  t o  t h e  s o n g s  y o u  p la y .  O n c e  le a rn e d , 
y o u  h a v e  t h e  s e c re t  fo r  a ll  t im e — y o u r  d ifficu l­
t ie s  a r e  o v e r  a n d

Y o u  Becom e M aster of the P ian o
E v e n  ta l e n te d  m u s ic ia n s  a r e  a m a z e d  a t  t h e  ra p id  p ro g ­
re s s  o f  N ia g a ra  S c h o o l s tu d e n t s  a n d  c a n ’t  u n d e r s ta n d  
w h y  t h i s  m e th o d  w a s  n o t  t h o u g h t  o f  y e a r s  a g o . N a t u ­
ra l ly . t h e  N ia g a ra  M e th o d  i s  fu lly  p r o te c te d  b y  c o p y ­
r ig h ts  a n d  c a n n o t  b e  o ffe re d  b y  a n y  o th e r  s c h o o l. A 
sp e c ia l s e rv ic e  d e p a r tm e n t  g iv e s  e a c h  p u p i l  in d iv id u a l  
a t t e n t io n .

learn  ai
home in  

Q Q d a y

p o p u la r  s o n g -h i ts  t h a t  e n te r ta in  f o lk s , 
is  a lw a v s  t h e  c e n te r  o f  a t t r a c t i o n ,  t h e  
life  o f  t h e  p a r t y ,  s o u g h t  a f t e r  a n d  in ­
v i te d  e v e ry w h e re .  M a k e  y o u rse lf  t h e  
c e n te r  o f  a t t r a c t i o n — m a s te r  t h e  p ia n o  

b y  s p e n d in g  a n  h o u r  a  d a y  s tu d y in g  
th e  f a s c in a t in g  N ia g a ra  M e th o d .

A s  e a s i ly  a s  th o u s a n d s  o f  o th e r s  h a y e  
le a rn e d ,  s o  y o u  to o , c a n  le a rn  a n d  p ro fi t—  

n o t  o n ly  t h r o u g h  t h e  p le a s u re  i t  p ro v id e s , 
b u t  a ls o  b y  p la y in g  a t  d a n c e s ,  m o tio n  p ic ­

t u r e  h o u s e s  a n d  o th e r  e n te r ta in m e n ts .

Decide to  B egin  Now!
J u s t  s p e n d  a  p a r t  o f  y o u r  s p a re  t im e  w i th  a  fe w  e a sy , 
f a s c in a t in g  le s so n s  a n d  se e  h o w  q u ic k ly  y o u  “ c a tc h  o n ’* 
a n d  le a r n  t o  p la y .  Y o u  w ill b e  a m a z e d ,  w h e th e r  y o u  
a re  a  b e g in n e r  o r  a n  a d v a n c e d  s tu d e n t .
W ri te  f o r  in te r e s t in g ,  i l l u s t r a te d  b o o k le t ,  “ T h e  N ia g ­
a r a  S e c r e t ”  —  i t  d e s c r ib e s  t h i s  w o n d e r fu l  n e w  m e th o d  
o f  p la y in g  p ia n o  b y  e a r .  T h i s  b o o k l e t  s e n t  F R E E ,

if

N iag a ra  Schoo l of M u sic , N iag a ra  F a lls , N . Y .

7 L __________1 C L IP  T H IS  C O UPO N NOW

jjflhis B o o l? )  

///FREE/

N iag ara  S chool o f M usic , D ept. 502  N iag ara  F a lls , N . Y .
W ithout obligation m ail m e your booklet, “ T h e  N ia g a ra  Secret.**

Name................................ .............................. .................................... .
Town.......................................................S tate........................................................ .
St. and No. or R. F. D ...............  .............
Age................  Ever take piano lessons?,...................  How m any?.................

In tt newer inn this udvertisement it is (Icsiruhlv that you mention this moyazinc.
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Auto Touring Maps 10c Each
To Argosy All-Story Readers

For a limited time we are able to  make 
to  our readers the remarkable offer of 
official R and M cNally Auto Trails 
maps for 10 cents each. These maps 
are exactly the same as those included 
in the R and M cNally 35 cent au to­
mobile guides. You save 25 cents. 
Once used, these maps are a necessity.

You can’t  go wrong when you have 
them. They tell the meaning of the 
painted poles th a t are sentinels over 
your route. They show hotels, garages, 
service stations—everything the mo­
torist wants to  know. We are offering 
these maps a t cost, purely as a service 
to our readers.

A n y  or A ll o f  These Maps for 10c apiece

Automobile Dept., Argosy All-Story Weekly
2 8 0  Broadw 'iiy. N e w  Y o rk ,  N .  Y

P lease  send  m e R an d  M cN ally  A u to  T ra ils  m aps, sec tio n s

n u m b er-----m i,, n t>t,rs t___by  m ail prepaid ,

1 enclose $---------------------- in  s u  m p s o r  coins.

M v car is a ------ ------------------------  I u se---- -------- —-------T ires
* i N am e a n d  M odel) ( M ake and  Size)

My occup a tio n  is --------— ------ -------- ----------------------------—

N am e------------------------------------------------------------------------------

A ddress-—--------------------------------------------------------------- -------l - IIS-’LU

^-Use This Coupon
A n d Save 25 Cents

The m aps correspond to  the d is tric ts 
num bered here. T hey  are large (26 /2 x 
34 inches) beau tifu lly  p rin ted  in  red 
and blue on high grade, sm ooth-finish 
paper. Enclosed in  heavy  tin ted  folders 
th a t  slip easily in to  the  pocket. P u t down 
th e  num bers o f th e  m aps you w ant.

D istric ts  13 and  17 are published in  one 
folder. Also d is tric ts 15 and 16.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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9,000.000 Autos
Need Help!

Earn $40 to $150  a W eek!
Think of it— over 9,000,000 automobiles are in use in the U. S. There never was a better opportu-
nity io r  m oney m aking than  the autom obile field offers you r ig h t now. T h ink  of th e  m oney spen t every  y e a r  to  keep all 
these  c a rs  in  a going condition. T h ink  of th e  chances fo r th e  repairm en, chauffeurs, engineers a nd  g a rag e  ow ners. 
Look a t the  au to s being  so ld—both old and  new . Look a t  th e  ga rag es  sp ring ing  u p  here 
and there . T h is  all m eans money, money, m oney fo r th e  fellows in the  gam e. G et your 
share  now . M en like you a re  needed everyw here  to  fill big paying jobs.

¥*.£>£11*11 W e h ave m ade i t  easy  fo r you to  fit yourself fo r a  job  pay*
A t jng  from  $40.00 to  $150.00 a  week. You do n ’t  have to  go to 

school^ You d on’t have to  serve  an  apprenticeship. Every­
th ing  is w orked ou t fo r you by fifteen g re a t autom obile 
engineers so you can  becom e an  au to  ex p ert in your spare  
tim e and keep on earn ing  while you learn .

Auto Books
VOLUM ES Sent FREE
Now ready  fo r you—the  new  6*volume L ibrary of A utom o­
bile E ngineering—rig h t  up -to -da te , show ing all th e  new  c a rs  and 
th e  la te s t  and b est w ays o f  d oing  th in g s . I t  covers th e  construc­
tion , care  and rep a ir  o f  every  k ind o f  autom obile, t ru c k  and m oto r­
cycle J u s t  chock fu ll of advance in fo rm ation  on Ig n itio n , S ta rt in g  
and L ig h tin g  System s G arag e  D esign an d  E qu ipm ent, W elding . 
and o th er rep a ir  m ethods E v e ry th in g  th a t  a  m echanic o r  any m an 
in te res ted  in  autom obiles should know. W ritten  in sim ple language 
that anyone c a n  u nderstand  2700 p ages and 2100 p ictu res , plans, 
b lueprin ts  and  w iring  d iag ram s, all bound in tough, w ear-res is tin g  
m ateria l and s tam ped  in gold. O ver 75.000 se ts  have been Bold on * 
o ur f re e  tr ia l—no m oney dow n plan.

10c a Day If Pleased

A  Few Things 
Taken From  

the Books
Explosion M otors
W elding
M otor C onstruction  and

R epair
C arb u re to rs  an d  S ettings 
V alves, Cooling 
L ubrication  
Fly-W heels 
C lutch
Transm ission  
F inal D rive 
S teering  Fram es 
T ires
Vulcan izing 
Ign ition
S ta rt in g  and  L igh ting

S ystem s
W irin g  D iagram s 
Shop K inks 
Com m ercial G arage  
D esign an d  E quipm ent 
E lectrics
S to rag e  B a tte rie s  
C ore and  R epair 
M otorcycles 
C om m ercial Trucks 
Glossary

F irst you see  th e  books in  y o u r own home o r 
shop. Ju s t m ail coupon. You can  read  them  and 
use them  for 7 whole days before you decide. If 
you like th e  books, send only $2 80 in  7 days and $3 a 
m onth un til th e  special reduced  price o f  $21.SO has been 
paid. ( lte g a la r  p rice  $45). ■

No Money in Advance ■
D o n ’t  t a k e  o u r  w o r d  f o r  i t  t h a t  y o u  c a n  m a k e  
m o n e y  w i th  t h e  help o f  t h e s e  b o o k s .  J u s t  m a i l  t h e  ■  
c o u p o n  a n d  s e e  t h e  b o o k s  w i th o u t  c o s t .  T h e n  t a lk  |  
i t  over w i t h  s o m e  o f  y o u r  f r i e n d s  a n d  g e t  t h e i r  «  
opinion D o n 't  w aste  a  m om ent in  sending fo r  the  books ™  
though P u t  th e  coupon in  th e  m ails today . Send no  |  
money—-juB t th e  coupon. H

F R E E  E X A M I N A T I O N  C O U P O N
A m e r ic a n  T e c h n ic a l  S o c ie t y ,  D e p t .  A - 1 6 1 , C h ic a g o , III.
Send me th e  6-volume se t of A utom obile E ngineering  books for a 
w eek’s free  trial, by express collect. I will e ither re tu rn  th e  books 
in one w eek at your expense o r send you $2.80 as first paym ent and 
$3.00 every m onth until a  to ta l of $21.80 has been paid.

Name.

A ddress .

A M E R IC A N  
D ep t. A -ltU

T E C H N IC A L  SO C IE T Y  
C h icago, Illin ois City. . S ta te .

Em ployed by.

In vnnciriii'i this adctrliacnuut it is i--u .'/.is /fi
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$60 To $300 
a  Week in  

New Profession
Enormous untouched field. No 
com petition —  a trem endous de­
m and— and no cap ita l required.

T HE secret of making big money 
is to get into something new 
where there is no competition 

— and yet a big enough demand. I)o 
you appreciate what a rich held for 
profit Exterminating Engineering of­
fers you? Do you know that over 
$300,000,000 loss is occasioned every 
year from pests and vermin that in­
fest offices, ships, warehouses, hotels 

and private homes? That is why individuals and 
commercial houses gladly pay enormous lees to Ex­
terminating Engineers---specialists who know how to 
get rid of these destructive and annoying pests quick­
ly and effectively.

Le a rn  In T w o  to S ix  W e e k s !
In a few short weeks T teach you the successful 

and exclusive methods with which I have revolution­
ized the exterminating science. I give you the secret 
formuUe and supply you with materials which will 
enable you to give an iron-clad guarantee of satisfac­
tion to your customers. My methods— totally different 
from any others— have never been known to fail; 
yet they are extremely simple once you know them.

I Put You In B u s in e s s
A s so o n  ;is  y o u  a r o  e x p e r ie n c e d —i t  t a k e s  b u t  a  f e w  s h o r t  

w e e k s —I s t a r t  y o u  in  b u s in e s s  a s  m y  lo c a l  r e p r e s e n ta t i v e  
in  y o u r  d i s t r i c t .  H e r e  I  r e f e r  a l l  lo c a l  i n q u i r ie s  a n d  
c o n t r a c t s  to  y o u , b rin j£  y o u  n e w  c u s to m e r s  a n d  le n d  
d ig n i ty  to  y o u r  p r o fe s s io n  b y  a n  e x te n s iv e  n a t i o n a l  a d ­
v e r t i s i n g  e a m p :iif fn  w h ic h  e x p la in s  t h e  s e r v i c e s  r e n d e r e d  
to  h e a l th  a m i  s a n i t a t i o n  b y  th e  e x t e r m i n a t i n g  e n g in e e r s  
w h o  h a v e  b e e n  t r a i n e d  u n d e r  m y  s u p e rv i s io n .

Send for FREE BO O K
N e v e r  h a s  t h e r e  b e e n  s u c h  a n  u n u s u a l  o p p o r tu n i ty  to  

e a r n  b iu  m o n e y  s o  e a s i l y !  S e n d  f o r  m y  F r e e  B o o k  w h ic h  
d e s c r ib e s  t h e  w o n d e r f u l  o p p o r tu n i t i e s  in  t h i s  b r a n d  n e w  
f ie ld — o p p o r tu n i t i e s  w h ic h  p a y  f ro m  $3.(100 to  o v e r  $15,000 
a. y e a r .  M a il t h e  c o u p o n  f o r  F r e e  B o o k  today.

Exterminating Engineers of America
Dept. 3 1 , 4 3  W. 1 6th St., New York City.

E X T E R M I N A T I N G  E N G I N E E R S  O F  A M E R I C A
Dept. 3 1 .  4 3  W e s t  1 6 th  Street. N e w  Y o r k  City.

Please send me w ithout obligation, your free bonk. " A  Profitable 
.Business Overnight,”  which tells  how 1 can  m ake $60 to  over 
$:mt) a  week as  an E x term ina ting  Engineer.

Name

Address

!

SAVE
MONEY

B a r g a in s  in  
everything for 
Men £ W omen
S P O R T IN G  GOODS

_ _  L F I H E A R M S .S H O E S
T  g o o d sIWWUtJReady CLOTHINGSend today for our t.....

1!R>:; catalog which i. 
with bargains from 
cover. Make a doll 
du ty  of two. W riti
tore you forget. I t ’s free. | 
PARAM OUNT T R A D IN G  CO. 

DEPT. 346
3 4 W E S T  Z B ^ S t  N E W Y O R JO C Y .I

FREE
BARGAIN
CATALOG

FARN MONEY
M AT HOME *

Y ’O Ucan make $15 to $60 weekly in your spare time
*  ̂writing show cards. No canvassing or soliciting. 

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

WEST-ANGUS SH OW  CARD SERVICE 
72  Col borne Building Toronto, C an.

f t AGENTS !  ft
ill T A R G E  M A N U F A C T U R E R  O F  %  

S H I R T S  w a n ts  A g e n ts  t c  s e ll  c o m - 
p le te  l in e  o f  s h i r t s  d i r e c t  to  w e a i e r  E x- M  
e lu s iv e  p a t t e r n s .  B ig  v a lu e s  N o  c a p i t a l  ■  
o r  e x p e r i e n c e  r e q u i r e d  W ri te  fo r  f r e e  H  
s a m p le s .  M A D IS O N  S H I R T  M I L L S  ■  
507 B ro a d w a y , N ew  Y o rk , N Y f

AGENTS WANTED
P rofits in advan ce. Sell G reat W estern A ll W ool 
C lothes. T w o  orders a day means $60 .00  weekly profit, 
Full or spare time. Established 30 years. New low prices. Express 
prepaid. Everything guaranteed. Tell us vour selling experience 
and we’ll send c o m p le te  o u t f i t  F R E E , charges paid. Do it now.

Great Western Tailoring Co., Dept 39, Chicago, 111.

B U N I O N S
P a in  im m ediately van­

ishes. A cts like  m agic on worst B unions. 
B u m p  g radua lly  disappears.

S E N T  O N  T R I A L
To in tro d u ce

eay . ’ ‘1 w an t to  tr y  ‘
K A Y  L A B O R A T O R I E S ,  D e p t .  A -5 0 6  

1 8 6  N o . La  S a lle  S t r e e t .  C h ic a g o , I l l in o is

The Great Bell of Atri
T h e  v111;»«'o o f  A t r i  h u d  a  E x e a t  h u ll th a t ,  w a s  r u n s  o n ly  
in  t im e  o f  n e e d .  F o r  y e a r s  i t  h a d  b een  u n u s e d ,  f o r  A tr i  
w a s  p r o s p e r o u s  a n d  e o n  t e n t .  I t s  ro p e , c o v e re d  w i th  E xeen 
v in e s ,  t r a i l e d  to  t h e  s r o u n d .  O n e  d a y  a  s t a r v i n g  h o r s e ,  
t u r n e d  o u t  t o  s h i f t  f o r  h im s e lf ,  s e iz e d  th e  f r e s h ,  p r e e n  
t e n d r i l s  in  h i s  t e e t h .  T h e  b e ll  a b o v e  h im  b e ita n  to  r ii iE . 
a t t e n t i o n  w a s  c a l le d  t o  t h e  p r e d i c a m e n t  o f  t h e  p o o r  b e a s t ,  
a n d  h e  b e c a m e  a  w e l l- f e d  w a r d  o f  t h e  to w n .
A dvertising is a  bell th at is con tinua lly  ringing (o call your a tte n ­
tion to  som ething you need am i ought to have. M anufacturers, 
who a re  m aking som ething they th in k  you will want a re  using its  
c larion  notes to  a ttrac t you to  th eir  wares.
Do you read  tho  advertising? M any people do. They a ro  th e  wise 
shoppers—the  economical buyers—the  ones who aro  strictly  u p -to - 
d a te  <m tho opportunities for saving money o r spending it to  
greatest advantage.
R ead th e  advertisem ents. They w ill tell you of m any th ings you 
need. R ead them  to s..vo s te p s--to  save money. R ead them  be­
cause they place before your eyes a moving panoram a of business 
progress. R ead  them  to  keep yourself informed.

Read the advertisements regularly. I t  pays.
lit tnixtri riiiii any advertisement on this paye it is desirable that you mention this tnaamirtr.
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HELP WANTED!
$ 1 6 0 0  to  $ 2 3 0 0  a  Y e a r -

L ife Job s
M en—W om en, O ver 17

BECOM E

Railway M ail Clerks 
City M ail Carriers 
Clerk at Panama Canal

Post Office Clerks 
Rural Carriers 
Clerks at Washington

Railway Mail Clerks Have Pleasant /  
W ork—Travelling Continually FRANKLIN 

INSTITU1E
Dept. M-299

Government positions ail have yearly vacations with full \  R o c h e s te r ,  N .Y .
K indly  s e n dpay. Promotion to Big Paid positions very rapid. The

position is not affected by strikes, poor business condi- ->*
ly

It is steady ^
❖v !

T  , u '

tions or the whims of some petty boss, 
with full pay all of the time.
Common education is sufficient — Pull is not 
required.
Every man or woman, over 17, should send 
coupon—at once— today sure.

Don’t Delay! ‘'VT  day you de‘ /J  lay lessens your /  
chance of im m ediate appointm ent. # ...................................................

f  A d iire m ........................................................................................................
— ■ ; ..........................  . . .............— Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It— W RITE PLA IN LY — M299

my p a r t ,  an d  e n tir e  I v 
r u e  o f c h a rg e  (1) A fu ll 

d esc r ip tio n  o f th e  po sitio n  
checked  below ; (!£> Sam ple 

- la m in a tio n  q u e s tio n s :  cn 
<’opy o f c o p y rig h ted  book, 

■ v e rn m e n t P o s i t i o n s  and  
to  Get Them  *’ ; (4) A lis t  of

O* i . S. G o v ern m en t Jo b s  now easily  
o b ta in a b le  . ift) S ch ed u les  show - 

V  ) "R d u tes an d  p laces o f th e  coin ing  
^  exam  i nut ions in  m y lo ca lity .

.......R ail’y M ail C le rk  f t  6 0 0 - $ 2 3 0 0 )
+  ........B o o k k e e p e r  . . $ 1 1 4 0 —$ 1 8 0 0 ;

+  P o s to f f ic e  C le rk  . $ 1 4 0 0  $ 1 8 0 0 )
....... C i ty  M a il C a r r i e r  .  . $ 1 4 0 0  $ 1 8 0 0 )

.......R u r a l  M a il C a r r i e r  .  . $ 1 8 0 0  $ 2 6 0 0 )
......C u s to m s  P o s i t io n s  . . $ 1 3 4 0  $ 2 0 0 0 )

C le rk  a t  P a n a m a  C a n a l  . $ 1 3 9 2  $ 2 0 0 0 )
C le rk  a t  W a s h in g to n ,  D . C . $ 1 1 4 0  $ 1 8 0 0 )

In answering this advertisement it is (UsirabU: Unit yon im ntion this magazine.
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8 L
MUSICIAN

In H a lf Usual Time
A m az ing  m-w m i'll 
th a t  one  <IHiiihted 
m u sic ian  w h ile  you 
m u sic a l i-om positioi

PLAY by NOTE
Piano, Organ, Violin,
Cor ne t, Mandolin,
Harp, Cello, Trom
bone. Flute Clan
net. P cco lo Saxo-
phone. U k u 1 e 1 e.
Guitar. Harmony and
Composition. Banjo.
Tenor Banjo. Voice
and Speech ’ulture.
Drums and Traps,
Autom ai ic in g e r
Control etc.

io d  g i v u s  y o u  m u s i c a l  s k i l l  s o  q u i c k l y  
s t u d e n t  s i y s  “ I t ' s  l i k e  b e i n g  m a d e  a  

i w a i t ! ’ ’ Y o u  l e a r n  b y  p l a y i n g  a c t u a l  
i s  r i g h t  f r o m  t h e  s t a r t — i n s t e a d  o f  t i r e ­

s o m e  e x e r c i s e .  A s  s i m p l e  a s  A ,  B .  U . 
a n d  a s  e n j o y a b l e  a s  a  g a m e .  L e a rn  
a t  h o m e , b y  m a i l .

T h i s  F R E E  B O O K  
I s  a  R e v e l a t i o n
I t  s h e w s  you h o w  to  s u r p r i s e  e v e n  y o u r  
c lo s e s t  f r i e n d s  b y  p l a y in g  m u s ic  b e f o r e  t h e y  
s u s p e c t  t h a t  y o u 'v e  s t a r t e d  t o  l e a r n .  I t  e x ­
p la in s  ou r new  inven tion  * A u tom atic  F in jje r C ontro l ’ 
- t h e  m usical w onder o f  th e  c e n tu ry -w h e re b y  your 
fin g e rs  a re  tra in ed  and  gu ided  Until th ey  fa ll to rdace 
a lm o st au to m a tica lly  N o th ing  like I t  e v e r  know n 
b e fo re  S ign  coupon now  T here is  no  o b liga tion  to  
buy  a n y th in g  B u t a c t to d ay  —b e fo re  th e se  fre e  books 
a r e  ex h au s ted  In s tru m e n ts  supp lied  i f  d e s ire d , cash  
o r c re d it  A d d re ss  U. S . S c h o o l  o f M u s ic ,  7 2 1  
B ru n s w ic k  B id g ., N ew  Y o rk  City-

Delivery 
H H  PrePaid

|  M ost s tu p e n d o u s  v a lu e s  e v e r  
offered. Same quality  costs $30.00 
elsew here. All sizes and all styles 
cost th e  sam e—No ex tra  charges. 
We pay delivery Money back if 
we fa il to  p lease you.

SAMPLES FREÊpostcard or ietterw n iT i i  k k u  I H k k  brings you free  a  big: 
assortm ent of c lo th  s a m p le s ,  s e lf  m e a su r in g  
charts  and style book. F ine all wool serges and 
worsteds all la te st colors and p a tte rn s  included.

Your Suit Won’t Cost You a Cent
I f  you have a few  spare  hours to Bhow and adver­
tise  ou r am azing bargains, your own su it won t  
cost a  cent. This is a  w onderful chance fo r agents 
to  make $10.00 to  $50.00 a  week fo r all or spare 
time. Everybody buys. O ur low prices a re  irres is t­
ible. A postcard  today w ithyour nam e andaddress 
brings ou r Sam ples w ithou t delay — Address 
CHICAGO TAILORS ASS N, Dept. 255, Chicago

BROWN’C*
i  B r o n c h ia l

p TROCHElJ
COUCH «u>VOICE LOZENGES

B U R R O W E S
Home Billiard &  Pool Tables
M agnificently m ade in a ll sizes, a t  a ll prices. Came exactly 
same as s ta n d a rd  tab le. Become expert a t  home. Use in any 
room, mi any house tab le  o r  on its own folding stand . Quickly 
leveled, l ’l it  lip o r  down in a m inute. Sm all am ount down, easy 
payments. Ask your d ea le r or W HITE US TOI.kAY for Catalog. 

E . T B U R R O W E S  C O ., 1 6 0  F r e e  S t . ,  P o r t la n d , M a in e

SHORT-STORY WRITING
A PR A C T IC A L  fo r ty  lesso n  c o u rse  in  th e  w r itin g  an d  m a r k e t io g o f  

, th e  S h o rt-S to ry  ta u g h t  by D r. J  B e rg  E sen w e in  E d i to r  o f The 
W rite r  s  M onthly v a y  ca ta lo g  f r s e  P lease  a d d re s s :

T h e  H o m e  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e  S c h o o l
D r, E sen w ein  D e p t .  1 4  S p r in g f ie ld ,  M a s s .

re YOU Old at 40?
I f  so, w hy1? G et quick FR EE 
BOOK about the prostate gland 
which may cause sciatica, back­
ache, interrupted sleep, depressed 
and other often serious condi­
tions. I t  tells o f a  new drugless 
home treatment th a t relieves 
these conditions. Address

Electro Thermal Co., 3017Main S t ,  Steubenville, Ohio

MAKE MONEY
s AT HOM ES

"V7"OLJ can earn from $1 to $2 an hour in your spare time writing 
•how cards. Quickly and easily learned by our new, simple 

fnstructograph”  method. No canvassing or soliciting: we teach 
you how, guarantee you steady work at home no matter where you 
live, and pay you cash each week. Full particulars and Booklet Free.

AMERICAN SHOW CARD SCHOOL
2 0 2  R y r ie  B u ild in g  T o r o n to , C an.

îiiiiiuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiifiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiniitiiiMiiiiiimiMiimiiiiiiimiimiiiiiMMiiiniiij 
| February issue §
i  of i
1 Munsey’s Magazine §

On Sale January 20th  
a t  a ll  N e w s -s t a n d s

=  Novelty! Fun! A dventure! will be found e 
E in the =
1 6 Serials, 1 Complete Novelette and 9 1
|  Short Stories in this issue. =
!  Fiction by the B est Story W riters o f the day jjf
îiiiiiiiiiiHiiiiiiiiiiiiiiMiiiiiiiiiiiiiMiiiimiiiiiimtiiiiiiiiiiiimimiimiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimmii?.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is  desirable that you mention this magazine.
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A D V E R T I S I N G  
C A M P A I G N  

F O R  T H E  
B E A U T I F U L  

D R E W
J E W E L P O I N T

F O U N T A I N
P E N S

N E W  Y E A R ’S  G R E A T E S T  O P P O R T U N I T Y  O P E N  T O  A L L -

U Z Z L E
ICTURE'ANSWERP

W h a t will 1923 m ean  to  you? Success —or ju s t  
plugging along? A  little  e ffo rt in this puzz le  gam e
o f profit m ay w in  you  $ 1 ,0 0 0  C ash. T h is is a  on ce-in -a-life- 
tim e opportunity . W e ’re spend ing big m oney  now  to ad ver­
tise D rew  J ew elp o in t Fountain  P en s and you  can share in this 
Cash P rize D istribution. S im ply m ake a list o f the nam es of ob-
j e c t s in  th e  p ic tu r e  a b o v e  b e g in n in g  w ith “ S ” lik e  s k a te s ,  s le d , s w e a te r ,  e t c . ,  
a n d  se n d  it  in . Y o u rs  m a y  b e  o n e  o f  th e  th r e e  b e s t  a n s w e r s  a n d  w in  
$ 1 ,0 0 0 .  (N o te  C lass " A ’’ G if ts —fir s t, s e c o n d  a n d  th ird  p r ize s  a r e  $ 1 ,0 0 0  
e a c h .)  Y o u  a re  in su red  h o n e s t  a n d  im p a r tia l t r e a tm e n t  a n d  a  fa ir  and  
sq u a re  d e a l  b y  th e  D R E W  P E N  C O ., b e c a u s e  th e  c o r r e c t  lis t b y  w h ic h  ju d g ­
in g  w ill b e  d o n e  w ill  b e  m a d e  up  o n ly  o f  th e  c o r r e c t  w o r d s  in  t h e  lis ts  r e c e iv e d .

O Q  A B O U T  O U R  P E N S

IN 50 CASH PRIZES
w  J e w e l p o i n t  F o u n -  
i P e n s  a r e  m a d e  o f  
f i n e s t  m a t e r i a l s  o b -

On D e p o s i t  in  W a b a s h  N a ­
t i o n a l  B a n k ,  S t .  P a u l ,  M in n .

t a i n  a  
a  «  »

b it -  a m i  a r e  
■ a n  t e e d .  (

f u l l y
(‘H i’S

G IFTS C L A S S
" A ”

C L A S S
" B ”

’s  s t y l e  l w i t h  
H ie s  l o n g  B t
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f u l l v
1st p r ze $ 1 ,0 0 0 .0 0 $ 2 5 .0 0 b i n d C l ip ,
2 n d  p iz e 1 .0 0 0 .0 0 2 5 .0 0 b a n d
•it'd  in izc 1 .0 0 0 .0 0 2 5 .0 0
•m i i» Ze 5 0 0 .0 0 7 .0 0 ICVtT . a l l  II  K - m id f i l l e d .
D ill pi 100 .0 0 5 .0 0 r u n in  h a n d  t e tn
M b  ;«> Hit i 2 5 .0 0 4 .0 0 1 I K u o l d .  ..............
1 1 th  i i t r h  15 .00 3 .0 0 IT 0  11
1 fit h  t > 2. t i l  7 .5 0 2 .0 0 T  li i
u n til  t * >Pth 5 .0 0 1.00 in e t l i t im  s t u b .
C la s s
t M ass

•A ’ if  y o u  buy $ 5  pen
b o u g h t O N L Y  $ 5

P r a p a id  to Y o j j t  H o m o

FREE! FREE! Memo Book with 1923 Calendar
E v e r y o n e  s e n d in g  in  a  p u z z le  a n s w e r  th a t  m e r its  th e  c o n s id e r a t io n  of  

t h e  J u d g e s  w i l l  r e c e iv e  a b s o lu te ly  f r e e  o u r  s o u v e n ir  M e m o  B o o k  w ith  
1 9 2 3  c a le n d a r . H a s 2 0  p a g e s ;  8 0  s e c t io n s ,  r u led  w ith  b lu e  a n d  red  l in e s .  
S o  se n d  in  a  g o o d  lis t a t  o n c e  a n d  g e t  o n e  o f  th e s e  M e m o  B o o k s  f r e e .

How to Win $1 ,000  P rize
T h r e e  $1.01)0 C a s h  P r iz e s  a r e  o f fe r e d  f o r  f ir s t ,  s e c o n d ,  a n d  t h i r d  b e s t  

p u z z le  a n s w e r s  u n d e r  C la s s  “  X  S o  i f  y o u r  l i s t  o f  w o r d s  is  a w a r d e d  
f i r s t ,  se t-o iid  o r  t h i r d  p r iz e  a n d  y o u  h a v e  “  Q u a  l i l te d  ”  f o r  C la s s  “  A ”  
b y  o rd e r in g ;  o n e  D re w  J e w e lp o in t  F o u n t a in  P e n .  a t  t h e  s p e c ia l  i n t r o ­
d u c to r y  p r ic e  o f  $f>, y o u  w i l l  w in  $1.00P . I f  y o u  h a v e  n o t  o r d e r e d  a  
p e n  y o u  w o u ld  w in  o n ly  $1*0 . T h is  i s  a n  o p t io n a l  o f fe r  a n d  y o u  m a y  
e n ro l l  in  w h ic h e v e r  C la s s  y o u  c h o o s e .

Brain Work Brings Success. USE YOUR BRAINS!
A re  y o u  a. t h in k e r  o r  a  t o i l e r ?  D o  y o u  w o rk  w i th  y o u r  b r a i n s —o r  

o n ly  w i th  y o u r  h a n d s ?  N e w  Y e a r ’s  i s  t h e  t im e  f o r  m a k in g  r e s o lu t io n s ,  
l io s o lv e  n o w  t h a t  y o u  w i l l  b e  a  s u c c e s s ,  a n d  b e a r  in  m in d  t h a t  to  s u c ­
c e e d  Y O U  M U S T  W O R K  W I T H  Y O U R  D R A IN 'S . B r a in  w o r k  p a y s  
t h e  b ig g e s t  r e w a r d s .  T h in k !  A c q u i r e  w e a l th !  $1 ,000  I f  y o u  g iv e  
p u z z le  p i c tu r e  a  l i t t l e  t h o u g h t  a n d  m a k e  u p  th e  b e s t ,  s e c o n d  b e s t  o r  
t h i r d  b e s t  a n s w e r .  W in n in g  i s  s im p ly  a  m a t t e r  o f  d e t e r m i n a t i o n — 
i f  y o u  m a k e  u p  y o u r  m in d  t o  s u c c e e d  Y O U  W i l d  i

AD D R ESS AN SW ER S T O -
ADElif Ola it ft A Dept. 107, Tower Bldg. 
U n b U ' i  l U l l  t l U l J  ST. PAUL, M INN.

Drew “ Square Deal” Rules
I A nyone liv in g  o u ts id e  o f S t  P au l m ay tak e  p a r t  In th is  
p u z rle  g am e  e x c e p t em p lo y ees  o f  th ia  com pany  o r  th e ir  
re la tiv e s .

2 N am e only  th o se  o b je c ts  v isib le  in  p ic tu re  b e g in n in g  w ith  
le t te r  ‘ ‘S ’ '  W hichever l is t  re c e iv e s  th e  m o s t p o in ts  w ill be 
a w a rd e d  li r s t  p r iz e , a n d  so  on  dow n th e  l is t  o f  60 p r iz e s . ()n« 
p o in t w ill be  g iv en  fo r  e ach  c o r re c t  w o rd  a n d  o n e  d ed u c ted  
fo r  each  in c o r re c t w ord  o r  om ission  o f  a  c o r re c t  w ord . In  
case  o f  t ie ,  p r ize  t ie d  fo r  w ill he  aw a rd e d  each  ty in g  con- 
te s t  a n t .  T h e  c o r re c t  lis t  by w hich ju d g in g  will be done will bo 
m ad e  u p  from i l is ts  rece iv ed  and  n o t fro m  any  so-called  
" m a s t e r  l i s t . - ’ T he c o r re c t lis t ,  lis t  w inn ing  l i r s t  p r iz e , an d  
n am es  and  a d d re s se s  o f  p rize  w in n e rs  w ill bo pub lish ed  a t  
close o f  c o n te s t  a n d  m ailed  to  a ll w ho  h av e  “ q u a lif ie d "  fo r  
C lass  * A  '  ’
3. U se on ly  E n g lish  w o rd s . A n o b je c t m ay  b e  n am ed  only  
o n ce , b u t p a r t s  o f  o b je c ts  m ay a lso  b e  nam ed  E ith e r  th e  
s in g u la r  o r p lu ra l o f  a w ord  m ay  b e  u sed , b u t n o t b o th . 
W ords o f  th e  sam e sp e llin g  b u t d iffe re n t m ean ing  o r  sy nony­
m ous w o rd s w ill co u n t only once  C om pound , h y p h en a ted  
an d  o b so le te  w o rd s  a re  n o t p e rm iss ib le . W e b s te r 's  I n t e r ­
n a tio n a l D ic tio n ary  w ill be  th e  final a u th o rity .

4. W rite  * S "  w o rd s  on  o ne  s id e  o f  p a p e r  on ly , n u m b e rin g  
each  w ord 1, 2 , 3 . 4 . e tc . ,  and  be s u re  to  w rite  y ou r full nam e 
and  a d d re s s  a t  to p  o f  each  sh e e t. All a n sw e rs  m u s t  be m ailed 
a n d  p o s tm a rk e d  n o t l a te r  th an  F e b ru a ry  3 , 1923. C o n te s t­
a n ts  m ay " q u a l i f y "  fo r  C la s s  " A "  u p  to  m id n ig h t, F e b ru a ry  
17 1923.
5 T h re e  p ro m in e n t S t.  I ’au l peop le  h av e  c o n se n te d  to  a c t  as 
Ju d g e s . M W . T hom pson , n ew sp ap e rm an ; W M. Jo h n so n . 
P re s  . S u p e rio r  P tg  C o . ,  a n d  P . M. R e a g a n , P re s  . W abash  
N a tiona l B ank. A il w ho  ta k e  p a r t  in c o n te s t  a g re e  to  a c c e p t 
th e ir  d ec is io n s a s  final a n d  conc lusive .

6. E N L A R G E D  P I C T U R E  F R E E  O N  R E Q U E S T

In a usin')-in/; this advert isement i t  is desi rable  that you mention this magazine.
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High School 
Course in

Two Years!
L ack  of H igh School T ra in in g  has kept 

thousands of men and women from  atta in ­
ing business and social position. W ithout 
th is train in g you are absolutely  barred from  
a  successful business career, from  leading 
professions, from  w ell-paid civ il service 
jobs, from  teachin g and college entrance. In 
fact, all preferred positions are closed to 
you w ithout this v ita l train in g. You  can ’t 
stand this h eavy  handicap, nor do you have 
to. The Am erican School can give  you the 
valuable tra in in g  you m issed.

Put Your Idle 
Hours to Work

Y ou c a n  c o m p le te  o u r  
s i  in p u tte d  H ig h  S ch o o l 
C o u rs e  w i t h i n  tw o  
y  e  a. r  s  b y  B p ;ire - tim e  
s tu d y .  T h e n  y o u  w i l l  be  

m e n ta l l y  e q u ip p e d  t o  h a n d le  a  w o r th -w h i le  p o s it io n .  
T h is  c o u rs e ,  p r e p a r e d  b y  s o m e  o f  A m e r i c a ’s  le a d in g  
p r o fe s s o r s ,  w ill  b r o a d e n  y o u r  m in d ,  g iv e  y o u  a  w id e r  
o u t lo o k  a n d  m a k e  y o u  k e e n ,  a l e r t  a n d  c a p a b le .

Remove Your Handicap
W h e th e r  y o u  n e e d  H ig h  S ch o o l T r a in i n g  o r  s p e c ia l-  • 

i* ed  i n s t r u c t io n  in  y o u r  c h o s e n  lin e -— N'< t\Y  i s  t h e  t im e  
t o  r e m o v e  y o u r  h a n d ic a p . -  Y ou m u s t  k n o w  t h e  s h o r t  
c u t s  a n d  e f f ic ie n c y  m e th o d s .  Y ou m u s t  k n o w  th e  H O W  
a n d  W H Y . O v e r  5 0 .OOP s tu d e n t s  o w e  t h e i r  s u c c e s s  to  
t r a i n i n g  r e c e iv e d  f ro m  th e  p r a c t ic a l ,  m o n e y - m a k in g  
C o u r s e s  in  t h e  c o u p o n  b e lo w . L e t  u s  t e l l  y o u  a b o u t  
t h i s  t r a i n i n g —a b o u t  t h e  C o u r s e  y o u  a r e  i n te r e s t e d  in .  
C h e c k  a n d  m a i l  t h e  c o u p o n .

Am erican School
D e p t .  H -1 5 , D r e x e l  A v e .  a n d  5 8 th  S t . ,  C h ic a g o

A m e r i c a n  S c h o o l
D e p t . H -1 5 , D r e x e l  A v e .  a n d  5 8 th  S t . ,  C h ic a g o

S e n d  m e  f u l l  i n f o r m a t io n  o n  t h e  s u b je c t  c h e c k e d  a n d  
h o w  y o u  w i l l  h e lp  m o  w in  s u c c e s s .

A r c h i te c t.. .building Contractor ...Automobile Engineer .. .Automobile Repairman .. .Civil Engineer
. . .S tr u c tu r a l  Engineer 
. . .  Business M anager 
. ..C e r t .  Public Accountant 
. .  .A ccountant and  A uditor 
. . .  Bookkeeper 
. . .D ra f tsm a n  and Designer 
. . .E le c tr ic a l  Engineer 
. .  .E lectric  Eight & Power 
. .  .G eneral E ducation 
. . .  Vocational Guidance 
, . .  B usiness Law

. . .  .M achine Shop P ractice  

. . . .  Photoplay W riter 

. . .  .M echanical Engineer 

. . .  .Shop Sujx 'i'in tendent 

. . .  .Em ploym ent M anager 

. . .  .S team  Engineer 

. . .  .Fo rem ansh ip  

. . . .S a n i ta r y  Engineer 

. . . .S u rv e y o r  (& M apping)

. . .  .Telephone Engineer 

. . .  .Telegraph Engineer 

. . .  .H ig h  School G rad u ate  

. . . .  F ire  Insu rance E xpert 

. . . .  W ireless R adio  

. . . .  Cndecided

N a m e . . .  

A d d r e s s .

r

NX l i l t e n ^ r  a v e  7 
^Personal Stationery

OOCIETY women—club women—business women—college 
^  girls, all using it. A s cheap as plain writing paper. So easy 
to get. High quality white correspondence Bond Paper, clean 
cut engraving style type, carefully printed in dark blue ink.

Order Direct from This Ad
Just send a dollar bill pinned to a slip of paper showing your 
name and address, printed or typewritten as you want it to 
appear. W e will send promptly, 100 envelopes and 200 
sheets, ladies size, 6x7 inches.

Men’s size—2 fold—7H x IQVj inches,200 sheets and 
200 envelopes, for $2 .00 , [Used for personal cor­
respondence by business a n d  professional men every­
where Instead of plain writing paper.}

Printing on either size limited to 4 lines, 30 letters to the line.

Satisfaction Guaranteed
Weguaiantee satisfaction or refund money. All orders shipped 
promptly, parcel post, prepaid. From points west of Denver, 
Colorado, or outside of U . S. add 10% for postage. Try 
‘‘Likengrave * once and you will never be without it. 
LIKENGRAVE C0.t 9 Sooth Clinton St., Room 911, Chicago

Last Hope Ranch
By Charles Alden Seltzer

Here is an epical tale of the W est, 
rich in color, intense in action arid 
gripping in heart interest.
Ned Templin, creature of his environment, 
first appears as a bad man— a killer—but 
gradually his sinister nature turns frank an d  
he becomes a gallant figure indeed. The 
cause o f  this remarkable metamorphosis is 
a woman— naturally.

Take N otice!
T h ere  a te s ix  installments to this story. I t  w ould  be u n fa ir  
to disclose its remarkable conclusion. Start it today 
y o u 'l l  f in d  the first gripping chapters in  the  issue o f

JANUARY 20th
ARGOSY

ALL-STORY
WEEKLY

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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Electricity Needs You
I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

Stop right here. This is YOUR opportunity! Electricity is calling you, and the Electrical 
Business is in for a  tremendous increase. But it needs more trained men—at big pay. By 
my H o m e S tu d y  C o u rse  in P ra c tic a l  Electricity I can train  you for these positions.

FR EE!
BIG

ELECTRICAL
OUTFIT

A fine outfit of Electrical 
Tools, Instrum ents, M ateri­
als, etc , absolutely FR E E  to 
every student. I will also send 
you FR E E  and fully prepaid 
—Proof Lessons to  show' you 
how’ easily you can learn 
Electricity and en ter this 
splendid profession by my 
new, revised and  original-sys­
tem  of T raining by M ail.

RADIO
C O U R S E

FREE
S p e c ia l  n e w ly -w r it te n  w i r e ­
le s s  c o u r s e  w o r th  $15.00 g iv e n  
a w a y  free . F u l l  p a r t i c u l a r s  
w h e n  y o u  m a il  c o u p o n  b e lo w .

Earn Money 
While Learning
I give you som ething you can 
use n o w . Early  in my H o m e  
S tu d y  C o u rse  I show you 
how to  begin making money 
in Electricity, and help you 
get started. No need to wait 
until the whole course is com­
pleted. Hundreds of students 
have made several times the 
cost of their course in spare 
tim e work while learning.

Earn 570 to  $200 a Week
You’ve always had a  liking for Electricity and a hankering; to do electrical jobs. 
Now is the time to develop that talent; there's big money in it. Even if you 
don’t know anything at all about Electricity you can quickly grasp it by my 
up-to-date, practical method of teaching. You will find it intensely interest­
ing and highly profitable. I’ve trained and started hundreds of men in the 
Electrical Business, men who have made big successes. YO U  C A N  ALSO

Be a Big Paid
ELECTRICAL EXPERT

W hat are you doing to prepare yourself for a real success? A t the rate you are 
going where will you be in ten years from now? Have you the specialized train­
ing that will put you on the road to success? Have you ambition enough to 
prepare for success, and get it?
You have the ambition and I will give you the training, so get busy. I am 
offering you success and all that goes with it. Will you take it? . I’ll make 
you an E L E C T R IC A L  E X P E R T . I will train you as you should be trained. 
I will give you the benefit of my advice and 20 years of engineering experience 
and help you in every way to the biggest, possible success.

Valuable Book Free •MHôtok / CH1̂ oEKE1NEER
Become an Electrical Expert,” has started many a /
man on the way to fortune. I will send a copy, y  Work*
free and prepaid, to every person answering y  Dept.5171.2150 LawrenceAv.
this advertisement. *  C H I C A G O ,  IL L .

A c t  N O W !  G ° ° d  i a te n t io n s  a e v e r  /  D e a r  S i r :  You m ay sen d  m e
get you  a n y w h e r e .  r  entirely  free and fully prepaid, a 

I t  is a c tio n , a lo n e , th a t  co u n ts . N O W  IS  /  copy of your book, ' How to Become 
T u u  T fY itf  t o  a p t  m an  Electrical E x p e rt .1 and particu lars
1 J l U  M  1 /  ab o u t your H o m e  S tu d y  C o u r ,e  in

L. L . C O O K E . C h ie f E n g in e e r  /  E lec tric ity

CHICAGO /
ENGINEERING /  Name..................................

W O R K S  A ddress.................................................................................
2150 L A W R E N C E  A V E N U E  f
D e p t. 5 1 7 1 , C h icag o , U . S . A . ^ / C lty ...................................................................... s t t l t e .....................

In  ansveriug this advertisement i t  i$ desirable that you went inn this ma;tarim\
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Only $1.00 w ith the coupon below brings this sen­
sational furn itu re  bargain to  your home on 30 
days tria l. Com plete 6 piece set of fum ed solid 
oak living room fu rn itu re  in clud ing  a  wonderfully 

com fortable an d  room y d iva n . Only $29.85 
fo r the com plete set on  this offer—on 

easy paym ents, too. $40 w as th e  
form er price  for a set like th is  

—a special factory sacrifice m akes 
th is  s lash  in  price  possible now. 
Seize th is  opportunity  on our special 
approval offer—we take the risk.

30 Days Trial
W hen you get th is  m agnificent 6- 
piece library  set, put it in your liv­
ing room o r library  and use it freely 
for 30 days. Note the  massive, solid 
construction—the beautiful finish — 
the  fine upholstery and graceful 
lines. Com pare it w ith anyth ing  you 
can buy locally a t anyw here n ear 

the sam e p rice—e v e n  fo r  s p o t c a s h . T hen  if not satisfied for any reason, 
re tu rn  the  set a t  ou r expense and  we w ill refund your $1.00 a t  once, plus 
any freight charges you paid,

Q i t l V  $ 2 *  *70 A  M l l i l t H  I f  you decide to  keep th e  set,start paying o n l y  $2.70 a 
m onth  u n til  you have paid $29.85 A full y e a r  to  pay—a t  th e  r a te  o f only a few  cen ts 
a day. This w onderfu l value is  not lis ted  in o u r reg u la r  ca ta log  W e have only a lim ited 
n u m berof se ts  W e t ru s t  honestpeop le  a n y w h e re in th e  U .S  O n e p ric e to  all, caoh 
o rc re d it .  N o  d is c o u n t fo r ca s h . N o t one p en n y e x tra  fo r c re d it . N o C .O .D .

New
6*Piece Set l|V

Fumed Solid Oak
rb ia  s u p e rb  6-p itsce s e t  i s  m ade o f  s e le c te d  solid  oak 
th ro u g h o u t, fin ished  in  rich , dull w ax ed , b row n furued  
oak All th e  fo u r  c h a irs  a r e  p a d d e d ; s e a ts  uphol 
s to re d  w ith  brow n  D elavan  S panish  le a th e r  th e  beat 
im ita tion  o f  g e n u in e  S p an ish  le a th e r  know n. T h e  u p ­
h o ls te rin g  la a ric h  b ro w n  color
L a r g e  D iv a n  p rov ides  e x t r a  B eating  c a p a c ity . I t  Is 
an unu su a lly  m a ss iv e , c o m io r ta b ie  p iece  w ith b e a u ti­
fu lly  d e s ig n e d  b ack . A rm s a r e  b road  and  co m io rtab ie  
M e a su re s  46 Inches w ide o u ts id e  a n d  86 In ch es long 
in sid e . T hick ly  p ad d ed  s e a t  is  19 Inches deep  H e igh t 
o f  b ack  Is 22 in c h e s . P o s ts  a r e  e x t r a  m a ss iv e  
A r m  C h a ir  is  a  ro o m y , d ign ified  p ie c e  o f  fu rn i­
tu r e ,  co m fo rta b le  and  b ig  en o u g h  fo r r v e r y  la rg e  
perso n  w hile n o t se e m in g  too  la rg e  fo r  th e  o rd in a ry  
o ccu p an t. S e a t 19 x  17 1-2 in . h e ig h t 36 In.
A r m  R o c k e r  is a  m a ss iv e , s ta te ly ,  co m fo rtab le  
p iece , w ith  b ea u tifu lly  d e s ig n e d  b a c k , w id e , shape ly  
a rm s , and  sm o o th  o p e ra t in g  ru n n e rs . S e a t 19 x  17 1-2 
i n . . h e ig h t  36 In.

L i b r a r y  T a b le  — A  b e a u tifu l p ie c e  o f  lib ra ry  f u r ­
n itu re . B eau tifu lly  d e s ig n e d  e n d s  to  m a tc h  c h a irs  
w ith  room y m ag az in e  s h e lf  be low . L e g s  cu t o f  2  in 
s to c k : m ass iv e , d ig n ified  T op m e a s u re s  23 1-4 x 34 In 
J a r d in i e r e  S ta n d  m a tc h e s  o th e r  p ie c e s . A d e c ­
o ra tio n  to  y o u r  liv in g  room  o r  l ib ra ry . C arefu lly  
b u ilt  th ro u g h o u t. M easu re s  17 1-2 in . h ig h ; th e  top  
1 2 x 1 2  in ch es
E n tire  s e t  s h ip p ed  kn o ek ed  dow n c o n s tru c tio n . E asy  
to  s e t  up  S av es f r e ig h t  c h a rg e s . W t. a b o u t 176 lb s .

IlillllllllimilllllllllllllHIIIIIIIIIIIIimMMMIIIIimilllllllllMIIIIMIIIIIIIMIIIg 
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CHAPTER I.

T H E  ED G E  O F  T H E  U N K N O W N .

BRITISHERS rarely came to Ganj. 
The only lodging house was an ill- 
reputed dak-bungalow built on the 

outskirts of the jungle in order to be well 
apart from the reeking native town. For 
lack of patronage the publican who kept 
the house had let it fall into such decay 
that it seemed literally to be rotten. Its 
whitewashed walls gave the impression of 
the soft pudgy white of a mushroom. 
Tamarind trees shut off the murderous 
Indian sun so that the light never pene- 

1 A

trated the dampness of those broad veran­
das. Rattan curtains, hanging askew, di­
lapidated, ant-eaten, were never rolled up 
to admit either the heat of day or the night 
winds from the plains. Thick chunamed 
walls and warped doors imprisoned seasons 
of foul dampness and murky air.

Just before the breaking of the monsoons 
when this foulness was most oppressive, 
Surgeon Major Kesh arrived at Ganj and. 
sought shelter from the blistering heat. 
He was a tall angular man, his whites wet 
through with perspiration, his cork helmet 
covered with a line layer of dust because 
of the thirty miles' journey from the nearest
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railway station. Many monsoons of dank 
vapor, dry winds and shriveling heat had 
set their mark upon him. His long horse­
like face had lost all color, his mustache 
was a lifeless sandy gray, his hair snow 
white. As the publican of the dak-bunga­
low ushered him into the dining room he 
threw himself in one of the so-called “ grass­
hopper ” chairs, and resigned himself to the 
torture of prickly heat.

The keeper—a quarter white East Indian 
—set about to kill, pluck and fry a tough 
bantam for his guest. This he served up a 
half an hour later with small blackened 
bananas which the major condemned as 
worse than horse-plantains. After the meal 
the guest started to while away an insuffer­
able evening with whisky and “ English 
water ” together with cheroots. The thick 
damp air was soon gray with tobacco smoke 
which hung in long skeins midway between 
the floor and the ceiling, driven first to one 
side and then to the other by the punkah.

The East Indian publican, lonely and 
loquacious, hovered in the dim doorway be­
yond the smoke:

“ I am glad to have military men come to 
this house,’' he said. “ Britishers—like 
ourselves—rarely cross this threshold. My 
house is in a dangerous place, sir, because 
of a tribe of devil-worshippers who inhabit 
the valley only beyond the jungle. People 
are afraid to come so near the jungle as this, 
sir. It is for that reason I am glad to have 
an I. C. S. such as you—

“' I  say, look here!” the major barked 
out. “ Keep that punkah going and put 
some ice in this soda! That's the reason 
white men funk at this place!”

Honored sir, I  beg your pardon. I 
cannot contradict a military man without 
great tribulation here,” the East Indian 
pointed gracefully to his heart. " But 
white men avoid my house because of the 
valley beyond, where it is known a tribe 
practices thuggee on any hapless stranger 
who falls among them.”

The punkah started to flax vociferously, 
clearing the air of smoke, so that Kesh ob­
served a figure in the doorway in an im­
movable attitude of salaaming, the palms 
upturned toward the major and turban 
touching the floor.

“ Ask that rotten pariah what he wants, 
crawling in here to watch me drink!” the 
major cried.

The publican touched the bundle of rags 
with his toe. “ What do you want—pa­
riah that you are—coming thus into the 
presence of two Britishers?”

The Thing looked up. It was a young 
man, clothed in rags which had once been 
the white costume of a groom or housebov. 
His black eyes looked at the major with 
much the same quiet fixity with which a 
dog watches a man eat. But on the large 
mouth there was a smirk of amusement— 
not of disgust. He was no holy mendicant; 
no Brahmin piety softened that uncanny, 
intelligent grin. No mark of caste was on 
his forehead. He %vas a low breed, the ma­
jor could tell that beyond a doubt. For 
one thing he lacked the regularity of fea­
tures of a high caste Hindu, and his hair, 
instead of being straight, was curly—an 
indisputable mark of the aborigine.

“ Honored and twice-born gentlemen,” 
the man replied in fluent Babu English, 
“ I am a louse. While squatted in front of 
my father’s filthy bazaar, 1 noticed this 
Britisher pass by in his glory and come to 
this house. The splendor of his appear­
ance so smote my eyes that I—”

“ What the hell do you want?” the major 
cried in exasperation.

The man looked up as if deeply hurt by 
this interruption. The only other effect 
upon him appeared to be a change of voice 
to a softer, oilier tone.

“ The light of the sahib’s countenance 
was so gorgeous that I immediately con­
ceived the desire of serving him. So I have 
come to hire myself out, body-louse that 1 
am, as a houseboy. Call me chuprassi and 
I will serve. That is to say —” he rubbed 
his athletic hands—“ for a slight compensa­
tion.”

“ I have no need for servants here!” the 
publican snapped.

“ Is there a man to white my shoes and 
bathe me in the morning?” the major asked.

“ Sir, my punkah-wallah and I do the 
work of this house. I am English and my 
punkah-wallah an outcaste. We can thus 
do everything, as much as twenty servants 
whose caste limits the duties of each.”
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" You need more than two for my com­
fort/’ the major said disgustedly.

“ Sahib! Heaven-born and Cherisher of 
the Needy!” the kneeling man broke in. 
“ I am a skilled chuprassi. I can cool water 
without ice—1 can—”

■' That settles it! Hire him! ” the major 
cried peremptorily.

These words were scarcely out of his 
mouth before the chuprassi lit a coal to the 
major’s cheroot. By this he indicated that 
there was no need for further argument; he 
had accepted the position. Vanishing in­
stantly from the room, he returned a mo­
ment later with a wet dish towel which he 
wrapped about the soda bottle. This he 
fanned for a moment, then mixed a whisky 
drink for his master, and brought it to him. 
He did not walk across the floor; he crawled 
—in much the same manner as a slave 
about to bring evil tidings to a king who 
will kill him.

The major watched him, and as he 
watched he remarked to the proprietor: 
” You say these men beyond the jungle 
practice thuggee? Have they no fear of 
the British Raj?”

" They never heard of the British Raj 
over there, sir,” the publican replied. “ Be­
tween the jungle and that country there is a 
series of jheels or swamps which cannot be 
crossed by tonga or caravan or railroad. 
Government has forgotten that country, sir. 
The country is Jamgad, and the jheels have 
cut it off from thousands of years of history, 
invasions, battlfes. Aryan civilization, Mogul 
conquest. You and I, sir, white men as we 
are, find ourselves, I might say, on the 
threshold of that forgotten era which Jam- 
gad represents. As white men we are in 
danger. Before the night is over you and 
l might disappear. We would find our­
selves in a country of two thousand years 
ago.

“ Government would miss us. An inves­
tigation. A battalion from your canton­
ment at Pangal would be sent through the 
swamps to find us. The maharajah and 
his counsellors would protest ignorance. 
Maybe we were lost in the iheel, they would 
say. Maybe the man-eaters of the Pangal 
Mills caught us, maybe heat apoplexy, may­
be the pestilence in the swamps, maybe

crocodiles. What could Government do? 
Yes, they could massacre a million inhabit­
ants. And would they know then where 
we had gone?”

“ And that’s why you don’t have ice in 
this rotten little hotel? Because you don't 
care whether your business goes to pot or 
not? You’re afraid to stay here?”

This brought a breathless, almost sound­
less, chuckle from the Being squatted in 
the shadows. In the ensuing silence Kesh 
watch the grin and the glittering black 
eyes. The punkah tolled off a dreary mo­
ment, and then: ” If we disappeared in
the night,” the major said in an entirely 
changed tone, “ just what tootild be the ex­
planation?”

” Sir, there was no explanation when the 
last guest at this dak-house vanished. He 
was a subaltern with guns, kit and what not. 
We thought he had gone on his hunting trip 
earlier than he had planned. To bed at 
eleven in that room, sir.” The publican 
pointed behind his shoulder. And at 
chota hazri he was gone. Puff! Like 
chaff!”

The major muttered a string of oaths, 
rose from his seat, and began to pace' the 
room. Suddenly he stopped and caught the 
eye of the housebov, who was staring at 
him.

"Say look here, you filthy devil!” he 
cried. ” Get your carcass out of here! 
You're making me crazy!”

The chuprassi backed away into the 
darkness of the adjacent room, salaaming 
with elaborate and abject perfection.

Surgeon-Major Kesh found himself alone. 
Outside in the world which seemed curi­
ously remote there were faint unintelligible 
sounds, but in the big dining room Kesh 
was left in the silence of his own thoughts. 
He w-as not disposed to worry himself into 
a panic over what he had just heard. And 
yet it surprised him that this publican 
should be so earnest in condemning the very 
dak-house where he was employed as care­
taker.

* Probably had a set-to with the owner 
of the place and wants to run down the 
business,” the major smiled to himself.
'• And then, too, the smaller the patronage 
the less work for him—lazy beggar! Or
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perhaps—I wonder! ” He paced the length 
of the room again. “ I wonder if the silly 
ass really is afraid and is brooding over giv­
ing his job up!”

Kesh paused, breathing heavily. Some 
one had opened the door to the front ve­
randa, admitting a breath of hot suffocating 
air. The major gasped at his cheroot, feel­
ing as if a blanket of ether were cast over 
him. The monsoon would break, he felt 
sure, for the air had become insufferable 
with a musty growing, heat.

“ Can such a horror be possible—right 
here under Government’s eyes?” he was 
saying to himself. “ We keep tab on the 
big states—the states that give us revenue, 
that are near the railroads, that offer us 
Sikhs for our armies! But these miserable 
little out-of-the-way holes! And to think 
that Britishers still vanish into the 
jungle—”

Surgeon-Major Kesh stopped abruptly. 
He wiped his hand ac:\ ss his eyes where 
sweat was streaming, and then stared 
speechless at what he saw.

In the darkness of the doorway there 
stood a girl, dressed in whites with white 
silk stockings and tennis shoes. The dim 
beauty of her features was partially veiled 
by the silk pugaree draped about her hel­
met. But the lips were visible and the 
major saw them part suddenly with the 
radiance of a smile. And in that one tired 
smile he saw all the excitement, joy, thank­
fulness of a helpless girl meeting a comrade 
in a strange and horrible place.

“ Thank God!” were the words on her 
lips as she went to him.

The major was bewildered, thinking at 
first the girl might have made some mistake 
about his identity. “ I hope I can be of 
service,” he stammered. “ My name is 
Kesh—Surgeon-Major Kesh—I—”

The publican who had followed the girl 
into the room, came to the major’s rescue:

“ This lady is in distress, sir. She was 
to have met a friend at the tonga-depot 
down in the city. Fate has so spun the 
circumstances that her friend—an English­
man—failed to meet her. She found her­
self a to p  ia  this desolate city, and has been 
obHgdllTO stop here over night under my 
roof!”

“ Everything is all right now!” the girl 
said with a laugh. 0 I had a horrible fear 
that there would be no Englishman in this 
whole city! Now I am safe! and I am 
going to take it all as a lark! My fiance 
will surely come before morning.”

“ Your fiance—here?” the major asked 
in bewilderment.

“ Yes. If he follows my instructions.”
“ Your—”
Kesh curbed his curiosity for the mo­

ment. The young woman was not in a po­
sition to be brutally cross-questioned. He 
changed his tone:

“ Yes, everything is surety all right. You 
are safe now1.” He turned to his newly 
hired houseboy. “ Chuprassi! Bring me 
my satchel. You’ll have a glass of port? 
Yes, yes, everything is surety all right!” 

Scarcely had the words escaped from the 
major’s lips before the Being who had al­
ready crawled unnoticed into the room, 
held a glass of red wine up to her. She 
drank, and a touch of color came to her 
pallid face. Before sitting in the grasshop­
per chair which the major swung about for 
hdr, she removed the silk-covered topi from 
her head, revealing a sudden beautiful 
wealth of bronze-gold hair. The lamplight 
lent a soft radiance to her white forehead, 
the straight nose, half parted lips and the 
delicate pink chin. Her very pallor, the 
major observed, was radiant, like the beau­
ty of ivory, except that it was touched with 
the dim, almost imperceptible, glow of life.

The publican stared, showing the whites 
about his muddy eyes. “ There are two 
Englishmen here to protect you,” he said, 
rubbing his hands fawningly. “ The .sur­
geon-major and myself.”

“ To protect me?” A quizzical smile 
flickered to the girl’s lips.

“ Ridiculous! ” the major put in. “ Every­
thing is all right. You will have a good 
night’s rest. I can see you are exhausted 
from the terrific heat. A little supper, and 
then—”

“ But, sir,” the publican objected. “ How 
can you say there is no danger. Beyond 
the jungle . . . the devil-worshippers— ” 

“ Now, shut up!” the major snapped. 
“ Get out of here and pluck another fowl— 
not a cock-fighter, but a pigeon.”
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The publican bowed himself out, rubbing 
his hands. As he reached the door he cast 
a last frightened glance at his beautiful 
guest. The girl was startled at his looks 
and as her hand went to her heart she 
dropped her handkerchief. With a slow 
and deliberate courtesy Kesh bent to pick it 
up, but the new chuprassi had snatched it 
from the floor where he had been squatted. 
He gave it to Diane Herries with a salaam, 
and as he lifted up his head he came face to 
face with Major Kesh.

The latter flushed hotly and swore while 
the man’s eyes twinkled in response, his 
dark face lighting with an expression far 
more intelligent, it most certainly seemed, 
than tire expression of a pariah.

" Are you here again, grovelling at my 
feet?” the major snapped. “ Who the devil 
are you anyway?”

■■ I am an outcaste, sahib! and your hire­
ling! Permit me to save my soul by 
touching the hem of your garment! Per­
mit me to touch your foot!”

CHAPTER II.

A N IG H T  W A TC H .

AFTER the little supper which the pub­
lican prepared, Diane Herries seemed 
completely refreshed. The bloom of 

one who has just come to India—the bloom 
of sea travel—was still upon her cheeks. 
As Surgeon-Major Kesh watched her he re­
flected that • in that dank, dim bungalow 
room she was like a flower blooming on a 
heap of ashes. Everything else was dead, 
dried or decayed—even the old major him­
self. The flopping moldy old punkah, the 
odorous oil lamp with its halo of winged 
insects, the ragged chuprassi squatted on 
the floor, the chairs, tables, rafters, doors— 
all embroidered and cross-stitched by the 
voracious white ants—this was the back­
ground for that one radiant figure.

“ Strange how these people who first 
came to India can stand the heat and the 
dampness so much better than the old- 
timers,” Kesh observed politely. “ If I 
may say so. you seem to have stepped out 
of a May garden in England—”

" la m  going to tell you everything,” the

girl replied, observing that the surgeon-ma­
jor had resolutely avoided asking any ex­
planation. “ You are probably burning 
with curiosity. First you want to know 
how long I ’ve been in India.”

“ I know’ already.”
The girl laughed perplexedly.
” White girls cannot keep their color in 

India beyond three months. I should 
judge you’ve been in the tropics consider­
ably less than three weeks.”

” Two days,” the girl replied. “ I was 
traveling with my aunt and her family and 
our steamer was to go from Colombo to 
Calcutta. I wanted to see my fiance, Ian 
Dunboyne. Of course, you may not know 
him. India is so large.”

" Every one knows every one else in 
India,” the major corrected. “ Mr, Dun­
boyne is in the tobacco business.”

“ Well, I wanted to see him. My aunt 
and ali my relatives fought against the 
match, but I telegraphed to him at Suez 
and then at Aden. It was not until I 
reached Ceylon that I heard from him. At 
first we decided to meet at Colombo, but 
the family got wind of our plans, and since 
it would take three days for Mr. Dunboyne 
to get to Colombo from his station I said I 
would meet him half way between. I got 
a P. & O. map, measured the distance and 
found that Ganj was exactly half—”

■‘ So you peremptorily telegraphed him 
to meet you at Ganj!” the major said ex­
plosively.

“ I thought it a good plan.” •
“ But you overlooked the fact that Ganj 

wasn’t on the South Indian Railroad, and 
that your fiance, Mr. Ian Dunboyne, would 
have to come here through the jungle in 
order to arrive in time?”

I knew little of Indian geography,” the 
girl laughed.

“ And yet you traveled all the way from 
Ceylon to Ganj alone?”

" Why, of course.”
" Upon my word!”
” Why not?”
" An English girl traveling in India— ”

I am not English. I am American.” 
‘■Oh! Bless my soul!” This seemed 

to have been a great light upon the whole 
situation and the major, instead of making
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any more exclamations, exhaled a tremend­
ous sigh of relief.

“ And I arrived here, didn't I?” the girl 
asked. “ The only thing that worries me 
now is why he isn’t here.1'

‘‘ Lots of things can happen to travelers 
in India. Mr. Dunboyne, your fiance, is 
visiting his plantations in the Pangal Hills 
on the other side of the jungle. His jour­
ney to Ganj would be by dhooly down the 
steep mountainside, by tat-pony, and then 
by tonga. Lots of chance for delay.”

“ As it is he is only a few hours late,” 
the girl said, regaining her former blithe­
someness, “ so I am not going to worry.”

For practically two hours the American 
girl and the old Britisher talked. To 
Surgeon-Major Kesh it was an experience. 
Never in his life had he met a type of 
woman so buoyant, so self-reliant, so happy 
as this girl coming rashly into the heart of 
India to meet her lover—as ignorant of 
danger as a child playing with a hornet’s 
nest.

The girl chatted confidentially about her 
past life—her childhood in California on 
her grandfather’s orange groves; her girl- 

"" hood at a private school near Boston; her 
life with a wealthy old aunt, and now her 
travels about the world. Her relatives, she 
affirmed, had put her on exhibition in 
Europe as a prospective bride to the highest 
and most aristocratic bidders.

Diane was the first to tire of the long and 
enthusiastic conversation. She grew des­
perately sleepy and the major knew that 
her long ride had exhausted her. He ad­
vised her to retire, promising he would sit 
up until her lover arrived. Diane chatted 
a while longer, until sometime after mid­
night she fell asleep in the grasshopper 
chair. A little later the major picked her 
up in his arms and took her to the room 
upstairs, which the publican had prepared 
for her.

I t was a big bare whitewashed place 
which was approached by a brick staircase 
on the outside of the house. The top of 
the bungalow was flat and this apartment 
was practically a miniature super-bungalow- 
placed upon the roof. In one corner of the 
room was a bureau eaten to a skeleton by 
fish-moths. The bed on the other side of

the floor was a big four-poster, each leg 
placed in water cups to guard against centi­
pedes. A canopy of mosquito curtain was 
draped from a wooden frame. Above a 
punkah started flapping the moment that 
the major entered with the girl fast asleep 
in his arms. He was rather glad she could 
not see the sort of place where she was to 
spend the night.

As the major stepped out again to the 
stairs he looked beyond the compound of 
the bungalow to the road that wound 
through the bamboos and tamarinds from 
the city. Fie heard the heavy beat of a 
horse's hoofs upon the earth and a moment 
later he could see by the diffused light of 
the moon shining through the mist, the 
form of a horseman racing madly up the 
hill through a tope of bamboos.

Kesh hurried down to the veranda where 
he found the publican waiting and nerv­
ously rubbing his hands.

“ Who is your punkah-boy up there?” 
Kesh asked, pointing to Diane’s room.

“ A very trustworthy old coolie, sir,” the 
publican replied. “ He has been in this 
city for many years, a reliable punkah- 
wallah who is gifted with wakefulness.”

“ Tell him to report to me if he sees any 
one on that roof between now and morn­
ing.”

Both men turned as a horseman galloped 
through the gate of the compound and drew- 
rein abruptly in front of the bungalow. 
The rider swung down from his lathered 
horse and vaulted up to the veranda with 
one jump.

He was a tall, well-formed man, clothed 
in whites which were grimy from his jour­
ney. Under the cork topi Major Kesh 
could see the handsome dark eyes, the regu­
lar features, the blue jaw of Ian Dunboyne.

“ Congratulations, Dunboyne,” was the 
major's greeting.

“ Is she here?” the man cried breath­
lessly.

“ Your fiancee is upstairs awaiting the 
bridegroom,” the major replied suavely.

“ Thank God!” Dunboyne ejaculated.
“ And give me a drink! I ’m exhausted— 
been tearing through the Plains for forty- 
eight hours trying to get here in time.”

The major followed him into the bunga­
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low and the two gulped down a luke-warm 
whisky-and-soda, Dunboyne helping him­
self again.

“ Now, then, I ’m going up to see her,” he 
said.

“ Wait till morning,” the major cau­
tioned. " She fell asleep from sheer ex­
haustion.”

The tall, grimy lover thought a moment. 
“ It looks like a shady business this—meet­
ing one’s fiancee in a dak-bungalow and go­
ing over to a cantonment the next day to 
be married. Let it appear that I came here 
in the morning. I will not awaken her 
now—” He looked at his watch. * Two 
o’clock! ”

“ Too bad you missed her at the tonga- 
depot. That would have been quite re­
spectable.”

Dunboyne flushed angrily': ” I suppose
that’s a leading question, major? You 
want to know why I was late? Well, I ’ll 
tell you. I ’m generally known as a brave 
man—you’ve never heard anything to the 
contrary! But damned if I could get up 
nerve enough to go through that jungle as 
I had planned at first. That shortcut 
would have brought me to Ganj in time to 
meet her. I took the long tonga-route. 
These plantation ponies, once they get on 
the Plains, do nothing but sweat and pant 
and pound on the road.”

” You mean you were late because—”
” Because I was afraid, yes—confound 

it! That’s plain. I ’ll say it for you. 
There’s some’ local trouble there among the 
devil-worshippers — nothing to do with 
Ghandi, and it’s not important enough for 
Government to notice. Ghandi’s in prison 
and Viscount Peel is taking Montagu’s 
place as Secretary for India—you know all 
about it. But that’s not going to make 
these scrub jungles safe!”

The publican at the door caught their 
attention by heavy breathing and a desper­
ate wringing of his hands. “ Ah, then you 
have heard! ” he wailed. “ We Englishmen 
are in a sorry plight!”

“ The tribes over there I understand have 
a nasty habit of kidnaping white men.”

The miserable Eurasian broke into a fit 
of trembling. “ I am not white, sahib!” 
he cried, lapsing for the first time into his

own fawning dialect. ‘ I am part Hindu 
—two annas to the rupee, sahib, because 
1 am one sixteenth heathen! I am not im­
maculate—I am a mixed breed and I will 
confess! Do you think, major-sahib, that 
I am in danger?”

“ It is the girl who is in danger,” the ma­
jor retorted. " Not rum-soaked carcasses 
like us.”

Dunboyne rose from his seat, his face 
turned suddenly ashen. “ The girl!” he 
cried voicelessly. “ Major—you’re out of 
your head. You mean to dare say that! 
A white girl taken by these fawning heath­
ens right under the nose of the Central In­
telligence, the army, the British Raj! Why 
it’s too ridiculous—too horrible—”

“ Judging from your blue lips, I should 
say you believe me,” the major shot back.

Dunboyne stayed no longer to argue. 
He bounded up the brick steps to the top 
of the house, crossed the flat roof, and did 
not pause until he came to the very thresh­
old of the room in which Diane Herries 
was sleeping.

He peered in. The punkah had stopped 
flapping, but a slight vapory wind from the 
jungle swept the room dear of the heat of 
day. A long blue band of moonlight fell 
upon the canopy of netting, and in the bed 
Dunboyne could see his fiancee completely 
clothed, as she had been when she first 
arrived at the bungalow. On the roof he 
saw the punkah-coolie who was fast asleep. 
A few kicks awakened him, and with sleepy 
cries for mercy the old man grabbed the 
punkah-rope and started his steady monot­
onous pull.

For a while Dunboyne paced about the 
roof—a flat space covered with tar and 
gravel, and surrounded by a wall of brick 
and lime. The bungalow faced the moon­
lit Plains where he could see a limitless 
checkerboard of squares colored in dim 
shades of blue. On the other side he 
looked toward the jungle—a huge jet black 
patch like a giant hand reaching down to­
ward him with its fingers buried in the deep 
ravines and khors. From this direction 
came the wind heavily laden with quinine 
and spice, suffocating with its swamp 
breath.

At first Dunboyne felt that his fiancee
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was perfectly safe. He himself was armed 
with a revolver, standing guard outside her 
door. Downstairs was a surgeon-major 
representing not only the prestige, but the 
power of the Indian Army. But as the 
night wore on and the moon cast lengthen­
ing shadows across the roof and upon the 
dim white sand of the compound, Dun- 
boyne began to feel that the little room 
where Diane Herries was sleeping was sur­
rounded by presences.

He saw figures sneaking through the 
mango tope over the wall of the garden— 
shadows or Rhesus monkeys or men—he 
knew not which. He sawr black slender 
forms like gibbons swinging down from the 
tamarinds and scampering to the seclusion 
first of the white walled go-down, then of 
the yawning well, then of a young banyan 
tree which grew scrambling over the jungle 
road. Part of these visions Dunboyne at­
tributed to his own dreams—he caught 
himself dozing even while he walked. His 
fatigue was conquering him—he felt 
drugged. The musk of the jungle wind 
soothed him.

For a while his ears buzzed sleepily with 
the droning sound of insects, the dreary 
flap and squeak of the punkah in Diane’s 
room, the murmuring of dry tamarind 
leaves, the soughing of palms. Then the 
long, almost human howl of a jackal-dog 
brought him sharp awake.

He hurried to Diane’s door. She was in 
the room, he could see, although the moon­
light had passed her bed. He turned again 
to the open and for the first time noticed 
a presence—a bundle of rags, huddled 
against the lime wall.

Dunboyne stared fiercely. This was no 
dream, he knew. He walked cautiously 
toward it, stopped, drew his revolver. The 
moonlight cast its shadow on the white lime 
—a turbaned head.

Dunboyne stepped closer, but the figure 
remained as motionless as a  Buddhist idol. 
Another step. The man was not asleep. 
The black eyes glittered. Then a smile.

“ What the devil are you doing up here? 
You damned thug!”

“ I am the chuprassi, Heaven-born!” the 
man replied. He moved for the first time, 
and the movement was a complete obeis­

ance so that his forehead touched the tar. 
“ I am watching over our guest—the beau­
tiful miss-sahib.”

“ You’re a robber—that’s what you are! ” 
Dunboyne snapped back. 11 Stand up and 
show me your filthy face.”

The servant crawled to his knees. “ I 
am not a robber, Heaven born, but a chu- 
prassi to wipe the dust from your feet. I 
am the son of two pigs! I am your slave!” 

Dunboyne drew back his foot and gave 
the man such a kick as to send him rolling 
as far as the top of the chunamed steps.

“ You come down and show yourself to 
the caretaker! And if you are not the 
chuprassi of this house, I ’ll empty the six 
plunks of lead I hold in my hand and then 
throw your carcass out for the kites to 
eat!”

“ My carcass is not worthy to be eaten 
by kites, O Twice-born!” the man pleaded. 
“ Let the crows eat me—they are as vile as 
I, and my carcass cannot defile them.” 

Dunboyne had braced himself for a sec­
ond kick, but intuitively he changed his 
mind. This man had one trait which 
marked him apart from most chuprassis. 
When he had first felt Dunboyne’s kick he 
had not yelped out the usual dismal cry of 
“ Ayi! Ayi!” Instead he had smiled, and 
Dunboyne, now' that his first moment of 
rage had passed, recalled that a strange 
green light had flashed out of the man’s 
eyes. He was not exactly the sort of chu­
prassi whom it would be wise to kick twice.

The chuprassi waited expectantly fo? that 
second touch of the Britisher’s boot, and 
then observing it was not forthcoming he 
turned and vanished down the stairs.

Dunboyne follow'ed, his revolver still in 
his hand.

CHAPTER III.

g o n e !

I N the chicken yard—a flat space between 
the bungalow and the go-down—Dun­
boyne collared his victim. Powerful as 

his body seemed, the man did not protest, 
but submitted to being dragged up to the 
veranda and then into the dining room. 
Major Kesh had fallen upon the grasshop­
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per chair and was now snoring loudly. A 
touch on the shoulder failed to awaken him.v
but stopped the snoring. Dunboyne re­
solved to leave him alone. The heat of the 
day had been a grueling experience evi­
denced by the major’s white drawn face.

Meanwhile the publican, having heard 
Dunboyne’s little scuffle with the new cku- 
prassi, entered the room, timid, wide-eyed, 
and nervously rubbing his hands.

“ Who is this beggarv ’ -Dunboyne asked, 
lifting the bundle of rags up as a man will 
hold a huge cat by the scruff of the neck.

A smile came over the publican’s face. 
“ He is the new ckuprassi, sir,” he explained. 
“ The surgeon-major objected to the way I 
am running the establishment and hired this 
pariah early in the evening as a body-serv­
ant. He is a reprehensible man, there is 
little doubt.”

“ So! He came this evening?” Dun­
boyne exclaimed.

” I would advise his immediate discharge, 
sir. If you think best I will dismiss him 
from my house.”

“ You’ll do nothing of the kind. This 
man’s a thag—if I know anything. Like as 
not he’s crawled out of the jungle and is 
plotting. We’ll lock him up—that’s 'what 
wee’ll do, and in the morning turn him over 
to the jail-khanna.”

•  A very good idea, sir,” the publican said 
chuckling.

“ Don’t lock me up, Heaven-born,” the 
ckuprassi said calmly. “ You will need my 
services—perhaps this very night. Who 
knows? Fate is spinning a web about the 
lovely one who is your betrothed. Let me 
watch over her as a dog watches over the 
bedside of a child.”

The publican and Dunboyne, without 
listening to his cool calm pleading, took him 
out into the compound grounds and to the 
go-down—a small hut with thick walls and 
a padlocked door in which the stores and 
canned English goods were kept.

“ The girl is in danger, Heaven-born,” 
the ckuprassi said, raising his voice at the 
last moment. “ The jungle is near us—it 
beleaguers us round about like an enemy 
encamped in the night! The Lovely 
One- ”

His words were cut off by the snapping

of the lock. Dunboyne himself appropri­
ated the key. <

“ It is a good go-down, sir,” the publican 
said. “ I have used it in other days as a 
storeroom for valuables. And it is in full 
view of the bungalow. For to-night at least, 
this ckuprassi will bother us no longer.”

The relief which came to Dunboyne as he 
turned from the go-down was accompanied 
by an oppressive drowsiness. Stumbling 
into the dining room he helped himself to 
prodigal swigs from the major’s whisky bot­
tle. The l'urnace-like room and the drink 
failed to bring a sweat; Dunboyne gasped 
and had the curious impression that the 
thick hot night was pressing upon his fore­
head and eves. He stumbled out to the 
veranda and sank into one of the veranda 
chairs, resting his legs on the long extended 
arm s.«

" Diane is all right,” he said to himself, 
‘‘ if I can only keep awake on this veranda 
and n atch those stairs. A dangerous prac­
tice this—sitting in the draught of those 
wet tattis. Doctor told me never to do it. 
Better than dying of suffocation though.” As 
the din of mosquitoes, the tomtoms of the 
distant town and the wail of the jackals 
whirled about faster and faster like the 
noise of a merry-go-round in his brain, 
Dunboyne fell asleep.

Hours later he awoke with a start. He 
blinked at the rattan chiks where he could 
see the low red sunlight slanting inward in 
myriads of fine dusty rays.

He jumped from his chair and stood 
aghast, realizing the length of time he had 
slept. His head whirled in dizziness, and a 
dull ache thudded in his brain like the tom­
toms in the distant city. Added to this, 
the draught of the tatti-curtain, which had 
enabled him to sleep, had also given him the 
ague. He reeled into the gaping black door 
which led to the dining room of the bunga­
low and his eyes dilated to the dim scene— 
the same scene that had met his gaze hours 
earlier in the middle of the night.

The punkah was hanging listless, forgot­
ten, and the thick hot air seemed as obvious 
to the eyes as the tobacco smoke that lay in 
a gray strata across the middle of the room. 
The major was asleep—his face ashen gray, 
his mouth open, breathing heavily—but
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without snoring. Rapidly the events of the 
night came back to Dunboyne. The major 
had dropped off to sleep while he—Dun­
boyne—was keeping guard on the roofs. He 
remembered he had awakened the punkah- 
wallah, chased down the suspicious looking 
chuprassi, and talked for a while with the 
publican, who a few moments later had re­
turned protesting extreme fatigue. These 
recollections went through Dunboyne’s 
brain in a flash while he was shaking the 
shoulders of the major in an effort to awak­
en him. And at that moment a terrifying 
thought occurred to him. He pulled the 
major up by his collar and shook his big 
lanky frame, like a schoolmaster shaking a 
big boy.

“ For God's sake wake up, Kesh!'’ he 
cried. “ We’ve been drugged—all of us.”

Dunboyne abruptly hurried ouisj^e to 
the stairs, leaving the major crumpled in a 
half sitting position on the grasshopper 
chair, staring blankly, mumbling something 
about the girl.

In a few leaps, Dunboyne mounted the 
steps and reached the roof. He dashed 
across the tar flooring, kicked aside the 
punkah-wallah who was fast asleep, and 
rushed into Diane’s room. A lizard scur­
ried to the bureau, and the punkah-wallah, 
awaking, began a sudden frantic pulling at 
the cord. Dunboyne rushed to the bed, 
tore aside the mosquito netting even though 
he could already see what he had most 
feared. His fiancee was not there.

For a moment the punkah fanned the 
cold sweat on his forehead. Then he began 
circling the room like a crazed dog. He 
stopped at the threshold of the door for a 
moment, trying to collect himself. The 
punkah man was there, grunting ostenta­
tiously with every pull of the cord.

“ How long have you been asleep, boy?” 
he asked, steadying his voice.

“ I have not slept, sahib!” the coolie 
cried shrinking from the stern, white figure. 
“ All through this night 1 have toiled. My 
back is breaking, sahib, but I am a faithful 
punkah-wallah.”

“ Then you can tell me where the miss- 
sahib has gone.”

The man looked into the room, lowering 
his eyebrows like a monkey peering against

the light. When he had ascertained that 
the girl was not there, he replied: " She
went down to chota hazri, sahib! ”

“ A lie! She is not downstairs.”
“ She said she would walk for a while in 

the mango garden, which is a very pleasant 
place in the early dawn.”

Dunboyne knew he could get nothing but 
lies from this man, who had slept at his 
post. Accordingly he hurried down the 
stairs and into the dining room where he 
found the major. The latter stood aghast 
when he saw the expression on Dunboyne’s 
face. “ The girl—” he prompted irreso­
lutely.

“ She’s disappeared.”
“ Xonsense!" the major cried. “ She’s 

probably—” his voice faltered as the hor­
rors that he tried to reject overpowered him. 
" The thag —” he began voicelessly.

"T he  thag is locked up!” Dunboyne 
snapped impatiently. “ We locked him in 
the go-down when you were asleep.” He 
stopped abruptly, realizing that the cku- 
prassi might have escaped during the night. 
With the major at his heels, Dunboyne fled 
to the chicken-yard beyond which was the 
go-down.

His white hands took on such a palsied 
shaking when he tried to open the padlock 
that Surgeon-Major Kesh himself had to 
insert the key. Both men rushed in and 
stood staring into the dim room. The mo­
ment’s silence was broken by a bandicoot 
scurrying into a rathole in one corner. Fol­
lowing this was a low moan.

A little trough of water, four inches in 
depth, serving as a barrier, surrounded a 
central platform on which the stores were 
kept. On this platform lay the chuprassi. 
Apparently he had just awakened from a 
deep sleep and he was rubbing the nape of 
his neck where on the previous night Dun­
boyne had grabbed him.

“ I guess this man knows little of what 
has transpired,” tire major said. “ Wake 
up. chuprassi! Koi hai! A light for my 
cheroot! ”

The chuprassi stared vacantly. Again his 
hand went to his neck, and his features con­
torted with a puzzled expression of pain.

“ He’s not our man, the devil take him!” 
Dunboyne cried disgustedly.
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“ What’s the matter with you, cfiupras- 
si?” the major asked.

“ A scorpion stung me in the night. Mis­
erable wretch that I am !” His expression 
changed suddenly. “ Is the miss-sahib 
safe?”

Dunboyne turned upon his heel-—satis­
fied that this man could tell him nothing. 
The major followed.

One other person remained, who from 
Dunboyne’s point of view was not without 
suspicion. The publican had not yet put in 
his appearance.

“ You can’t trust these Eurasians,” Dun­
boyne said as he led the way into the bunga­
low and to the caretaker’s quarters in the 
rear. “ This publican with his smug chichi- 
bdt is a cut-throat if ever there was one. 
Everything he said and did last night 
makes me believe he had something to do 
with this abduction. God, man!” he cried, 
turning suddenly to the major. “ Perhaps 
it was he who has fled with the girl.”

“ It must have been he,” the major said. 
“ You and I and the two native servants 
were the only other men on the compound 
last night—that is, the only men we saw. 
The publican is the onlv one not accounted 
for.”

A remote wing of the rambling old dak- 
bungalow, a part which judging from its 
cracked walls and warped rafters had been 
built prior to the main structure, served as 
the publican’s quarters. The wing was 
thrust partially into a dense growth of 
tamarinds which seemed so close to the 
jungle-rim as to be a part of it. In the 
bedroom the odor of dampness and decay 
was thickened by stale bhang smoke, and 
ghoor-scented tobacco—apparently much 
used by the Eurasian publican. This was 
the first impression that greeted the two 
Britishers upon entering. They could see 
nothing, for the place—although it was now 
broad daylight—was pitch dark because of 
the window shutters, the tatti curtains of 
the back veranda, and the overhanging trees 
outside.

The major lit a match, its first flare re­
vealing the publican lying on his bed. To 
all appearances he was in a deep and sound­
less sleep. A butter lamp on a damask cov­
ered box was lighted, giving out a dim

smelly flame. The publican’s face as seen 
by this light was the color of coal ashes.

The successive discovery of the spell that 
had been cast over one after the other of 
the inmates of the dak-bungalow had un­
nerved Dunboyne. The mystery of it now 
horrified him. Whose hand had been laid 
upon them was now beyond conjecture. 
What unknown presence had come out of 
the jungle and attacked that household? 
Whatever it was, not one of the six people 
who had been in the dak-bungalow that 
night—the two Britishers, the two natives, 
the half-breed caretaker and the girl—had 
escaped the touch of that hand. When 
Surgeon-Major Kesh after examining the 
publican made his announcement, Dun­
boyne’s knees weakened and he groped for 
the wall to support himself.

“ He’s dead,” said Kesh. “ Not drugged. 
Dead a good many hours. A doctor who 
knew nothing of this Indian climate would 
say this man had been dead several days.”

“ The jungle is the place to look for the 
girl,” the major said, “ and, of course, the 
rajahdom which lies beyond—I mean Jam- 
gad. Colonel Marquart will give us troops. 
I  can vouch for that. But if you want to 
know my opinion straight-from-the-shoul- 
der, I will give it: The girl is lost!”

“ Lost!” Dunboyne cried. “ With Gov­
ernment and the whole Indian Army behind 
us! God, man, we’ll wipe Jamgad off the 
map. Every Britisher that hears of this 
will be in arms. I ’ll start a rfiassacre, 
damned if I won’t! I ’ll mash ’em by the 
hundreds like ants under my foot!”

The major shook his head. “ You don’t 
know India, Dunboyne. The girl has been 
ensnared—not by the inhabitants of Jam- 
gad—that’s simple enough.”

“ By whom then?” Dunboyne cried with 
such ferocity that the major shrank away 
from him.

“ Perhaps we shall never know,” the 
other rejoined. “ This I am certain of: we 
wall never find the men who actually perpe­
trated this deed. To me it seems as if 
something intangible took her - ”

“ Are you a heathen, major?” Dunboyne 
sneered. His fists doubled so that the 
knuckles whitened.
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“ Perhaps. Diane Herries has been tak­
en away not merely by these puny weakling 
Hindus. We’ve got to realize thatl I t’s 
something infinitely more terrible we've got 
to light!”

“ Nothing can be too terrible— ”
The major’s eyes narrowed and he an­

nounced with a cool incisiveness: ” The
power against us is something you, Dun- 
boyne, have never faced. I t ’s the jungle!”

Dunboyne did not answer. He turned 
groping for the door that led to the main 
part of the bungalow. As he reached the 
threshold he stopped, and the major came 
behind him thinking he was about to fall.

At Dunboyne’s feet was a Being clothed 
in rags, and salaaming in abject worship. 
It was the chuprassi, and as his head 
touched the floor, the two white men could 
see the nape of his neck, where as he had 
affirmed he had been stung by a scorpion. 
A yellowish swelling was there like a bubble 
on coffee.

* Get out of my way, damn you!” Dun­
boyne cried.

The chuprassi looked up. Apparently he 
had recovered from his coma; his eyes, as 
he peered at the white men, were free from 
their glassy stare. They glittered—almost 
twinkled, as they had the night before. He 
lifted his hands palms upward toward Dun­
boyne and Kesh, then pointed to himself. 
I t was a humble but pregnant three words 
that he offered: " May I suggest?”

CHAPTER IV.

A TE ST OF N ERV E.

" 1  AM an outcaste chuprassi. I am a 
wretched filthy being, prostrate in the 
presence of two sons of the Sun!”

“ Now cut out that balmy and tell us 
what you’re here for,” Dunboyne snapped 
as the chuprassi crawled into the room and 
salaamed again.

‘‘ It is to you, Heaven-born, that I bring 
my message,” the servant said lifting his 
face to Dunboyne. a You, who are the 
bridegroom of the Lovely One who is lost! 
You who so honored me last night with the 
touch of your boot—who blessed me with 
your sacred toe—who—”

“ For God’s sake say what you have to 
say!” Dunboyne cried desperately.

I have come to you as a devotee comes 
to a saint. I offer myself to you—this poor 
foul body the very shadow of which is de­
filement to Brahmins as well as to you who 
are of the Twice-born! I offer my humble 
and wretched wisdom to help you find the 
Lovely One who is promised as your mate.”

You know where she is?”
” Oh, Cherisher of the Needy—yes! ”
■' My God, where—tell us! I ’ll reward 

you with a thousand pounds! Tell us!” 
Dunboyne took the man by his dirty chu­
prassi coat and yanked him to his feet. The 
fellow was lithe, slender, with a body that 
seemed youthful. Dunboyne was heavy, 
tense, as clumsy as an enraged bull.

” Yes, I will tell you. I will, sahib! She 
has been taken—Immaculate One that she 
is—to the jungle of Jamgad! She will be 
given to the Gods, as the holy wife who 
commits suttee is given, so that for many 
generations her family will be blessed.”

The last words of this speech were uttered 
from the corner of the room where the chu­
prassi had been hurled bodily by the dis­
gusted Dunboyne. “ Damn you for your 
impudence,” the latter barked out. ” We 
know that already!”

The major joined in a disgusted string of 
oaths.

u But can you find her? Oh, blessed 
sahib? Is your wisdom sufficient for this- -  
to find her? You who are. British know 
nothing about Jamgad—dung heap among 
cities! I am Hindu—I know every palace, 
every ghat, temple, masjid and holy tank 
within its filthy walls. I speak many lan­
guages—Pushto of the Mohammedans, Pan­
jabi of the Sikhs as well as Hindustani! I 
know the jungle— ’’

Dunboyne held up his hand. He had 
been staring fixedly into the eyes of the 
ragged servant, as had the major. A light 
came into the eyes of both the white men.

•* You say you know the jungle?” Dun­
boyne asked.

“ I know it, sahib, as the minah knows 
its nest, the spider its web, and the crocodile
its fen! ”

Rut do you know the way to Jamgad— 
a secret way—”
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“ Honored and blessed sahibs, I follow 
the trails of the sambar and elephant. I 
avoid the haunts of pamboo and jheels and 
swamps through which you who are holy 
cannot pass without contamination of fever 
or viper or poison water—’’

“ We are going to send an expedition 
through the juqgle to Jamgad,” Dunboyne 
said. " We will employ you as a guide. 
What is your price?”

“ It is not granted me in this life to be so 
honored.”

“ Your price.”
“ I cannot take soldiers—Sikhs or Pun­

jabis, Britishers or Ghurkas into Jamgad.”
“ You can if I break a few of your bones 

perhaps.”
“ Blessed sahib,” the chuprassi said in a 

wheedling tone, “ if it is known that the 
British are coming into Jamgad the Rao 
will order the girl’s death. She will be 
spirited away so that no man shall ever 
know what became of her. If two men— 
myself and one other—go into Jamgad dis­
guised as hawkahs with merchandise to sell, 
then the two men who go to Jamgad may 
see her—and if it is so written in the stars— 
they will save her.”

“ His advice has some good points,” the 
major commented. “ If the Rao of Jam­
gad thinks the British know nothing of what 
has happened to the girl—then we have the 
upper hand.”

"W hat man will you take with you?” 
Dunboyne asked.

“ A white man.”
The very thought of going into the jungle 

—accompanied only bv this miserable 
fawning beggar—made Dunboyne pale. 
He had steered wide of it the day before 
when coming to meet his fiancee. Now 
some hideous ironical fate had decreed that 
he go into the heart of it—and into its pes­
tiferous jheels—alone and on a hopeless 
quest. The chances of de*th were a hun­
dred to one.

A moment’s pause and the kneeling chu­
prassi lifted his finger, pointing at Dun­
boyne. Dunboyne’s heart thumped like a 
frightened bird’s.

“ You are the promised bridegroom of the 
Lovely One!” the chuprassi said. “ Follow 
after love. Many monsoons cannot drown

love; neither can the jungles smother 
it! ”

“ Let me give you my opinions of the 
case,” the major urged. “ This man—who­
ever he is—lowcaste beggar and all—has 
some intelligence- -more than many a Babu 
I ’ve heard rattling off his flowery English. 
The big point is this; the girl must be saved 
—and in time. It will take a disastrously 
long while to send a battalion across to Jam­
gad. No railways, no roads. Big tracts of 
elephant grass and swamps; fever; no 
water, provisions or any knowledge of the 
country. And, as this beggar has explained, 
the Rao would be scared out of his wits and 
to protect himself he would kill the girl.”

" But if I ’m to go in there alone— ” Dun­
boyne cried desperately.

‘‘ You will not be alone,” the chuprassi 
corrected. “ There will be three of us:, 
you, myself, and Brahma who is the Crea­
tor! Brahma is greater than Siva the De­
stroyer. Lie will help us save this damsel 
from destruction. You yourself are greater 
than the Rao, for at the proper time you 
can declare the glory of England! You 
will say that you have the armies of Britain 
behind you which are more powerful than 
the Rao’s gods!”

“ I agree to this plan,” the major said. 
‘‘ I will'get a battalion at the cantonment 
equipped, and in three days it will be sent 
into Jamgad. Meanwhile this beggar has 
solved the problem. It needs only your 
consent. If you have the nerve to go into 
the jungle secretly—without the knowledge 
of Government—without the support of sol­
diers—then I think there is hope.”

“ Hope?” Dunboyne repeated tonelessly. 
” What hope is there if I go into those 
black swamps with this man whom we sus­
pect might even be a thag and a devil-wor­
shipper himself?”

‘‘ I don’t want to persuade you to go 
blindly to your death,” the major said. “ I 
must say no man ever faced a more fearful 
quandary than you. In justice to you I will 
tell you what I think your problem is: this 
man may be sent from Jamgad to actually 
entice you to your destruction. You must 
take that chance. In order to save your 
fiancee you must actually follow this horri­
ble creature into the jungle. And you must



494 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

do it knowing that he may be leading you 
into a trap, and yet knowing that you are 
playing the one and only desperate move 
that may save your fiancee! ”

“ Love is greater than the jungle!” the 
chuprassi purred softly. “ Meet me to-night 
in the recess of the dry well behind the dak- 
bungalow. I will have two horses saddled 
and ready!”

Dunboyne stared through the iron bars 
of the window. Beyond the minarets of 
the city he could see the simmering hills and 
the dense vapor of the khudds and ravines. 
The jungle reached toward him, its rough 
black hand spread out like a hand that hov­
ers over a fly ready to strike.

“ At what time shall I meet you?” Dun­
boyne asked.

“ When it is pitch dark in the tope. No 
man will know that we have departed on 
this journey.”

" I will be there,” Dunboyne said.
The chuprassi touched his forehead to the 

cement floor again and remained there until 
the major remarked. “ /~ it up and get out.”

Dunboyne was not disposed to have the 
man gone so abruptly. “ Wait,” he said, 
“ I want to ask you something: just who the 
devil are you anyway?”

“ A very miserable wretch, Heaven-born. 
A son of two pigs who is offering his life 
to a heavenly cause.”

“ And why?” Dunboyne prodded. “ Why 
are you doing this? You were drugged last 
night and I caught you watching at the 
threshold of the girl while she slept. Why 
is it you’re bent on throwing your life 
away- - ”

“ A miserable life, sahib.” the man said.
“ A pig’s life is not miserable to itself. 

What’s the reason?”
“ A very reprehensible reason, sahib,” the 

man rejoined. “ I am a despicable thing. 
In a word, I am doing this for gain—per­
sonal gain, filthy gain. My grimy palm 
itches as if it were covered with dhobie.
1 am lower and more despicable than the 
shrewdest Khatri—a miserable caste! I 
am baser than a money-lender for I am 
setting upon this quest to save a woman’s 
soul for my own personal filthy gain: 
money. I must be paid in rupees for 
saving a woman’s soul. What mortal can

be more foul than this incarnation which 
is myself! When I was a pig surely 
I was greater than I am now—and when 
my soul goes into the soul of a jackal- 
dog surely I will have cause for pride! 
Money! ”

“ I will pay you any amount you ask,” 
Dunboyne snorted.

“ Three rupees a day, sahib. I am a 
wretched dog.”

“ Gladly. For every day you’re in my 
service—three rupees.”

“ Make it five, sahib. I am a heap of 
offal.”

“ Certainly! Five rupees. Agreed!” 
Dunboyne said, breathing a sigh of enor­
mous relief upon finding the key to this 
puzzle.

“ Make it ten, sahib. My soul is the 
soul of a sow! ”

“ Ten, then. And shut up!” Dunboyne 
shouted, bracing himself, preparatory to let­
ting fly a good kick.

The chuprassi salaamed. “ Twice-born, 
I kiss your foot,” he purred reverently.

CHAPTER V.

IN T O  T H E  JU N G L E .

DARKNESS came over the compound 
of the dak-bungalow at eight o’clock 
that night. Surgeon-Major Kesh 

bade good-by to Dunboyne at sundown and 
left for Ganj. Dunboyne waited an hour 
in the dak-bungalow and at eight slipped 
out into the mango tope and found the v;ell 
where he had agreed to meet his guide.

He had scarcely reached the low mortar 
wall which surrounded the dry well before 
a turbaned head popped out from the black 
abyss.

“ I am here, O presence,” the chuprassi 
said. “ Even as Karma has ordained. I 
come as a forerunner of the pale moon into 
your presence, O descendant of the glorious
Sun! ”

!i Well, climb out of that hole, get your 
horses and shut up,” was Dunboyne’s an­
swer.

“ First, -there is a little point to settle.” 
the chuprassi said. “ The jungle whither 
our way leads is a fearful place.
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“ I know that. A guide is not hired to 
terrify his employer. So come along'”

“ In passing through the first banyan 
tree on the jungle-rim,” the guide went on 
insistently, “ we are passing, as it were, 
through the gate which separates this world 
from hell. Fever-mists cling to the swamps, 
the paths are tangled over with bamboos, 
cobras and the deadly karait snake; the 
hills are clothed with elephant grass so 
thick and impassable that a man caught 
within is like a fly caught in a web. Tigers 
roam the nullahs waiting for human flesh. 
In a word, O Presence, I am laying down 
my life—and why? To save a woman? 
Ha! To a Hindu woman is an abomina­
tion forever! A girl-child is a punishment 
for his sins, and a wife is a millstone tied 
about his neck! No, I am not doing this 
for a woman—”

“ You are doing it for money!” Dun- 
boyne sneered. “ I ’m going to pay you for 
every expense. Whefe are the mounts?"

“ Ah! The Heaven-born sees into my 
soul. Yes, it is money—chekeens. I have 
been in the Heaven-born’s service one day, 
and I desire my compensation-—the prom­
ised ten rupees.”

In the deep gloom of the tope Dunboyne 
could see the man salaam reverently and 
hold out his hand, clicking his thumb and 
finger.

Dunboyne paid him readily, and the 
servant disappeared into the darkness jing­
ling the ten silver rupees in time to his step. 
A moment later the patter of horses’ hoofs 
announced his return.

Dark as it was in the recess of those 
tamarind trees Dunboyne’s first view of the 
mounts surprised him. He had expected 
to see two ratty little plantation ponies— 
such as the Britishers used in climbing to 
the hill stations in the hot season. Instead 
the c.huprassi led forth a magnificent road 
stallion. Its long, finely arched neck. Dun- 
boyne knew, betokened speed, and its long 
straight back gave signs of a good jumper.

“ It is a high caste horse,” the chuprassi 
said. “ It has won prizes at many gymk­
hanas in this Presidency. And as a jump­
er it will serve you in good stead on the 
journey that lies before us.”

The other horse, Dunboyne observed, was

a different specimen entirely: a large footed, 
goose-rumped tat-pony with shaggy mule­
like ears and a vicious Roman nose, was to 
be the chuprassi's own mount. “ A simple 
humor of my own, O Presence,” he ex­
plained, “ to take a horse which no man 
else will have. I am not worthy to ride on 
a prince's horse—beggar that 1 am. So I 
have chosen this miserable beast of burden 
—a half-breed like myself. 1 will follow 
your high caste horse as the sowars that es­
cort the carriage of a rajah! ”

“ Very- well then, let’s mount and be 
gone,’’ Dunboyne said.

The chuprassi leapt to his pony, belabor­
ing it with his camelskin slippers. As the 
pony plunged up the steep path he called; 
“ Follow me, O Twice-born, into the heart 
of the jungle! ”

Dunboyne swung into his saddle and sped 
after the dark galloping figure. For a while 
there was little more than the sound of the 
hoofs to guide him, a pace so swift and diffi­
cult that the big racer on which he was 
mounted began to pant and lather. Then, 
just as they neared the outskirts of the jun­
gle, the scene flooded suddenly with light.

Dunboyne overtook the tat-pony on the 
crest of the first foothill of the jungle range. 
From this point he looked into a yawning 
khudd the size of a small gulch. Beyond 
w-as the long upward rise of the mountain, 
black with teak and toddy palms, bamboo 
and banyan. Still further a dark blue heav­
ily timbered range formed the second step 
of the ascent. Through the moonlit mist 
he could see another step of a lighter blue 
broken by remote and stupendous crags 
that jutted out sharp and jet black.

Just before they rode down into the 
khudd Dunboyne’s guide pointed down to 
a large banyan which like a grove of trees 
choked the mouth of the gorge.

“ That banyan tree is the Gate,” he an­
nounced. “ When a man passes through it 
from this world into the jungle it may be 
said that he is born again.”

Dunboyne was thinking of his own soul. 
An uncanny feeling came over him when he 
recalled that Britishers stayed out of that 
jungle and did their hunting elsewhere. He 
felt that he was giving his soul up and be­
coming a native. He was giving his body
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u p  to tiie  w ild ern ess  to  do w ith  it w h a te v e r  
it  listed .

B u t  w h en  th e  < hit pros si sa id  th a t a  m an  
g o in g  th ro u gh  th a t  b a n y a n  w o u ld  b e  b o m  

a ga in , h e  w a s  a p p a re n tly  re fe rr in g  to  h im ­
self.

“  F ro m  th e  tim e th a t  w e  e n te r ,”  h e  w en t 

on, “  u n til b y  th e  g ra c e  o f  V is h n u  th e  P r e ­

serve r w e  reach  th e  o th e r  s id e  o f  th e  fo re st 
I a m  no lo n ger y o u r  chuprassi. T h is  

ju n g le  ch a n g e s  e v e r y  m an . S om e m en  a re  

re in ca rn a ted  in to  ja c k a ls , th e  so u ls  o f  o th ers  
tra n sm ig ra te  in to  f ly in g  fo xes. I f  a  h u ge  

fo x  com es a t  n ig h t a n d  sp re a d s  its  b a t-  
w in g s o v e r  y o u , y o u  m a y  c o n ce iv e  th e  id ea  

it is p erh a p s  a  g o a th e r d ’s w ife  w h o p e r­
ch a n ce  w a s  lost in th is  ju n g le . N o w  I  m y ­
s e lf  w ill ch a n g e — I  w ill c h a n g e  fro m  a  l i c k ­

sp itt le  b o d y -s e r v a n t  to  a shikari— th a t is to  

s a y  a  p ath fin d er. N o  lo n ger w ill th e  

H e av en -b o rn  a p p ly  h is  b lessed  foot to m y  
reb o rn  h ide. I am  a  n ew  m an — a  m an  th a t 

m u st n o t b e  to u ch ed . A b u s e  m e w ith  y o u r  
to n g u e— y e s , fo r  in th e  w o rld  o u ts id e  o r  in 

th is  ju n g le , in  h e a v e n  o r  h ell, y o u  a re  s till 
n u m b ered  a m o n g  the  T w ic e -b o rn , w h erea s 

I a m  a t  soul m e re ly  a  louse. B u t  to u ch  m e 
n o t. I n  th e  k in g d o m  b e y o n d  th a t b a n y a n  

I  a m  k in g . L o w ly  p a r ia h  th a t I  am , I  am  
g re a te r  th a n  y o u  in th e  ju n g le — fo r th ere  

y o u  sh all be  b lin d , a n d  it  is  g ra n te d  to  m y  
h u m b le  b le a ry  e y e s  to  see  a  fe w  d im  ju n g le  

tru th s. In  th e  k in g d o m  o f  the  b lin d , so th e  
s a y in g  go es, th e  o n e -e ye d  m an  is k in g .”

W h e n  D u n b o y n e  -passed th a t  b a n y a n  

a n d  en tered  th e  ju n g le  b e  fe lt  th a t  he w a s  
su d d e n ly  e n g u lfe d  in  a  v a s t  p e rfu m e d  tem ­

p le . A rc h e s  o f  b a m b o o , b o m b a x  a n d  p oon , 

led  to  p itc h  d a rk  n a v e s  o n  e v e ry  side, 
T a m a r in d  b o w s  w h ip p e d  h im  on  th e  ch est 

a s  h e  g a llo p e d  p a s t;  w eb s  c lu n g  g e n tly  to  

h is  ch e ek s; frig h ten ed  o w ls  w in g ed  dow n  
th e  lim itless  a isles, a n d  in d ista n t v is ta s, 
w h ere  th e  m o o n lig h t filte re d  a s  if  th e y  w ere  

b e am s fro m  a  sta in ed  ro sace, jo c k s  o f b a ts  

z ig za g g e d  a n d  flu tte re d  a cro ss  th e  g lo w  a n d  

m e lte d  in to  th e  d a rk .
D u n b o y n e  k n e w  th a t  in to  th o se  ju n g le s  

m en  h a d  en tered  s tro n g  a n d  co m e o u t b r o k ­
en. A lth o u g h  a  te rrific  sen se o f  doom  c lu n g  

a b o u t h im  lik e  a  su ffo c a tin g  c lo u d , h e  

p ressed  h is  h o rse  on. I f  h e  h a d  k n o w n

so m eth in g  o f  the  a c tu a l doom  to  w h ich  the  
shikari w a s  le a d in g  h im  h e  m ig h t h a v e  given  

u p  h is  sea rch  fo r D ia n e  H erries.

B u t  h is  o n ly  p resen t fo re b o d in g  w as an 
in ta n g ib le  d rea d  th a t  there w as  so m eth in g  

in  store  fo r  h im  fa r  w orse  th a n  b o d ily  to r­
tu re.

T h e  shikari k ic k e d  h is  u g ly  little  ta t-p o n y  

in to  a  fa st s ilen t g a llo p  o ve r th e  a isles o f 
d h o o b  g ra ss  a n d  m oss. D u n b o y n e  fo llo w ed  
su b m issive  a n d  h e lp le ss  th ro u g h  h is  fea r.

C H A P T E R  V I .

T H E  D W A R F  T H A G .

I N  th e  h e a rt  o f th e  P a n g a l ju n g le  seven 

sep ia  co lo red  m en a n d  th e ir c a p tiv e  e n ­
ca m p ed  fo r th e  n igh t. T o  th e  sacred  

'■  ju n g le  p eop le  ”  w h o  g ib b e re d  and 

s q u e a k e d  a n d  sw u n g  fro m  th e  v in e s  o v e r ­
h ead , th e  g ro u p  o f  h u m an  b e in g s  w a s  n ew  

a n d  p e cu lia r . S ix  w ere  co o lies , n a k e d  b u t 
fo r  b ro w n  tu rb a n s  a n d  lo in  c lo th s . T h e ir  

c a p tiv e  w a s  ly in g  in a  dhooly-dak, a  sm a ll 
lig h t p a la n q u in  w h ic h  co n sisted  o f  little  

m ore  th a n  a  b o x  a n d  a  lo n g  b a m b o o  p o le . 
T h e  la st m em b er o f  th e  p a r ty  w a s  a  d w a rf 

w h o m  th e  h o ly  ju n g le - fo lk  co u ld  v e r y  e a s ily  
h a v e  c la im ed  a s  on e o f  th e ir  ow n  k ith  an d  
k in .

W h e n  D ia n e  H e rr ies  a w o k e  a n d  foun d 
h e rse lf ly in g  in th e  co ffin -lik e  p a la n q u in  she 
saw  th is  lit t le  d w a rf. A n d  th e  s ig h t o f h im  
b ro u g h t b a c k  in  a  v iv id  flash  th e  rem em ­

b ra n c e  o f  th a t  d re a d fu l n ig h t in th e  d a k - 
b u n g a lo w . H o w  lo n g  a go  th a t n ig h t w as 
sh e  did  n o t k n o w . H e r  sen satio n s a t  first 

w ere  c o n fu se d — sen suous, a n d  n o t d isag re e ­

a b le .
O n  o n e  side o f  the  p a la n q u in , th ro u g h  a 

b o w e r o f  en o rm ou s fern  tre es  she c a u g h t 
s ig h t o f  a  fire  w h ic h  sen t u p  a  h e a v y  p illa r  

o f sm o k e , a p p a re n tly  b e ca u se  o f th e  green  
fu el. O n  the  o th e r  w a s  a n  im p ro v ise d  c u r ­

ta in  o f g ra ss  u p o n  w h ic h  o n e  o f  th e  coolies 
w as  th ro w in g  w a te r . A  b re eze  th ro u g h  th is 

cu rta in  crea te d  a  d e lic io u s ly  cool d ra u g h t. 
D ia n e  co u ld  n ot rem em b er h a v in g  been  so 

cool s in ce  first s e ttin g  fo o t u p o n  In d ia n  soil 

— a ges  b e fo re , it seem ed to her.

I f  sh e  th ru st  h e r h e a d  o u t o f  h er little  

ca n o p ied  b o x , she co u ld  see a  dim  a n d  ex-

1 A
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q u is lte  v is ta  o f  ju n g le . P a lm s  a n d  ferns, 
e n ta n g le d  w ith  b r il l ia n t ly  co lo re d  v in e s  lik e  

s tre am e rs a t  a  fe te , sw e p t d o w n w ard  in a  

p a le  red  m ist to w a rd  th e  m u d  ch a n n e ls  o f a  
riv er. R e d  b e a m s o f  a  lo w  su n  slan ted  to ­

w a rd  c ra g s  a n d  d o w n  to  th e  c a k e d  m u d . 

I t  w a s  su n rise  o r  su n set, D ia n e  d id  n ot ca re  
w h ich . S h e  p u z z le d  no m o re  a b o u t  h er 

p re se n t s ta te  fo r  h e r e y e s  su d d e n ly  m e t the 

e y e s  o f  th e  d w a r f w h o  w a s  lo o k in g  a t  h er 
fro m  u n d e r to u s le d  w h ite  b ro w s.

H e  w a s  o n e  o f  th e  c h a ra c te rs  fro m  h er 
lo n g  n ig h tm a re , w'ho h a d  assu m ed  th e  flesh  

an d  b lo o d  o f  re a lity . A  v ic io u s  lit t le  a n i­

m al h e  w as, s q u a tte d  on  h is  h a u n ch e s  
s c a rc e ly  sev en  fe e t  a w a y  fro m  h e r, w h erea s 

h is  tru e  h a b ita t  w o u ld  seem  to  h a v e  b een  
a m o n g  th e  fla m e -co lo re d  v in e s  o verh ea d . 

H is  k n ee s  w e re  p u lle d  u p  a g a in s t  a  p igeon - 

c h e st b y  lo n g  h a ir y  a rm s. T h e y  w e re  p u n y  
k n e e s  s c a rc e ly  b ig g e r  th a n  a  c h ild ’s. B u t  

th e  c ro o k e d  sh o u ld ers, th e  b ice p s , th e  fists, 
w ere  a b n o rm a l, p o w e rfu l, a lm o st g o r illa ­

lik e . H e  k e p t  s w in g in g  th e  le f t  a rm  a b o u t  
h im  d e sc rib in g  a  b ig  sem i-c irc le  w ith  h is 

k n u c k le s  in th e  d ir t. E x c e p t  fo r  th is  lo n g  
re stle ss  a rm  h e  w a s  im m o v a b le . I t  seem ed  

to  D ia n e  th a t  th e  m a n ’s  b ra in  w a s  in th a t  
a rm — th a t  it w a s  lik e  a  te n ta c le  o r  fee ler.

T h e n  sh e  re m e m b ered  w h a t  h a d  h a p ­

p en ed .
S h e rem em b ered  th a t  n ig h t in  th e  d a k - 

b u n g a lo w  w h en  she h a d  ta lk e d  d ro w sily  
w ith  S u rg e o n -M a jo r  K e sh . S h e  h a d  n o t 

fo u g h t  a g a in s t  th e  c o m p e llin g  fa tig u e  o f  her 
lo n g  jo u rn e y , b u t  she h a d  to ld  th e  m a jo r  
th a t  I a n  D u n b o y n e  w a s  co m in g  fo r  h er, a n d  

w o u ld  a rr iv e  a t  a n y  m o m en t. W h a t  th e y  

h a d  la s t  ta lk e d  a b o u t  sh e  co u ld  n o t re ca ll, 
b u t  s h e  k n e w  d e fin ite ly  n o w  th a t  sh e  h a d  

fa lle n  a sle ep . A ll  d u r in g  th a t  first restless 

sleep  th e re  h a d  b e en  a  co n sis te n t d ru m m in g  
in  h e r ears: firs t h e r  p u lse  b e a tin g  a g a in st  

h e r  h o t p illo w , th e n  th e  d is ta n t to m to m s in  
G a n j, th e n  th e  m o re  ra p id  b e a tin g  o f  a  

h o rse ’s  h o o fs . T h is  la s t  h a d  p a r t ia lly  a w a k ­
ened  h er— a t le a s t  su ffic ie n tly  so th a t  sh e  
re a lized  th a t  sh e  w a s  s tru g g lin g  a g a in st  a  

h o rrib le  n ig h tm a re .
T h a t  n ig h tm a re  w a s  som e in d e s c r ib a b ly  

h o rrib le  p resen ce  th a t  h a d  sw u n g  in to  h er 

room  from  th e  b o u g h s  o f  th e  ta m a rin d s  o u t­
side. Now- a s  she re ca lle d  h e r  d ream s she 
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k n e w  th a t  th a t  p re se n ce  in  h er ro o m  w a s  n ot 
a  fig m e n t o f  h e r  o w n  b ra in — b u t  th e  re a lity . 

I t  w a s  a  sm a ll h u n ch e d  figu re  h a n g in g  b y  
o n e  lo n g  p re h en sile  lim b  fro m  th e  ra fte r s  

o f  th e  c e ilin g . H o w  sh e h a d  g o tten  in th a t 
lit t le  room  she d id  n o t k n o w , b u t  she w as  

th ere— a n d  th a t  T h in g  w a s  th ere , h a n g in g  

fro m  th e  b la c k  ra fte r s  lik e  a  b a t.
M o o n lig h t w a s  stre am in g  in ; th e  p u n k a h  

w a s  fla p p in g . D ia n e  op en ed  h e r m o u th  to 
scream , b u t  fe a r  to o k  h er b re a th . T h e  sam e 

fe a r  stu p efied  h e r so th a t  sh e  la y  in  h e r b e d  
s ta r in g  f ix e d ly  a t  th a t h u g e  b a t. S h e  k n e w  

th a t th e  H in d u s  feared  a  sp ir it o f  evil w h o m  
th e y  c a lle d  M a ra . W a s  th is  th e  g o d ?  

S h e  k n e w  a lso  th a t  n ig h tm a re s  w ere  b e in gs 
lik e  th is  su p p o sed  to  s it  u p o n  a  s lee p e r’s 

ch est. S h e  th o u g h t th e n  th a t  sh e  w a s  

a sle ep  a n d  d rea m in g  a n d  th a t i f  she co u ld  
a w a k e  th is  T h in g  w o u ld  d isa p p ea r. S h e 

fo u g h t  to  a w a k e , a n d  a s  sh e  fo u g h t she saw  
th e  M a r a  h o ld  a  sm o k in g  lig h t in the  p a lm  

o f  h is  h a n d , a n d  sw in g  it  b e fo re  th e  fla p p in g  
p u n k a h  as a  m o n k  w ill  sw in g  a  cen ser. T h e  

fu m es ca m e  to  h er, su ffo c a tin g  w ith  a  th ic k  

d e lig h tfu l fra g ra n ce . A fte r  a  w h ile  a  d iz z i­
n ess tra n sp o rte d  h er. She fo u g h t no lo n g er 

to  a w a k e n  h e rse lf. M o m e n ts  w en t b y  and 
th e  M a r a ’s lo n g  arm  sw u n g  lik e  a  p e n d u ­

lu m , a lm o st h y p n o tiz in g  h e r  w ith  its  re g u ­

la r ity . S h e  c lo sed  h er e y e s  a n d  still s a w  it  

b la c k  a n d  lo n g , rh y th m ic a l. T h e n  o b liv io n .
M a n y  e v e n ts  h a d  tra n sp ire d  in th a t  d a k - 

b u n g a lo w  b e fo re  th e  d w a r f  th a g  h a d  lu lled  
D ia n e  H e rr ie s  b a c k  to  sleep  w ith  h is  sm o k e  
d ru g s.

D u r in g  th e  e a r lie r p a r t  o f  th e  e v e n in g  h e  
h id  in o n e  o f  th e  d r y  w ells . W h e n  th e  

sh a d o w  o f  o n e  o f  th e  o v e rh a n g in g  p a lm y - 

ra h s  p ro te c te d  th e  w ell-rim  fro m  th e  lig h t 
o f  th e  m o o n  th e  th a g  clim b e d  o u t a n d  

w a tc h e d  a s  m u ch  o f  th e  p ro ce ed in g s  o n  th e  

v e ra n d a  o f  th e  d a k -b u n g a lo w  a s  h e  co u ld  
see  fro m  h is  h id in g  p la c e . H e  o b serve d  

th a t s h o r t ly  a fte r  th e  w h ite  m a n , S u rgeon - 

M a jo r  K e s h , h a d  fin ish ed  h is  d in n er, a  
ra g g e d  lo o k in g  n a tiv e  d ressed  in  w h ite  tu r­

b a n  a n d  soiled  chuprassi’s co stu m e, ca m e 

u p  from  th e  G a n j ro a d . T h e  d w a r f  fo l­

lo w ed  th is  m an  in to  th e  b u n g a lo w , a v o id in g  
th e  b a re  m o o n lit  sp a ce  o f  th e  c h ic k e n  y a r d  

b y  sw in g in g  fro m  b ra n c h  to  b ra n ch  in th e  
ta m a rin d s.
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M o s t o f  the  b u n g a lo w  ro o m s h e  h a d  to  

h im se lf. H e  p ro ce ed e d  to  the  m a jo r ’s 
ro o m — the o n e  n e x t to  th e  d in in g  ro o m  b y  

cra w lin g  on  h is  b e lly  close  to  the  d a rk -w a ll. 
T h is  m eth o d  o f  lo co m o tio n  he p re fe rre d  to 

sw in g in g  a m o n g  the  ra fte rs — a  m u ch  noisier 

p ro ce ss  b e ca u se  o f  the  b a ts  h e  w o u ld  sca re  

o u t  fro m  th e  e aves. H is  first d u ty  in  the 

m a jo r ’s room  w a s  to  e x tra c t  a  w h is k y  b o t­
t le  from  th e  sa tch e l, e m p ty  it o f  h a lf  its  

c o n te n ts  a n d  p o u r in to  it a  v ia l fu ll o f  

o p iu m -p o p p y  ju ic e . W h e n  th e  m a jo r  a n d  
th e  c a re ta k e r  o f  th e  b u n g a lo w  w en t o u t to  

th e  v e ra n d a  to  re c e iv e  D u n b o y n e , th e  th a g  
s lip p e d  in to  th e  d in in g  ro o m  a n d  e x ch a n g e d  

th e  p o iso n ed  b o ttle  fo r  th e  h a lf  e m p ty  on e 

o n  th e  ta b le . T h e  m a jo r  w a s  th e  first to  

su ccu m b  to  its  e ffects . D u n b o y n e  fo u g h t 
o ff tlie  d ru g  u n til h e  w e n t to  th e  ro o f  to  fin d  

h is  fian cee, a w a k e n  th e  p u n k a h -b o y , a n d  
k ic k  th e  chuprassi d ow n  th e  sta irs . D u n -  

b o y n e ’s la st  sw ig  o f  w h is k y , w h ich  h e  to o k  
u p o n  re tu rn in g  to  th e  d in in g  room  a fte r  

lo c k in g  the  chuprassi in  th e  g o -d o w n , o v e r­

p o w e re d  h im . H e  fell a sle ep  in o n e  o f  th e  
gra ssh o p p er c h a irs  on  th e  v e ra n d a .

T h e  th a g  h a v in g  sh a d o w e d  the  chuprassi 
m o st o f  th e  e v e n in g  w a s  p u z z le d  b y  h is  a c ­

tio n s. A ll chuprassis a re  in q u is it iv e  b u t 

th is  o n e  w a s  m o re  in q u is itiv e  th a n  a  h u n g ry  

a n d  u b iq u ito u s  c a t. H e  m u st be  w a tc h e d . 
T h e  th a g  w en t to  th e  go -d o w n  a fte r  th is  

su sp ic io u s  p a r ia h  w a s  lo c k e d  u p . A s  w as 
e x p e c te d , th e  m an  w a s  tr y in g  to  b re a k  o u t 

o f  h is  p riso n . T h e  th a g  h a v in g  sw u n g  h im ­

s e lf  to  th e  tiled  ro o f o f  th e  go -d o w n , fo u n d  

a  h o le  fro m  w h ich  h e  scared  a  flo ck  o f  
b a ts . T h r o u g h  th is  a p e rtu re  h e  o b serve d  a  
d im  lig h t  c a u se d  b y  the  chuprassi h o ld in g  

a  m a tc h  in an  ex a m in a tio n  o f  th e  d o o r o f  

h is  p rison.
F ro m  a  p o u ch  a t  h is  w a is t  th e  th a g  e x ­

tra c te d  a  lo n g  d r y  reed  a n d  a  th o rn  tip p e d  
w ith  som e a rro w -p o iso n  o f  th e  n a tu re  o f  

dajaksh o r  derrid. P u tt in g  th e  reed  to  h is  
lip s  h e  a im ed  th ro u g h  th e  a p e rtu re  a t th e  

b a c k  o f  th e  chuprassi’s h e a d . T h is  w a s  th e  

s tin g  w h ich  th e  v ic tim  u p on  a w a k e n in g  th e  

n e x t m o rn in g  h a d  a ttr ib u te d  to  th e  ta il  o f  a  

scorp ion .
T h e r e  fo llo w e d  th en  a  fra n tic  sh o u tin g  

a n d  k ic k in g  a t  th e  d o o r fro m  th e  in sid e  o f  

th e  go-d ow n . T h e  n oise  w a s  lo u d  e n o u g h

t o  c a ll o u t  th e  p u b lic a n , b u t  it  fa ile d  to  
a w a k e n  th e  g ir l on th e  ro o f o r h e r  punkah- 
wallah, w h o  h a d  fa lle n  a sle ep  a t  h is  p o st.

T h e  fa t  p u b lic a n  w a d d le d  o u t  in to  th e  
m o o n lit co m p o u n d , p u ffin g  an d  sw e a rin g  a t  
th e  im p risoned  chuprassi. H e  a p p ro a ch e d  

th e  door o f  the  go -d o w n  th re a te n in g  th e  

p riso n e r w ith  fu r th e r  p u n ish m en t, even  

to rtu re , if  h e  k e p t  the  g u e sts  o f  th e  h ou se  

a w a k e  w ith  a n y  m ore  o f  h is  ca te rw a u lin g . 
H e  h a d  sc a rc e ly  tu rn e d  on  h is  h e els  to  go  
b a c k  to h is  b u n g a lo w  w h en  a  b la c k  fo rm  

h u rtle d  o ff th e  tiles  o f  th e  go -d o w n  a n d  
la n d e d  on  him . •

T h e  p u b lic a n  fell to  th e  h o t s o ft  d u st o f  
th e  co m p o u n d . F o r  a m o m en t h e  s tru g g le d  

fr a n t ic a lly  a g a in st  th e  p y th o n -lik e  a rm s 

th a t  w ere  grip p e d  a b o u t h is  n e ck . H is  
scream  b ro k e  to  a  c h o k in g  co u g h . H is  

c o u g h  b ro k e  to  a  la s t  fra n tic  g a sp  fo r  life . 

A  c o n v u ls iv e  tw is t  fo r  a ir  lik e  a  fish  th a t  is 
la n d e d , a v a ile d  h im  n o th in g . F o r  a  m o ­
m en t th e  tw o  fo rm s la y  in th e  d u st, one 
s ittin g  lik e  a  go b lin  on the  c h e st o f  the  

oth er. O n e w a s  b re a th in g  h e a v ily , c h u c k ­
lin g . 't h e  o th er w a s  still.

T h e r e  y e t  rem ain ed  th e  m ost d ifficu lt task  
o f  a ll, th e  a b d u c tio n  o f  th e  w h ite  w om an . 

H e  m u st h a v e  tim e for th is . A  ch a n ce  

p a s s e r b y  m ig h t see  the  b o d y  o f  th e  p u b lica n  
ly in g  o u t in th e  op en  co m p o u n d  a n d  n oise  

th e  tra g e d y  a b ro a d . I f  a  few  h o u rs  e la p sed  

b e fo re  the  d is c o v e ry  it w o u ld  stan d  th e  
d w a r f th a g  in good  s te a d . A c c o rd in g ly  h e  
to o k  the b o d y  o f the p u b lic a n  in to  th e  rear 

w in g  o f  th e  b u n g a lo w  a n d  la id  it u p o n  a  b ed  
w h ere  h e  w ou ld  a p p ea r to  be  sleep in g . T h is  

w o u ld  d e la y , as w ell a s  co n fu se , th e  in v e sti­

g a to rs  o f  th e  m o rn in g.

A ll o f  the d w a rf t h a g ’s a d v e rsa rie s  w ere  
n ow  d isp osed  o f  exce p t th e  punkah-wallah, 

w h o  h a d  b e en  a w a k e n e d  fro m  th e  n oise  o f 

th e  fig h t in fro n t o f  the  go -d o w n . I t  w as 
a p p a re n t, h o w ev er, th a t  h e  h a d  n o t a w a k ­

ened  in tim e to u n d e rsta n d  th e  d re a d fu l sig 

n ifica n ce  o f  th e  noise, fo r th e  th a g  up on  
cree p in g  u p  to th e  room , fo u n d  h im  d ro w si­

l y  p u llin g  a t  h is  p u n k a h -ro p e .

T h e  th a g  cra w le d  in ch  b y  in ch  a lo n g  th e  

n a rro w  s tr ip  o f  sh a d o w  w h ic h  th e  m o rta r 

w a ll c a s t  o n  th e  ro o f. W h e n  h e  c a m e  w ith ­

in fo u r  fe e t  o f  th e  co o lie , h e  re a ch e d  u p  to  
an  ea rth en  c o o ja h  o f  w a te r . T h is  w a te r
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served  a s  th e  c o o lie ’s re fre sh m en t d u rin g  th e  
lo n g  h o t n ig h t. I t  w a s  p r a c t ic a lly  c e rta in  

th a t  h e  w o u ld  d r in k  fro m  it b e fo re  m o rn in g. 

H e  fo r  one w o u ld  n o t g iv e  th e  a la rm  o f  the  

g ir l ’s d isa p p e a ra n ce  u n til lo n g  a fte r  sun rise. 

A t  p re se n t it m a d e  l i t t le  d ifferen ce  w h eth e r 
h e  w as a w a k e  or a s le e p : th e  th a g  k n ew  th a t  

he co u ld  c a r r y  th e  c a p t iv e  g irl th ro u g h  on e 
o f  th e  w in d o w s on  th e  o th er side  o f  her 

bed ro o m , w ith o u t th e  p u n k a h -b o y ’s  b e in g  

a n y  the  w iser.
A c c o rd in g ly  th e  th a g  c irc led  th e  ro o f 

a n d  craw led  in to  the  g ir l 's  b ed ro o m , sw in g ­

in g  h im self u p  to  th e  ra fte rs  an d  h a n g in g  

m o tio n less b y  one o f  h is  lo n g  arm s. F ro m  
th is  p o sitio n  h e  co u ld  o b ta in  h is first p e r­

fe c t  v ie w  o f  th e  girl.
H e r silken  h a ir  h a d  becom e d ish eve led  

w ith  her tossin g, a n d  n o w  la v  sp rea d  o u t 
u p on  the  p illo w . H e r fe a tu re s  w ere  so in ­

d is tin c t  in the  b lu e  m ist w ith  w h ich  th e  

room  w a s  d iffu sed , th a t  she seem ed  e th e ­
re a l. H e r  lip s  h ad  cu rled  a p a rt an d  she

b re a th e d  th ro u g h  th em  in  a n  a u d ib le  su c- 
cu ssio n  o f  s igh s, a lm o st m oans.

A  cu rio u s  th r ill, p a r t ly  o f w o n d erm en t, 

p a r t ly  o f  a  m y ster io u s  fe a r, grip p e d  the  

th a g . H e  h a d  com e in to  th e  p resen ce  o f  
th is  b e a u tifu l b e in g  a fte r  co m m ittin g  h is  

five  crim es, a s  a  m u rd e rer com es in to  th e  

p resen ce  o f  a  h o ly  im a ge . T o  the  b e a st 
w h o s c a rc e ly  k n e w  th e  m e a n in g  o f  fe a r  

th ere  cam e an  in d e scr ib a b le  trem o r, a  co n ­
stern a tio n . T h e  m en  w h o m  h e  h a d  d is­

p osed  o f  w ere  m ore  p o w e rfu l— h e th o u g h t 
to h im se lf— b u t th e y  w ere  m o rta l!

F o r  a  lo n g  tim e  th e  d w a r f h u n g  th e re  
lo o k in g , fea rin g , w o rsh ip in g . H is  h e a rt  

b e gan  to  th u m p  in  th e  b ig  p ige o n  ch est—  
w h y  h e  d id  n ot k n o w . I t  k e p t  a  sort o f  

b a rb a ric  rh y th m  w ith  th e  p u n k a h — th ree  

b e a ts  to  e v e ry  flap , a n d  a s  an  u n d e rto n e  

d e lic a te  a n d  b e a u tifu l th ere  w a s  th e  g ir l ’s 
b re a th in g .

A  s a v a g e  sy n c o p a te d  so rt o f  m u sic  h a d  
co m e in to  the  soul o f  th e  th a g .

T O  B E  C O N T I N U E D  N E X T  W E E K .

u  t r #  u

R A I N B O W S

" V Y / H E X  th e  w e a th e r 's  d a m p  a n d  d r ip p y , 

W h y  be  short or w h y  b e  sn ip p y ?  
W h y  co m p la in ?

T h e r e 's  a  ra in b o w  co m in g to  y o u ,

B u t  its g lo ry  isn ’t due y o u ,
T ill  y o u 'v e  had a  spell o f  ra in .

W h e n  the  w e a th e r 's  b le a k  and g lo o m y , 

W h y  b e  charn el lv  a n d  to m b -v ?
D o n ’t y o u  k n o w .

I f  y o u  w an t the cu rv e  and co lor.
Y o u  m ust h a ve  ’ the  s k y  gro w  d u ller

A s a  b a ck g ro u n d  for th e  b o w ?

W h e n  the  w eath er la c k s  in la u g h te r,
T h e r e ’s a  ra in b ow  co m in g  a fte r,

A fte r  w h ile;

B u t  b e cau se  i t ’s still exp ecte d ,
B e  a  lesser b o w  reflected

F rom  th e  su n sh in e  o f  y o u r  sm ile!

Edmund Vance Cooke.
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C H A P T E R  I.

T H E  ST A G E  D R IV E R .

T E V E  B R O W N  d rove  u p  to  th e  P a l­

ace H o tel in on e o f Z e k e  P e lh a m ’s 
m o u n tain  stag es. ' A  p a ir  o f  c ity  m en 

th ere  w ish ed  to b e  tra n sp o rte d  in to  the  h ills  
to  D a n ie l F ra z e r 's  ran ch  in S o u th  B o u lto n  

C a n on .

I t  w as a tro c io u s ly  e a r ly . T h e  la st m o rn ­
in g  star, d o in g  a  fa d e -o u t o ve rh ea d , m a rk ed  

th e  end o f th e  m o v in g  p ic tu re  o f th e  n igh t. 
S p arro w s in th e  m a p les  tu n ed  u p  ja z z ily  
fo r  th e  d a y ’s w o rk , rega rd less  o f  th e  co n ­

tra lto  solo  o f  a  ro b in  in th e  ta ll co tto n w o o d  
a cro ss  th e  w a y . M o u n ta in  w a te r  gu rg led  
p le a s a n tly  in  th e  s tre e t g u tte rs.

In  th e  h o tel d o o rw a y  L o n  M a d ig a n  

lean ed  on a  broom  and y a w n e d  lik e  a n  

a b yss.
“ Y e o w p ! ”  said  h e. “ Y o u r  p eo p le  are  

still fee d in g  th e ir  faces. W a n t th e ir 
t r u n k ? ’ ’

T h e  d r iv e r  d ra g g ed  o u t the  tru n k  a n d  
rop ed  it to  th e  ta il o f th e  w ag o n . H e  
sh o o k  th e  sm all sto u t w h ee ls  to test them , 
fo r  it w a s  a  ro u gh  trip  o ve r th e  p la te a u  

to  F r a z e r ’s. T h e n  he lo o k ed  u p  a t  the  
w a n in g  s ta r  a n d  p o n d ered  th e  h o p e fu l1 
th o u g h t th a t th e  n ig h t w a s  a lw a y s  d a rk est 
ju s t  b e fo re  d aw n .

T h a t  w as a  d a rk  tim e in th e  C o lo ra d o  
tow n  o f B o u lto n . T h e  g loom  from  th e  b ig  

b lo w -u p  in E u ro p e  still c lo u d ed  the s k y  
and m ad e it h a rd  fo r y o u n g  m en to  see 
jo b s.

W h en  S te v e  B ro w n  ca m e  b a c k  from  p u r i­

fy in g  th e  A rg o n n e, h e  fo u n d  th a t  th e  
H o n e y m a n  P o s t-H o le  D ig g e r  f a t lo r y ,  w h ere  
h e  h ad  been  sa le sm an a ger, h a d  let its  hom e 

fires  go  o u t. H a lf  o f  th e  m in es in the d is ­
tr ic t  w ere  closed , to o ; th e  B o u lto n  sm elter 

w as s tru g g lin g  a lo n g  a t  p a rt  tim e, an d  th e  
irr ig a tio n  p ro je c t  h a d  co llap sed .

O n  th e  v a c a n t  lo t  b a c k  o f P e lh a m ’s l iv ­

e r y  barn  th e  d u m p  c a r ts  o f the  irr ig a tio n
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co m p a n y  stoo d  ru stin g — fo r ty  or f i f ty  o f 

them  in ro w s lik e  p a r k e d  ca n n o n . T h a t  

w a s  in d u stria l B o u lto n  a s  it  lo o k ed  to  
a  m an  in se a rch  o f  a  tim e c lo c k . T h e  

c h ie f  s ign  o f  th ose  tim es w as “  N o  H e lp  

W a n te d .”
S till, a  fe llo w  co u ld  p ic k  u p  a  fiv e -d o lla r  

fee  n ow  a n d  th en  b y  d r iv in g  p a rtie s  in to  
th e  m o u n ta in s  for Z e k e  P e lh a m , i f  h e  d id n ’t 

m in d  the so cia l d isg ra ce  o f th e  th in g . P e l­
h a m ’s l iv e r y  s ta b le  w a s  co n sid ered  a  lo w  
p la ce . S te v e  B ro w n  h a d  h is  e y e  on such a  

fee th is  m o rn in g.
T h e re  w as a  stir in  the h o te l, a n d  the  c ity  

m en  c a rr y in g  s a tc h e ls  a n d  o v e rc o a ts  ca m e 
o u t from  b re a k fa s t . S h o rt w as th e  e ld er in 

s ta tu re  an d  te m p e r; a  fu ssy  lit t le  m an  o f 

c lo se  to  s ix ty .
" Y e  go d s— w h a t c o f fe e !”  he sp iu tte re d . 

"  I tell y o u . A rth u r , I 'm  p o is o n e d !”
T h e  y o u n g e r  s tra n g e r la u g h e d  a t  h im , 

h e lp ed  h im  in to  h is  b ig  c o a t, stow ed  th e  
sa tch e ls  u n d er the  seats, an d  said : “  W e ll, 
ch a u ffeu r, h o w  does she lo o k ? ”

She lo o k ed  lik e  a  go o d  d a y , S te v e  B ro w n  

op in ed.
“  A  go o d , lo n g  d a y , a ll r ig h t ,”  gru m b le d  

the  testy  one. "  L e t ’s  go , an d  g e t it o ver. 
N o !  W a it !  W h o a ! o r  w h a te v e r  y o u  s a y  

to  a  h orse . A rth u r , w h ere  in  p erd itio n  a re  

m y  ta b le ts ? ”
H e  fo u n d  them  in a  b o ttle  in  th e  seco n d  

sa tch e l, p o p p ed  th ree  a t  o n ce  in to  h is  
m o u th , a n d  m u tte re d : “  N o w , le t  th e  m u r­

d e r b e g in .”
S te v e  B ro w n  k n e w  m ore a b o u t th ese  c i t y  

gen tlem en  th a n  th e y  su p p o se d ; fo r  D a n ie l 
F ra ze r , w h om  th e y  w e re  go in g  to  v is it , w a s  

th e  fa th e r  o f  S te v e ’s b e st girl.
T h e  cross lit t le  m a n  w h o  to o k  ta b le ts  w a s  

u n d o u b te d ly  H . H . B . L u tw e ll , p re sid en t o f 

th e  L u tw e ll M in in g  S y n d ic a te  o f  N e w  Y o r k  
an d  L o n d o n . H is  s ig n a tu re  on th e  P a la c e  
H o tel re g ister  w a s  s c a rc e ly  leg ib le , b u t  it 

d id n ’t  fool S tev e . T h e  y o u n g e r  m an , A r ­
th u r L a ir d , w a s  p ro b a b ly  a  m in in g  e xp ert 

o f L u tw e ll ’s. H e  lo o k ed  lik e  a  m an w h o  

k n ew  a lo t.
T h e y  h a d  com e to  C o lo ra d o  to in sp ect 

so m eth in g  th a t  D a n ie l F ra z e r  h a d  d isc o v ­

ered on h is  ra n ch . J u s t  w h a t  it  w a s  N e ll 

F ra ze r  h a d  n o t said . T h a t  it  m ig h t b e  

v a lu a b le  S te v e  co u ld  b e lie v e , fo r  h ere  w a s

th e  g re a t  H . H . B .  L u tw e ll h im se lf to
v ie w  it.

D a w n  seem ed to b e  b re a k in g  fo r  th e  
F r a z e r  fa m ily , an d  S te v e  re jo ice d  fo r them . 
I t  w a s  ten  y e a rs  sin ce  D a n ie l F ra ze r , a  

s ic k  m an , h a d  b ro u g h t h is  tw o  m o th erless  
d a u g h te rs  to  C o lo ra d o . T h e y  h a d  k n o w n  

h ard  w o rk  a n d  h a rd  s led d in g  e v e r  since.

H e  h a d  been  a  co lleg e  p ro fesso r in  th e  
E a st , a n d  u P ro fe sso r  ”  h is  W e ste rn  n e ig h ­

b o rs  ca lle d  h im , th o u g h  o fte n  in m ild  rid i­
cu le.

A  q u e er, v a g u e , tim id , fo rg e tfu l m an  h e  
a p p ea red  to  the p la in  lit t le  w o r k a d a y  co m ­
m u n ity  o f  B o u lto n . P e o p le  h e ard  th a t  h is  
w ife  h a d  b e en  k ille d  b efo re  h is  e y e s  in an  

a c c id e n t— th e  fa llin g  o f  an e le v a to r— a n d  
th a t he h ad  n e v e r  g o t o ve r the  sh o ck  o f  th e  
tra g e d y .

In  th e  w in te r  D a n ie l F ra ze r  d w e lt in  

to w n , a n d  N e ll a n d  J a n e t k e p t  h o u se  for 
h im  an d  ta u g h t  sch o o l. S u m m er fou n d  th e  
fa m ily  a t  th e ir h om estead  in th e  h ills , 
w h ere  F ra z e r  p la y e d  a t  p ro sp e ctin g  w h ile  

th e  g ir ls  d irected  the farm  w ork .

R o v e rs  d isco ve re d  h im  ta p p in g  a w a y  
w ith  h is  ro c k  h a m m er a lm o st a n y w h e re  b e ­
tw een  th e  tow n  an d  th e  ran ge . I t  w a s  sa id  

h e  h a d  ta u g h t ro ck  c h e m istry  in h is  E a s t ­
ern  co lleg e; a n d  D r . J o h n  H a m ilto n , th e  

m a y o r o f B o u lto n , d e clared  h e  h a d  b een  a  
g re a t m an  in h is  lin e. B u t  F ra z e r  w as  o n ly  
th e  sh a d o w  o f  a  g re a t  m an  n ow .

T h e  J u n e  su n  w as h igh  b y  th e  tim e  S te v e  

B r o w n ’s  team  h a d  d ra g g e d  th e  stag e  to th e  
to p  o f  G re e n le a f G u lc h . M r . L u tw e ll co m ­

p la in e d  still o f th e  P a la c e  H o te l co ffee , a n d  
m a in ta in e d  th a t  h e  h a d  been  p oison ed.

“  C a s t  y o u r  ja u n d ic e d  g a z e  on the  scen ­
e ry , m y  d ear u n c le ,”  a d v is e d  h is  co m p an ­
ion, "  a n d  y o u  w ill fo rge t y o u r  b a lly  o ld  

b e lly . T h e  v ie w  u p  h ere  w o u ld  cu re  a n y ­
th in g .”

B e h in d  a n d  b e lo w  th em  th e  p la in s  la y  
u p on  th e  w o rld  lik e  a  g rass  ru g  w ith  th o u ­

san d -m ile  la titu d e  a n d  lo n g itu d e  lin e s  fo r  its  
w a rp  a n d  w o o f. A h e a d , b e y o n d  a  w ild e r­
ness o f  fo re st and fo o th ills , th e  ra n g e  ca m e  

m a rch in g  d o w n  o u t o f  W y o m in g  a cro ss  th e  

w estern  s k y . I t s  p e a k s  w ore  sn o w  p a tc h e s  
still on th e ir  g a u n t sh ou ld ers.

“  T h e  s to n y -h e a rte d  o ld  d o w a g ers  sp o rt 
th e ir  w in te r  fu rs  in w arm  w ea th er. T h e y
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k n o w  th e y  lo o k  w ell in  th e m ,”  th e  ju n io r  

p assen ge r p o etize d .
T h e  sen io r p assen ge r to o k  n o in te re st in  

th e  la n d sca p e . In s te a d , h e  a sk ed  su d d en ­
l y :  “  D r iv e r , do  y o u  k n o w  D a n ie l F r a z e r ? ”

“  S u r e ,”  S te v e  an sw ered .
“  W h a t  do p e o p le  th in k  o f  h im ? ”
L o c a l p r id e  re q u ires  th a t  a  m a n  shall 

s ta n d  u p  fo r a  n e ig h b o r w h en  th e  in q u irer 
is  an  a lien . S te v e ’s r e p ly  w a s  th e re fo re  

o p tim istic .
“  W h y , p e o p le  re sp e ct M r . F ra ze r  h ig h ly . 

H e  lea d s  a  C h ris tia n  life , p a y s  h is  b ills , 

m in d s h is  b u sin ess— ”
“ J u st w h a t is h is  b u sin ess  n o w a d a y s ? ”
“  W e ll, h e  fa rm s so m e, a n d  p ro sp e cts  a  

little . H e  k n o w s ro c k s  b e tte r  th a n  a  m in er, 

th e y  s a y .”
“  H e  does th a t, a ll r ig h t ,”  th e  ju n io r  p a s ­

sen ger co m m en ted . “  H e  w a s  th e  g re a te st 

m in era lo g ist o f h is  d a y .”
“  Y o u  k n o w  h im , th e n ? ”  said  S tev e , s u r­

p rised .
“  I  w a s  a  s tu d e n t o f  h is ,”  L a ird  an sw ered . 

“  B y  th e  w a y , I  used to m e e t a  co u p le  o f 
sm a ll g ir ls  in h is  hom e. T h e y  m u st be  
gro w n  u p  b y  n ow . A re  th e y  still w ith  

h im ? ”  '  .
S tev e  b e ca m e  a b so rb ed  in h is  d riv in g . 

W a s  it th e  b u sin ess  o f a n y  g o o d -lo o k in g , 

sw ell-d ressed  E a ste rn  m an  th a t  F ra z e r  h ad  
fo r  h is  h o u se k e ep ers  a n d  gu a rd ia n  an g els  

th e  p lu ck ie s t p a ir  o f d a u g h te rs  sou th  o f  th e  

A r c t ic  C irc le ?
A s  fo r the  d e p lo ra b le  fa c t  th a t X e ll  w as 

s till w ith  h e r fa th e r, S te v e  w ou ld  n ot h a v e  
d iscu ssed  th a t  w ith  th e  P resid e n t o f th e  

U n ite d  S ta te s .
T h e r e  h a d  b e e n  a  tim e, ju s t  b e fo re  th e  

w a r , w h en  th e  H o n e y m a n  p o st-h o le  d igg ers  

w ere  se llin g  so w e ll th a t  S te v e  fe lt w a r­
ra n te d  in a sk in g  N e ll  F r a z e r  to  n am e th e  
d a y  w hen  th e y  cou ld  m a rry  and g e t to  

liv in g , a n d  N e ll h a d  fe lt  w arra n te d  in 

n am in g it.
T h e  w a r h a d  sp oiled  a ll th a t. K a is e r  

W ilh e lm  h a d  h u n g  a  h u ge  d eto u r sign  across 
th e ir road to  h a p p in ess. B y  n ow  S te v e  

sh o u ld  h a v e  e xce lled  in  a d v e rtis in g  a n d  d is­

tr ib u tin g  th e  H o n e y m a n  d igg ers  an d  risen 

from  w ag es  to  d iv id en d s.
Y e t  he w as  fo o lin g  a lo n g  a t ju v e n ile  jo b s  

l ik e  d r iv in g  sta g es  fo r  Z e k e  P e lh a m , an d

N e ll  w a s  w a it in g  w h ile  a g e  c re p t n ea rer to 
h e r w ith  e v e r y  t ic k  o f  th e  c lo ck . In  D e ­

ce m b er she w ou ld  b e  tw e n ty -fo u r .

L u tw e ll c le ared  h is  th ro a t. “  D r iv e r , 
w o u ld  y o u  sa y  th e  o ld  b o y  w a s— a h em —  
w a s  a ll th ere  in the  h e a d ? ”

“  W h a t  o ld  b o y ? ”  S tev e  re to rted .

“  F r a z e r  I ’m  ta lk in g  a b o u t. W a s n ’t h e  
a  b it  o ff w h en  h e  ca m e o u t h e r e ? ”

“  I f  h e ’s o ff ,”  rep lied  th e  d r iv e r  sh a rp ly , 
“  h o w  is it n ob od }’ in to w n  eve r trim s h h n  
a t  c h e s s ? ”

A  g u ile fu l p a r ry  th is, for D a n ie l F ra ze r , 

so  fa r  as S te v e  w a s  a w a re , did  n ot k n o w  
k in g ’s b ish o p  from  little  casin o .

S te v e ’s first in c lin a tio n  to w arm  u p  to 

h is  p assen ge rs  w as tu rn in g  to  d istru st. 
T h e s e  m en, rich , c le v e r, sp o iled — listen  to 

L u tw e ll g o in g  on  b a c k  th e re  a b o u t  h is 
s to m a c h !— w ere  co m in g  to  lo o k  a t  so m e­

th in g  th a t p o o r o ld  D a n ie l F ra ze r  b e lie v e d  
to b e  p recio u s. W h y  w ere  th e y  so keen  

to find ou t if  h e  w ere  a  fo o l?  A n d  th is 
g lib  an d  d a p p e r L a ird  p erson  w h o a sk ed  
fo r n ew s o f  N e ll an d  J a n e t— h e lo o k ed  
en ou gh  lik e  a  la d y  k ille r  to  be  h o rsew h ip p ed  
on s igh t, b la m ed  if  h e  d id n ’t.

T h e  ro a d  w a s  v ile . T h e r e  w ere  steep s 
th a t d rew  sq u e als  o u t o f th e  b ra k e s , and 
rock}- th a n k -y o u -m a ’a m s th a t  e x tra cte d  

gro a n s  o u t o f M r . L u tw e ll. P e rh a p s  th e  
tra v e le rs  w ou ld  h a v e  had easier go in g  if  
th e y  h a d  n o t p u t so m a n y  le a d in g  q u e s ­
tions.

A t  noon th e y  a rriv e d  a t a  c lu ste r  o f 
w ea th er-b ea ten  h o u ses a n d  b a rn s  sta n d in g  

am id  lo n e ly  u p la n d  fields a n d  p a stu res . 
T h is  w a s  th e  W a tk in s  m u le  ra n ch .

T h e  lo n g -ea red  b la c k  cre a tu re s  g lo w erin g  

a t  them  o ve r the  fen ce  w ere the  m ules. T h e  
h e a v y -s e t  an d  re d -ch ee k ed  m an lim p in g  o u t 
on tw o  can es to  m eet the  sta g e  w as T h o m a s  
W a tk in s .

H e  sw a p p ed  gree tin g s  w ith  th e  d river. 
H is  rh eu m a tiz , h e  a llo w ed , w a s  som e d a y s  
b e tte r, som e d a y s  w orse; a n d  he b a d e  the  

stra n g e rs  w elco m e  to su ch  o f  the m id d a y  

m eal as h is five  sons m ig h t h a v e  le ft .
A im in g  to  serve  h is  w a r-s tr ick e n  c o u n try  

to  b est a d v a n ta g e , W a tk in s  h a d  gu essed  

w ro n g an d  go n e  in fo r m ules. B y  the  tim e 

h is  first crop  o f  tw o -y e a r-o ld s  w as re a d y
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th e  m a rk e t  h a d  slu m p ed , le a v in g  the  ra n ch  
to  becom e a  b o a r d in g  h o m e fo r  in d ig e n t 
b e a s ts  o f b u rd e n , p en d in g  th e  re tu rn  o f 
p ro sp e rity . H is  b la c k  m u les  w ere  w h ite  

e le p h a n ts .
"  L o o k  a t  th e  v e rm in ,”  he w o u ld  co m ­

p la in , w a v in g  h is  ca n es to w a rd  h is  p astu res. 
“  L o o k  a t  ’em , e a tin g  m e o u t o f h ouse an d  

h om e, a n d  I  c a n ’t e ve n  k ill 'em  fo r m e a t.”  
S till h is  d a rk  c lo u d  h ad  one stra n d  o f s ilve r 
lin in g . H e  said : “  T h a n k  the L o r d  th e y

a in ’t  B e lg ia n  h a re s .”
W illia m , h is  e ld est son, h a d  b e en  b re a k in g  

a  sp an  o f the  b ru te s  th is  m o rn in g . A n  e d u ­

c a te d  m u le  w ou ld  b r in g  m o re  th a n  an ig ­
n o ra n t one w h en  th e  su n  o f  go o d  tim es 
sh on e a ga in . B ro a d  o f sh o u ld e r a n d  g r in , 

B i l l  cam e to  h e lp  S tev e  p u t  u p  th e  horses 

fo r  th e ir n oo n  feed .
S a id  h e: “  A re  th ese  th e  c a p ita lis ts  I

h e a rd  a b ou t o ver a t  F r a z e r ’s S u n d a y ? ”
“  W h a t ,”  S te v e  a sk e d , “  w ere  y o u  d oin g  

a t  F r a z e r ’s S u n d a y — o r a n y  o th er d a y ? ”
T h e  grin n in g  B ill  w a s  e n a m o red  o f  N e l l ’s  

s is te r J a n et, as S te v e  k n e w . I t  w a s  n ece s­
s a r y  to scuffle a  b it  o ve r th is  m a tte r  b e fo re  

th e y  re v e rte d  to  th e  v is it  o f  th e  c ity  m en.
O n  J a n e t ’s a u th o r ity  B ill  co u ld  re p o rt 

th a t  D a n ie l F ra z e r  h a d  h it  in to  so m eth in g  

rich  w ith  h is  b u s y  ro c k  h a m m e r. N o , n o t 
go ld . N o b o d y  co u ld  g e t  e x c ite d  o v e r  g o ld  
in  those tim es. W ith  th e  w o r ld ’s  y e llo w  
m e ta l flo o d in g  A m e ric a , a  g o ld  m in e  w a s  

a s  m uch o f a  l ia b ility  a s  a  m u le  ra n ch .
“  W h a t, th en , B i l l? ”

”  P la t in u m .I
“  G o  on! In  th ese  h i l ls ? ”

“  T h a t ’s  w h a t th e y  a ll a sk  h im — the D e n ­
v e r  p e o p le  h e  w en t to  see la st w in ter. T h e y  

w o n ’t even  co m e lo o k  a t  i t .”
“  Y o u  d o n ’t  su p p o se  i t ’s ju s t  one o f th e  

o ld  m a n ’s  d re a m s ? ”
”  W e ll, J a n e t a n d  N e ll  a re  b u y in g  steam  

y a c h ts  a n d  p la n n in g  a  to u r o f  th e  w orld , 
S tev e . A n d  th e y ’v e  g o t a  b o o k  a b o u t 

P a r is .”
'■  N o  p la ce  fo r g ir ls  lik e  th e m ,”  S tev e  

g ru n ted . "  W a s n ’t  I  th ere  tw o  d a y s ? ”

M r . L u tw e ll co n tin u e d  to  p ro d u c e  a  p oor 
im p ression  u p o n  C o lo ra d o  p u b lic  op in ion  

w h en , filled w ith  go o d  ra n ch  food , h e  cam e 

ou t from  the h ou se  to  resu m e h is  tra ve ls .

"  H o w  m u c h ? ”  h e  in q u ired , p o c k e tb o o k  

in h a n d , o f  T h o m a s  W a tk in s , w h o  lea n ed  
on h is  tw o  ca n es n ear b y .

“  S a y s  w h ic h ? ”
”  T h e  h o n o ra riu m , y o u  k n o w — th e  ta x .”  
”  O h , y e s , th e  ta x .”

T h e  red  fa ce  o f W a tk in s  w en t red d er.
“  H a rk  y e . W h e n  y o u  d ru v  in h ere , d id  

I  stan d  an d  b a n g  a  d a n g ed  g o n g  lik e  a  
d a n g ed  w a ite r  in a  ra ilw a y  e a tin g  h ou se?  

O r  d id  I  in v ite  y o u  lik e  a  r e g ’la r  fe lle r  
C h r is t ia n  to  lig h t  d o w n  a n d  ta k e  p o t lu c k  
w ith  m e? I ’m a sk in g  y o u .”

T h e  u rb a n e  M r. L a ir d  a p o lo g ize d  h a n d ­
so m ely . H is  ch ie f, h e  sa id , w as a  p ilg rim  
a n d  a  s tra n g e r; h e  h a ile d  from  a  g re e d y  c i t y  
w h ere  d in ers  w h o  le f t  w ith o u t  settlin g  fo r 

m e a ls  w ere  p u rsu ed  b y  m o b s o f  c itize n s  a n d  
h u n te d  b y  the  p o lice .

”  I  g a r ! ”  th e  ra n ch m a n  c h u ck le d . “  T h a t  
v e r y  th in g  lik e  to  h a p p e n e d  to  m e d o w n  in  

D e n v e r  one tim e. I lik e  to  g o t ja ile d . I t ’s 
a ll in  w h a t w e ’re u sed  to , a in ’t  i t ? ”

H e  sh o o k  h a n d s  w ith  h is  g u e sts  a n d  a sk e d  

them  to  d rop  in  a g a in , y e t  L u tw ’e ll w as  n ot 
m o llifie d . W h e n  th e  s ta g e  w a s  s a fe ly  o u t 

o f  th e  ra n ch  y a r d , th e  s y n d ic a te  p re sid en t 
v e n te d  h is  v e x a tio n  in su ch  w o rd s  a s: 

“  M u le s ! C o u rse  h e  ra ises  m u les! C o n ­

d e m n e d  m u le  h im s e lf ! ”
i4 F o rg e t  i t ,”  sa id  A r th u r  L a ird . “  T h e  

o ld  fe llo w ’s fe e t  are  fu ll o f  g o u t .”
A n  u n fo rtu n a te  re m a rk  wras th is , fo r  g o u t 

su g g este d  its  n e x t o f k in , d y sp e p sia , a n d  
s ta r te d  M r . L u tw re ll to  ra g in g  a g a in st  th e  

c r im in a lity  o f  se ttin g  co rn ed  b e e f a n d  c a b ­
b a g e  b e fo re  tra v e le rs  a fflicted  w ith  p a th o lo g ­

ical d istu rb a n ce s  in  th e  a lim e n ta ry  tra ct. 
W h e re  w'ere th ose  ta b le ts?

C H A P T E R  I I .

T H E  F R A Z E R S .

TH E  F ra ze r  h o m e ste a d  la y  d e ep  in  a  
g o rge  w a lle d  b y  steep  b a re  c liffs  a n d  
w ood ed  m o u n ta in  slopes. T h e  h o u se, 

co m m o d io u s fo r on e in  th e  w ild s, stood  on  

a  rise  o f  gro u n d  sh ad ed  b y  s ilv e r  sp ru ces, 
w ith  S o u th  B o u lto n  C re e k  fo a m in g  a n d  

sin g in g  p a st, a n d  a  n o b le  p e a k  lo o k in g  

dow n  from  th e  ra n ge , m iles a w a y  u p  the  
can on .
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B e h in d  th e  d is ta n t p e a k  the  su n  w as 

tu rn in g  in  fo r  th e  n ig h t an d  flin g in g  h is 
ro b e s o f  g lo r y  re c k le s s ly  h e re  a n d  th ere  

u p o n  th e  s k y , w h en  S te v e  B r o w n ’s s ta g e  
ro u n d ed  the  b e n d  b e lo w  the  h o u se . T h e  

t ire d  team  lifte d  th e ir  h e a d s  to a n sw e r a  

w h in n y  from  th e  co rra l.
D a n ie l F ra ze r , ta ll and th in , ca m e h a ste n ­

in g from  th e  hou se.
“  A h , S te p h e n ,”  h e  said  in  th e  g r a n d ly  

c o u rte o u s  w a y  o f  h is  th a t  m a d e  p eo p le  sm ile  
a t  h im . “  A n d  o n e  o f  th ese  gen tlem en  is 

M r . L u t w e ll? ”
H is  e y e s  b e h in d  th e ir b la ck -r im m e d  sp e c ­

tacle s  w ere  a s  e a g e r a n d  a p p e a lin g  a s  a  

c h ild ’s.
“  T h a t ’s  m e, o r w h a t ’s le ft  o f  m e ,”  th e  

sen ior p assen ger g ro an ed  as h e  g o t dow n. 

“  So th is is D r . F ra z e r?  I ’ll s a y  y o u  liv e  
a  lo n g  w a y  fro m  c iv iliz a tio n  n o w a d a y s , 

d o c to r .”
“  W e  h a v e  n o  tro lle y  se rv ice  ou t h ere  

y e t ,”  th e  o ld  gen tlem an  rep lied . “  B u t , 

w elco m e to  o u r su b u rb , su ch  as it is .”
Im p u ls iv e ly  h e  y ie ld e d  h is  h a n d  to  th e  

N e w  Y o r k e r . S te v e  h a d  n ev er h e ard  h im  

ca lle d  “  d o cto r  ”  b e fo re .
I t  a p p ea red  th a t  th e  tw o  m en  h a d  h a d  

b u sin ess d e a lin g s  w ith  e a ch  o th er in p ast 

y ea rs , b u t  h a d  n ev er com e fa c e  to  fa c e  u n til 

now .
“  H ere , th o u g h ,”  sa id  L u tw e ll, “  is a  ch a p  

I ’ll b e t  y o u ’v e  m e t.”
T h e  seco n d  p a sse n g e r s tep p e d  fo rw a rd  

w ith  a  sm ile. “  I ’v e  ch a n g e d  fo r th e  w orse, 
s ir , sin ce  y o u  sen t m e to w o rk  fo r  M r . L u t-  

w e ll ,”  h e  said . “  S o  it w o n ’t b e  su rp risin g  

if  y o u  d o n ’t  re ca ll m e .”
P ro fesso r F r a z e r  tried  to  th in k .

“  J u st a  m in u te, p lease. Y o u r  n am e is  

L a ir d , sir. Y o u  are  th e  la d  w h o p o u red  
co ld  w a te r  in to  a  fla sk  o f  b o ilin g  v itr io l a n d  

b le w  u p  the  la b o r a to r y .”

“  A n d  y o u  sa v ed  m y  e y e s , sir. I f  it  

h a d n ’ t b een  fo r  y o u  I ’d  b e  s ittin g  on  a  co ld  
flag sto n e  to -d a y  w ith  a  tin  cu p  in m y  la p . 

A n d  w h ile  I  w a s  s till in su rg ica l g a u ze  a n d  

u n a b le  to  go  h o m e  fo r  th e  h o lid a y s — ”
W e  h a d  y o u  w ith  u s  on C h ris tm a s  

D a y ,”  F r a z e r  fin ish ed  p ro u d ly . u M y  

d a u g h te rs  s till sp e a k  o f  y o u . L e t  u s  see if 

th e ir  m e m o ry  is  a s  go o d  a s  m in e .”
D e lig h te d ly  h e  to o k  h is  gu ests  e a ch  b y

an  arm  a n d  esco rted  th e m  u p  th e  h ill to ­
w ard  th e  h o u se , m a k in g  a  b ra v e  t r y  a t  a p ­

p e a rin g  to  be  th e  m an  th e y  o n ce  h a d  k n o w n .

“  A  sm a ll w o rld  it  is, gen tlem en . O n ce  

I  a ss a y e d  u n u su a l ores fo r  one o f  y o u  a n d  
ta u g h t  b lo w p ip e  a n a ly s is  to  th e  o th e r; a n d  

n o w — ”
“  N o w ,”  L u tw e ll ’s v o ic e  ca m e b a c k , g e n ­

ia l a s  h o n e y , u th e  ta b le s  are  tu rn ed , a n d  
w e are  g o in g  to  do so m eth in g  fo r y o u .”

A  s tu rd y  M e x ic a n , tra ile d  b y  a  b ro o d  o f  
h a lf-d re sse d  sm all b o y s  a n d  g ir ls , a ll b r u ­

n ettes, d rew  n e a r to h e lp  w ith  th e  team . 
T h is  w a s  M ig u e l, th e  F r a z e r s ’ fa rm  h a n d ; 

th e  ch ild ren  b e lo n g e d  to  h im  an d  h is  b u x o m  
w ife  N ita , w h o  in h a b ite d  th e  lo g  ca b in  b e ­

y o n d  th e  s tra w -th a tc h e d  sta b le .
“  W e ll, M ik e , h o w ’s  e v e r y th in g ? ”

“  E v e ra th e e n g  is v e ra  b u m ,”  a n sw ered  

M ig u e l g lo o m ily . “  N ita , she g o t tw een s 
th e se  y e a r .”

“ T w in s , e h ?  W h a t ’s th e  to ta l sco re  
n o w ? ”

T h e  M e x ic a n  h e ld  u p  e ig h t fin gers a n d  

tw o  th u m b s. R o m a n c e  h a d  p ro fitee red  w ith  
him .

“  A n a h o w , all r ig h t ,”  h e  a d d ed , b r ig h te n ­
in g. “  M a y b e  th a t  w e  a ll go n e  b e  re ech ; 

g o n e  h a v e  p la n ta  co w s, n ew  su it c lo th es, 

p ian o , g u ita r , e v e ra th e e n g . M a y b e  h a v e  
F o rd  a u t ’m o b ile. Y e s s .”

A  g ir l ca m e  d a n c in g  d o w n  fro m  th e  h ouse 

th ro u g h  the. tw ilig h t. “ O h . y o u  S t e v e ! ”  
she ca lled .

H e r  y o u n g  m a n ’s h e a rt  m issed  an e x ­
p lo sio n , a s  it  u s u a lly  d id  a t  th e  so u n d  o f  
h e r vo ice .

O rd in a r ily , h e re  in th e  h ills , N e ll  F ra z e r  

dressed  in fre e -a n d -e a sy  k h a k i, b u t  th is  
e v e n in g  sh e  w ore  a  m u slin  h o u se  d ress in ­

stea d , in d e feren ce  to th e  gen tlem en  fro m  

th e  p rim  a n d  fa s tid io u s  m e tro p o lis , w h o  

m ig h t n o t b e  u sed  to  th e  id ea  o f  lib e ra te d  
legs. T h e  sp ot o f  b iscu it flo u r on one o f  

h er rou n d a n d  c a p a b le  fo re a rm s a c c e n tu a te d  
th e  n eatn ess o f  th e  re st o f her.

A lth o u g h  th e  d a y lig h t  w a s  d im m in g, 

S te v e  co u ld  see a  m u ltitu d e  o f  e x ce lle n t re a ­
son s fo r  fo ld in g  h e r t ig h t  a n d  w arm  fro m  

th e  ch ill o f  th e  e v e n in g  a ir. H e  th ro ttle d  

th e  w o r th y  im p u lse, h o w e v e r , a n d  th o u g h t 

o f  h is  jo b le ss  lo t.

R e s tra in t w a s  u p on  h im  to -n ig h t. S h e
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w a s  “  go n e  b e  re e c h .”  T h e  th o u g h t ra ised  a  

b a rr ie r  lik e  a  p la te  g la s s  w in d o w  b etw een  

th e m  a n d  le ft  h im  o n  th e  o u ts id e  in  the  

M ig u e l c la ss  lo o k in g  in.
T h e y  s a t  u p  in  th e  s ta g e  fo r  a  v is it  w hen  

M ig u e l h a d  le d  th e  h o rses a w a y . "  L e t  

J a n e t  do  th e  h o n o rs ,”  sa id  N e ll ,  “  w h ile  I 

co o l o ff fro m  o ld  S tro m h o li.”
“  W h o ’s h e ? ”  q u e rie d  S tev e .

“  S tro m b o li?  T h a t ’s o u r la te s t  n am e for 

th e  v o lca n o  w e  u se  a s  a  c o o k  s to v e .”
T h e  u n w o n te d  g lo w  in  h e r  ch e ek s  d id  n ot 

lessen  h e r b e a u ty  in  S te v e ’s e ye s . S h e a l­

w a y s  m a d e  h im  th in k  o f  a  rose ; a  rich  an d  
se lf-re lia n t one, w ith  h e r d a rk  h a ir  a n d  

w arm  c h e e k s , a n d  k in d n ess  in h er e ye s .

“  H o w ’s y o u r  m o th e r, S te v e ? ”
“ S h e ’s w ell, th a n k s. S h e  sen t h e r lo v e .”  

“  A n d  B o u lto n ? ”

“  D e a d  a s  e v e r .”
H e r  e y e s  tw in k le d  a s  she p u t  h er n ex t 

q u e stio n . “  H a v e  y o u  h a d  a n y  m ore  
f ig h ts ? ”  S e e in g  h is  q u ic k  fro w n , she w as 

in s ta n tly  p en iten t. “  P o o r  S te v e — fu ll o f  
p u n ch , a n d  n o th in g  to  p u n c h  b u t  p o lic e ­

m e n .”
S h e  a llu d ed  to  a  re ce n t e p iso d e  in w h ich  

h e r y o u n g  m an , b u r s tin g  w ith  u n ex p ecte d  

e n e rg y , h a d  th u m p e d  T o w n  M a rs h a l H u m ­
m el in th e  n ose  fo r  b la c k ja c k in g  o ld  A b e  

W h itt le s e y , th e  to w n  d ru n k a rd .
“  N e v e r  m in d , M r . D y n a m it e .”  she w en t 

on  blith ely '. “  M a y b e  th e re  w ill b e  a  jo b  
fo r  y o u  th is  su m m er, r ig h t h ere  in o u r 

ca n o n . T h e n  you- w o n ’t  fee l so e x p lo s iv e .”  

“  W h a t  k in d  o f  a  j o b ? ”  h e  a sk ed .
“  A re  y o u  p a r t ic u la r ?  M in in g , th e n . W e  

a re  g o in g  to  o p en  a  m in e, a n d  w e  sh all n eed  
a  n ice  y o u n g  m an w ith  n ice  y e llo w  h a ir  

a n d  n ice  b lu e  e y e s  a n d  a  n ice  firm  ch in  to 

h e lp  u s .”
S h e settled  b a c k  in  th e  w a g o n  se a t w ith  

a  lit t le  s igh  o f  co n te n tm e n t. “  I  ca n  tell 
y o u  ou r good  lu c k  a t  la s t ,”  sh e  said .

“  B ill W a tk in s  h a s  to ld  m e a lr e a d y ,”  

S te v e  re m a rk e d . “  W h e n  do y o u  h o p  off fo r  

P a r is ? ”

“ F o r  P a r is ? ”
“  B ill s a y s  y o u ’v e  g o t a  g u id e  b o o k .”

“  Is th a t  w h y  y o u  are  so m e rry  a n d  g a y  
th is  e ve n in g , S te v e  —  b e ca u se  y o u r  o ld  

frien d s are  h a p p y ?  L o o k  h ere , lit t le  b o y . 

T o o k  a t m e a n d  sto p  s u lk in g .”

N o  m an  a liv e  co u ld  lo o k  a t N e ll F ra ze r  

a n d  su lk . S tep h e n  k n e w  it  v e r y  w ell, so h e  
lo o k e d  in ste a d  a t  h er fa th e r 's  w o rk sh o p  

d ow n  b y  th e  g a rd en . A n d  s in ce  the  gard en  

w a s  b r ig h t w ith  th e  w o n d ro u s  flo w ers o f a 

C o lo ra d o  J u n e, he th o u g h t o f  roses, and 
so o f  N e ll,

“  S te v e , do  y o u  th in k  a ll th is  is g o in g  to 
m a k e  a  d ifferen ce?  L is te n , S te v e . Y o u  

k n o w  w h y  w e  ca m e  to  C o lo ra d o . W e  cam e 

to  sa v e  p a p a . »A nd ju s t  th is  su m m er, a fte r  
te n  y e a rs , h e  h a s  b e gu n  to  be h im se lf a ga in . 

I t  isn ’t  th e  m o n ey . H e  d o e sn ’t  ca re  a b o u t 

it a n y  m ore  th a n  w e  do. I t ’s ju s t  th a t h e  
h a s  fo u n d  so m e th in g  th a t  wall h e lp  th e  w orld  
a n d  b r in g  h im  cre d it  in h is  o ld  p ro fessio n .

“  H e  is lik e  a  n ew  m a n . F o r  h o u rs a t 
a  tim e h e  fo rg e ts  to b ro o d  o v e r  h is  m em o ­

ries. Y o u  k n o w  w h a t  th e y  a r e .’ ’

S te v e  k n ew , in  a  v a g u e  w a y , th a t  D a n ie l 
F r a z e r  b e lie v e d  h im se lf to  h a v e  been  to 
b la m e  fo r  M rs . F r a z e r ’s d e a th . T h e y  h a d  

b een  le a v in g  a  cro w d e d  e le v a to r. F ra ze r, 

d isco v e rin g  th a t  th e  e le v a to r  w a s  fa llin g , 
h a d  ju m p e d  to  s a fe ty . H is  w ife , fo llo w in g  

clo se  b eh in d , h a d  b een  k ille d .
“  H e  is even  p la n n in g ,”  N e ll  co n tin u ed , 

“  to  go  to  L o n d o n  n e x t y e a r  to  tell th e  w orld  

co n v e n tio n  o f  m in in g  m en a b o u t th e  w o n ­

d erfu l s p e rry lite  lod e  h e  h a s  fo u n d  here in 
the  h ills . T h a t ’s w h y  J a n e t an d  I  are  

s tu d y in g  g u id e  b o o k s. I f  w e  e n co u ra g e  him  
in th e  p la n  w e  h e lp  h im  to  g e t b a c k  h is  lost 
fa ith  in h im self.

“  A n d  still y o u  d o n ’t  care , S te v e ?  .Y o u  

a re n ’t g la d  fo r  u s?  B u t  I k n o w  y o u  a r e .”

B e fo r e  h e  c o u ld  find w ord s to  co n fe ss  
h is  th o u g h ts , J a n e t  h a ile d  th em  s p o r t iv e ly  

fro m  th e  house.

“ H i, y o u  lo v e  b ird s  d o w n  th ere , d o n ’t 

y o u  e v e r  s to p  to  e a t ? ”
A fte r  s u p p e r N e ll a n d  J a n e t e n terta in ed  

th e  d a sh in g  M r. L a ir d , w h o  c h a tte d  c h a rm ­
in g ly  o f- h is  co lle g e  d a y s , a n d  o f  th e  tw o  

sm all g ir ls  h e  h a d  o fte n  seen  p la y in g  on 
P r o fe s s o r  F r a z e r ’s la w n  in th e  o ld  E a ste rn  

u n iv e rs ity  to w n .
S te v e  p re fe rre d  to lis te n  .to F ra z e r  a n d  

L u tw e ll, H e  lea rn e d  th a t  p la tin u m  w a s  

sca rce , th e  w a r a n d  th e  R u ss ia n  re vo lu tio n  

h a v in g  c u t  o ff th e  w n rld ’s ch ie f su p p ly , 

w h ich  ca m e  fro m  th e  U ra l M o u n ta in s . T h e  

p r ic e  o f th e  p re cio u s  m eta l to -d a y  w'as e x ­
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tra v a g a n t. F r a z e r 's  d rea m  w as to  b r in g  

it  dow n.
"  A n d  I can  do i t , ’ " he b o a ste d . “  I  h a v e  

lite r a lly  th o u sa n d s  o f to n s o f  s p e rry lite  in 

s ig h t. I t  a ss a y s  one T r o y  o u n ce  to  th e  ton . 

I ca n  flood th e  m a rk e t .”
T h e  m a tte r-o f-fa c t  L u tw e ll la u g h e d  a t h is  

a ltru ism  a n d  a sk e d : “  I f  y o u  m a k e  the  s tu ff 
a s  ch e a p  a s  tin  w h a t w ill th ere  b e  in it fo r 

y o u ? ”
S te v e  fo u n d  h im se lf a g re e jn g  w ith  the 

sy n d ic a te  m an . W ith  p la tin u m  fe tc h in g  o n e  

h u n d red  d o lla rs  a n  o u n ce, D a n ie l F r a z e r ’s 

d u ty  w a s  to  sell it  a t  th a t  p rice  as lo n g  as 

h e  co u ld .
A s  b e d tim e  d re w  n ear, S te v e 's  m istru st 

o f  th e  N e w  Y o r k e r s  e v a p o ra te d , a n d  h e  b e ­

g a n  to  b e lie v e  th a t  F ra ze r  h a d  fa lle n  in to  

go o d  h a n d s, a fte r  a ll. S h rew d  b ird s  th e y  

w ere, y e t  th e  in te re st th e y  sh o w ed  in  th eir 
h o st w a s  c o n v in c in g ly  fr ie n d ly . F o r  in ­

s ta n ce , L u tw e ll sa id :

“  T h a t  ch a p  o u t h e re  w ho first w ro te  
u s  a b o u t y o u r  p ro sp e c t— w h a t ’s h is  n a m e ? ” 

“  H o rn e r, y o u  m e a n ,”  rep lied  M r . F ra ze r . 

“  T h a t ’s i t - ^ A . P . H o m e r . W h a t ’s h is 

re p u ta tio n  a ro u n d  B o u lto n ? ’ ’
“■ A n  e x ce lle n t o n e, sir. M r . H o rn e r is 

o n e  o f  ou r le a d in g  b u sin ess  m e n .”

"  A n d  ch a tte l lo a n  s h a rk s ,”  S tev e  a d d ed , 

u n d er h is  b re a th .
“  H e ’s  a  d a rn ed  p o or p ro m o te r ,”  L u tw e ll 

co n tin u e d , “  if  th e  le tte r  h e  w ro te  us is a  

fa ir  sam p le  o f h is  w o r k .”
“  I  a m  su rp rise d  to  h e ar y o u  say  s o ,”  re­

tu rn ed  F ra z e r . ”  I t  seem s s tra n g e  a lso  th a t  

h e  h a s  le t  y o u  com e u p  h e re  w ith o u t h im .”  

li G o o d  reason  fo r th a t ,”  L u tw e ll gru n ted . 
“  H e  d o e sn ’t k n o w  w e are  in  C o lo ra d o . 

A rth u r , g e t  m y  b a g , w ill y o u ? ”

L a ir d  fe tc h e d  a  satch e l fro m  th e  g u est 

room , a n d  L u tw e ll  d e lv e d  in it a n d  b ro u g h t 

fo rth  a  file  o f  co rresp o n d en ce.
“  F le re ’s  w h a t h e  w ro te  u s .”
D a n ie l F ra ze r  s tea d ied  h is  b la ck -r im m e d  

sp e cta c le s , a n d  h o ld in g  the  le tte r  to  th e  

sw in g in g  la m p  a b o v e  th e  ta b le , re a d  it  

th rou gh .
W e ll? ”  h e  a sk e d  w h en  h e  h a d  fin ish ed . 

”  P r e t ty  co n se rv a tiv e , d o n ’t  y o u  th in k ? ”  

"  M r . H o m e r  c e r ta in ly  le f t  o u t  a  n u m b er 

o f  im p o rta n t p o in ts ,”  F ra z e r  a d m itte d .

I  sh o u ld  sa y  h e  d id ,”  L u tw e ll  e x p lo d ed .

”  H e  d o e sn ’t tell u s  w h o  y o u  a re : d o e sn ’t 
s a y  y o u  a re  the  D a n ie l F r a z e r  a lre a d y  
k n o w n  to u s  from  y e a rs  a g o  a s  a  sc ie n tist 

o f s ta n d in g . J u st b a re ly  m e n tio n s  y o u r  

n am e. I t  w as  o n ly  th ro u g h  lu c k  th a t  L a ir d  

sa w  th e  le tte r  an d  w on d ered  if  y o u  w ere  ou r 
D a n ie l F ra ze r  w h o  cam e o u t here from  the  
E a s t .”

F ra ze r  lo o k ed  d a ze d . “  I  c a n 't  u n d er­
s ta n d  it , s ir. M r . H o rn e r k n ew  th a t T w as 
k n o w n  to  y o u .”

“  W h y  d id n ’t y o u  w rite  u s y o u rs e lf, d i­
r e c t ? ”  L u tw e ll a sk ed . fi W h y  d id  y o u  
b o th er w ith  h im  a t  a l l? ”

“  L e t  m e  a n sw er, p a p a ,”  N e ll sp o k e  

q u ic k ly .
S h e tu rn e d  to  th e  sy n d ic a te  m an.

”  W h e n  p a p a  fo u n d  th e  lo d e  a n d  sa w  

w h a t it w as w o rth , h e  w en t to  D e n v e r  a n d  
tried  to  in te re st p eo p le  th ere . B u t  h e  w as 

a  s tra n g e r to  th em , a n d  p e rh a p s  h e  w a s n ’t 

v e r y  a g g re ss iv e . W h e n  h e  fo u n d  it w as  no 
use, h e  ta lk e d  to  M r . H o rn e r, o u r n e ig h b o r 

a n d  frie n d , a n d  M r . H o rn e r offered to  find 
c a p ita l fo r  u s .”

T o  S te v e  B ro w n  all th is  w as n ew s, a n d  
e x tra o rd in a rily  in te re stin g . H e  h a d  three 

e xce lle n t re a so n s fo r  d is lik in g  th o ro u g h ly  th e  

m an  th e y  d iscu ssed .

H is  fa th e r  a n d  A . P . H o rn e r, p re sid en t 

o f th e  B o u lto n  In v e stm e n t C o m p a n y , h a d  
b een  in  b u sin ess  to g e th e r  in th e  o ld  d a y s . 

M is fo r tu n e  h a d  com e, a n d  M r. H o rn e r h a d  

rid d en  th e  w a v e  s a fe ly , w h ile  S tep h e n  
B ro w n , S r., h a d  go n e  u n d e r, to  die soon, 

b ro k e n -h e a rte d . T h a t  w as  one th in g.

W h e n  th e  B o u lto n  tro o p s cam e h o m e 

fro m  the  w a r M r . H o rn e r, p re sid in g  a s  to a s t­

m a ste r a t  th e  C h a m b e r  o f  C o m m e rce  b a n ­
q u e t g iv e n  in  th e ir  h o n o r, h a d  c a lle d  them  

th e  sa v io rs  o f c iv iliz a tio n , w h ich  w as a ll 

fin e  en o u g h . B u t  M r . H o rn e r  h a d  sin ce  

th en  lo s t  n o  ch a n ce  to  cen su re  S te v e  to  h is 

fa ce  for h is  id le n e ss, a n d  to  g iv e  h im  a  b a d  
n am e b e h in d  h is  b a c k .

S e e in g  S te v e  f la p p in g  h e lp le ss ly  on the  

san d s o f  tim e lik e  a n  a b le -b o d ie d  co d fish  
c a st u p  b y  a  t id a l w a v e , M r . H o rn e r w o u ld  

u rge  h im  to  b e  th e  m a ste r o f  h is  fa te . H is  

o ft-q u o te d  re m a rk : “  L e t  m e tell y o u , m y  

fe llo w  c it ize n s , th e  cu re  fo r  h a r d  tim es is 

h a rd  w o r k ,”  w h ic h  h e  u tte re d  w ith  a  re­

p ro a c h fu l e y e  u p o n  th e  u n e m p lo y e d  y o u n g



WHEN A MAN’S BROKE. 507

m en  o f  th e  d is tr ic t , h a d  b ecom e a  so rt o f  
s lo g a n  a m o n g  h is  m ore su b sta n tia l n e ig h ­

bors.
T h is  w a s  S te v e  B r o w n ’s seco n d  reason  

fo r  a b h o rr in g  M r . H o rn e r. H is  th ird  re a ­

so n  w as  th e  m o st p o te n t o f  a ll, a n d  h a d  to 

d o  w ith  B ru c e  H o rn e r, th e  m odel son o f 

th is  v ir tu o u s  m an. T h e  w h o le  to w n  k n ew  

th a t B r u c e  sto o d  re a d y  to  m a rry  N e ll 
F ra ze r  a n d  g iv e  h er a  go o d  h o m e a s  soon as 
sh e  co u ld  be c u re d  o f h e r in fa tu a tio n  fo r 

th e  w ild  S te v e  B ro w n , w h o  h u n g  a ro u n d  low  

l iv e r y  stab les.
T o  see th e  lea n , sh a rp -fe a tu re d , im p o r­

ta n t-m a n n e re d  A . P . H o rn e r in  th e  flesh  w as 
to  reach  in st in c t iv e ly  fo r  o n e ’s h a t  a n d  stan d  

u n co v e re d . T o  see  B r u c e , th e  m odel son, 

w a s  to  re a ch  fo r  a  b ric k .
A n d , b eh o ld , u n b e k n o w n st to S te v e , th e  

F ra z e rs  h a d  p la ce d  th e ir  a ffa irs  in M r . H o r­

n e r ’s h a n d s. H e  w o n d e re d  su d d e n ly  if  th e y  
h a d  b o rro w e d  a n y  o f M r . H o r n e r ’s m on ey.

N e ll  w a s  g o in g  o n  w ith  h e r  e x p la n a tio n  to  

M r . L u tw e ll.
“  W e  h a d  w a n ted  p a p a  to  w rite  y o u  a b o u t 

h is  p ro sp ect, a n d  h e  w o u ld n ’t. H e  w as too 
m o d est. H e  th o u g h t i t  w o u ld  b e  p re su m in g  

o n  o ld  frie n d sh ip . B u t  J a n e t a n d  I to o k  
th e  m a tte r  o u t  o f h is  h a n d s  a n d  a sk e d  M r. 

H o rn e r to  w rite  y o u , a n d  then w e  to ld  p a p a  

w h a t w e  h a d  d o n e .”
“  A n d  th is  is th e  le tte r  w e g o t .”  sa id  L u t ­

w ell in d isgu st. H e  to o k  th e  letter fro m  
F r a z e r ’s h an d  a n d  read  a lo u d  M r. H o rn e r 's  

la st  p a ra g ra p h —  •

“ I must tell you frankly that some Den­
ver investors had a look at the opportunity 
last winter and turned it down. But I still 
believe that Frazer could interest some one 
who was not in a hurry for immediate re­
turns."

L a ird  p u t in a  w ord . “  Som e liv e  w ire , 

th is  a g en t o f y o u rs , D r . F r a z e r .”
“  H e c o u ld n ’t p ro m o te  a  san d  b a n k  for 

m e ,”  sn o rted  L u tw e ll. “  W h y  d id n ’t h e  sa y  

so m eth in g  a b o u t th e  p ro cess  y o u 'v e  in v e n t­

ed  fo r sm eltin g  th is  q u e e r  ore o f  y o u r s ? ”
“  I — I c a n ’t  u n d e rs ta n d ,”  F ra ze r  fa lte re d . 

“  T h e  m ost im p o rtan t p o in t 1"  N e ll 

gasp ed .
“  T h e  w orst is  y e t  to  c o m e ,”  L u tw e ll pur 

sued. “  A rth u r, tell ’em  a b o u t th e  ore sa m ­

p le s ."

“  I t  w ill h u rt  y o u  to  h e ar th is ,”  said  
L a ir d , “  b u t  y o u  o u g h t  to  k n o w  the  tru th . 

T h e  s tu ff  H o rn e r sen t u s sh o w ed  h a rd ly  a  
tra ce  o f  p la t in u m .”

W ith  sad d en ed  fa c e s  th e  F ra z e rs  p o n ­

d ered  th is  c h a rg e  a g a in st  a  n e igh b o r w hom  

th e y  h a d  tru ste d . S e e in g  h o w  b a d ly  sh o ck e d  
th e y  w ere, L u tw e ll b ro u g h t the  m a tte r  to  a  
q u ic k  co n clu sio n .

“  W e  w ro te  a n d  tu rn ed  h im  d o w n ,”  sa id  

h e  c h e e rily , “  w h ich  w as ju s t  w h a t h e  w a n t­
ed , I re ck o n . T h e n  I  w ro te  y o u  p e rso n a lly  
to  fin d  o u t i f  y o u  w ere  y o u , a n d  y o u  w ere. 

A n d  y o u  sen t us som e real sam p les, an d  
h ere w e a re , H o rn e r o r no H o rn er. T e ll  m e 

o n e  th in g  m ore. H a s  A . P . H o rn er a n y  

c o n tra c t  or a g re em en t w ith  y o u  th a t w o u ld  
s to p  y o u  fro m  se llin g  u s an in terest in y o u r  
m in e  to -m o rro w ? ”

“  N o n e  w h a te v e r ,”  N e ll  an sw ered  fo r  h e r 
fa th e r.

“  G o o d . T o -m o rro w , th en , w e ’ll h a v e  a  
lo o k  a t y o u r  ro c k  a n d  ta lk  b u s in e ss .”

A n d  M r . L u tw e ll w in k e d  a t  J a n e t in a  
w’a y  th a t  S te v e  B ro w n  th o u g h t q u ite  
fa th e r ly .

N e ll re m a rk e d  th a t  it  w as a  w o n d e rfu lly  

c le a r  n ig h t. H a d  th e  gen tlem en  e v e r  seen 
th e  sta rs  fro m  the  d e p th s  o f  a  ca n o n ?

“  I ’d  ra th e r  see a  go o d  s o ft  b e d .”  th e  

tra v e l- ja d e d  L u tw e ll an sw ered . “  S ta rs  a re  
fo r th e  y o u n g . G o  ta k e  a  lo o k , A r th u r .”

S o  L a ir d  a n d  N e ll w e n t d o w n  the  p a th  
u n d e r th e  sp ru ce s  u n til th e y  ca m e o u t u n d er 

th e  open s k y ;  an d  th ere  th e y  w a lk e d  a n d  
ta lk e d  a  lo n g  e n o u g h  w h ile  fo r  m a n y  n ew  

s ta rs  to  sw in g  in to  s ig h t a b o v e  th e  can o n  
rim .

W h e n  th e y  h a d  retu rn ed  o u t o f th e  d ew  

a n d  L a ird  h a d  fo llo w ed  h is  c h ie f  to  bed , 
S te v e  en tered  th e  la m p -lit  s ittin g  room , 

w h ere  N e ll w a s  p u tt in g  th in g s  to  rig h ts  fo r  
the  n ig h t. H e  sa w  th a t  h e r e y e s  w ere  

b rig h t w ith  tears. L a ir d , th e  fa m ily  frien d  
o f  b e tte r  d a y s , h a d  p r o b a b ly  ta lk e d  w ith  
h e r a b o u t h er fa th e r.

W o rd s, even  k in d ly  ones, are  so m etim es 

an  in vasio n . S te v e  k n e lt  d ow n  b e fo re  th e  

firep la ce , la id  th e  ch a rred  s t ic k  en d s a g a in st 
th e  g lo w in g  b a c k lo g  an d  b a n k e d  th e  em b ers 
in ash es. •

S h e p au se d  b esid e  h im  on th e  h e a rth  a n d  
rested  h e r  h a n d  on  h is  h ead .
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“  G o o d  n ig h t, S te v e .-’
H e  lo o k ed  u p  a t h er. “  G o o d  n ig h t, N e ll. 

I ’m  so rry  I  w as a  c ra b , y o u  k n o w .”

”  I k n o w , S te v e . D o n ’t th in k  J a n e t an d  

I  h a v e n ’t  been  th ro u g h  it, too . W e  k n o w  
all th ere  is to  k n o w  a b o u t p rid e , a n d  all 

th a t .”

S h e  h a d  n ev er to ld  h im  so m uch b efo re . 

L o n g  a s  he h a d  k n o w n  these b ra v e  p eo p le , 
h e  h a d  n e v e r  g u essed  th ro u g h  w h a t d a rk  

sh a d o w s o f  sp ir it  th e y  h a d  p assed .
B u t  a ll th a t  w a s  o ve r n ow . L u tw e ll 

w o u ld  b u y  th e ir  m in e. T h e  d aw n  o f a  h a p ­

p ie r  d a y  h a d  com e fo r th e  F ra ze rs .

C H A P T E R  I I I .

A S H O C K .

WH E N  th e  F ra ze rs  a n d  th e ir v is ito rs  
to o k  the  trail u p  th e  can o n  n e x t 

m o rn in g to  v ie w  th e  s p e rry lite  lode, 

N e ll w a lk e d  b esid e  h er fa th e r , le n d in g  h im  

th e  s te a d y in g  in flu en ce  h e  so p la in ly  n ee d ­

e d . D a n ie l F ra z e r  w a s  in an  e c sta sy  o f 
h o p e  an d  fe a r , an d  sh o w ed  it in a  ru sh  o f 

v o lu b ility  a s  u n re stra in e d  a s  the flo w  o f  the  

m o u n ta in  stre am  b esid e  them .
S te v e  B ro w n  sa w  th e  s y n d ic a te  m en e x ­

c h a n g e  g la n ces . T h e y  co u ld  n o t h a v e  fa iled  
to  re co gn ize  th e ir  h o s t ’s  w e a k n ess  a n d  h is  

in a b ility  to  cop e w ith  a  h a rd -h e a d e d  w orld .

T h e  p a r ty  ca m e in  s ig h t o f  a  stee p  h ill­
s id e  w h ere  a  re ce n t w in ter la n d s lid e  h a d  

sw e p t a w a y  a ll trees, b ru sh  a n d  a llu v iu m  

in its p a th  a n d  le f t  "th e  g r a y  c o u n try  ro ck  
exp o sed . U p  fro m  th e  cre e k  a n d  a cro ss  
th e  d e v a sta te d  a re a  ra n  a  s tre a k  o f  d a rk e r  

g r a y , tw e n ty  fee t w id e . T h e  e y e  co u ld  tra ce  
it  to  th e  to p  o f  th e  slo p e, a  q u a rte r  o f  a  

m ile  a b o v e . T h is  s tre a k  w a s  D a n ie l 

F r a z e r ’s lode.
T h e y  cla m b ered  a lo n g  th e  g re a t  v e in , 

g a th e rin g  b its  o f  c r y s ta llin e  o re , an d  

P 'ra zer’s c h a tte r  n ev er ceased . T h e y  e x ­

a m in ed  th e  ru s ty  t in  b o x  ta c k e d  to  a  p in e  

tree b esid e  th e  cree k , w ith  w h ich  F ra z e r  

h a d  m a rk ed  a tc o rn e r  o f  h is  c la im . A ll th e  

w h ile  it w as  c le a r  to  S te v e  B ro w n  th a t  the 

v is ito rs  th o u g h t ra th e r o f  th e  m a n  th a n  o f 

th e  m ine.
O n  the  retu rn  trip  dow n th e  ca n o n  th e  

sh rew d -ey e d  L u tw e ll in d icate d  b y  n o w ord

or sign  h is  o p in io n  o f th e  p ro sp ect. A t  

d in n er h e  seem ed to  a v o id  th e  s u b je c t  and 

to  w ish  to  d raw  o u t h is  h o st on  others. 

M o re  th an  o n ce  h is  e y e  c a u g h t L a ir d ’s, a fte r  
so m eth in g  F ra z e r  h a d  said . S tev e  B ro w n , 

a  h u m b le  a n d  silen t w itn ess  a t th e  fo o t o f 
the  tab le , o b serve d  th ese  th in gs  an d  w o r­
ried. In  th e  h a n d s  o f  tw o  su ch  m en o f  

th e  w orld  the  o ld  g e n tle m a n  w a s  ju s t  a  
b ab e.

“  A r th u r  a n d  I  w a n t to do a  lit t le  fig ­
u r in g ,”  said  L u tw e ll w hen  din n er w a s  o ver. 

"  D o  I see a b e n ch  d ow n  th ere  b y  y o u r  
w o rk sh o p ?  C o m e  a lo n g , A r th u r .”

O n th e  p o rch  a t  th e  h o u se  D a n ie l F ra z e r  
read the  D e n v e r  p a p ers  th a t S te v e  h a d  

b ro u g h t h im  fro m  to w n . N e ll s a t  b esid e  
him , b u s y  w ith  her sew in g , n ev er le a v in g  
him  in th is h o u r th a t m e an t so m u ch  to 

him . F o r  su re ly  th e  N e w  Y o r k e r s  w ou ld  

not com e b a c k  to  h im  w ith o u t a  p ro p o sitio n  
o f  som e sort.

A n  h o u r th e y  rem ain ed  in co n fe re n c e  a t 
th e  w o rk sh o p  b e fo re  th e y  re tu rn ed  u p  th e  
hill an d  sto o d  b e fo re  h im . S te v e  B ro w n  
d rifte d  n earer. J a n e t , in th e  h o u se, ca m e 
to th e  door to  listen . E v e n  M ig u e l, a t  

w o rk  in  th e  g a rd en , k n e w  th a t  th e  m o m en t 

w a s  fa te fu l, an d , re stin g  on h is  hoe, h e  
w a tch e d  the g ro u p  on th e  p o rch .

M r. L u tw e ll w a ste d  n o w ord s. “  D r . 
F r a z e r ,”  h e  sa id  b lu n tly , “  I ’ll g iv e  y o u  five  

th o u sa n d  d o llars  cash  fo r  y o u r  lod e as it 
l ie s .-’

F r a z e r ’s fa c e  p ic tu re d  an  in n er em otio n al 
co n flic t. H is  in d ig n a tio n  a t  th e  p a lt r y  o ffer 

c la sh e d  w ith  h is  se ttle d  d o u b t o f  h im se lf an d  
fo r a  m o m en t h a d  th e  u p p er h an d .

“  W ill y o u  re p e a t th a t  f ig u r e ? ”  h e  said .
“  F iv e  th o u sa n d  c a s h .”

“  M r . L u tw e ll, I  su p p ose  y o u  are  jo k in g .”
“  N o , I 'm  n o t, F ra ze r . I ’m m a k in g  y o u  

a  b u sin ess  o ffer. I f  y o u  d o n ’t lik e  it , o f  
co u rse— ”

“  I  a ssu re  y o u  I  d o n ’t, s ir . I  h a v e  n ot 

a sk e d  y o u  to  b u y  m y  cla im . I  h a v e  a sk ed  
y o u  to  h e lp  m e d e v e lo p  it. I  th o u g h t I  

h a d  m ad e  it c le a r  to  y o u  th a t  I  am  n ot 

h o p in g  to  m a k e  a  l i t t le  m o n ey , o r m u c h  

m o n e y . M y  a im  is  to  p ro d u c e  p la t in u m .”

N e l l ’s a n x io u s  h a n d  on h is  arm  re stra in e d  

h im  as h is  v o ic e  rose. J a n e t tu rn e d  a w a y . 

H a rd  and u n sen tim en ta l as L u tw e ll lo o k ed ,
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h e m u st h a v e  b een  a w a re  o f th e  sh o ck  h is  
w ord s h a d  g iv en  th e  F ra ze rs ;  fo r h is face  

w as  red a n d  m o ist a s  h e  w en t on to sa y  
th a t  it w a s  a  p o or tim e in th e  m in in g  w orld ; 

n o  c a p ita l w a s  to b e  h a d ; n o d eve lop m en t 

w as b e in g  done.
“  W ith in  a  y e a r ,”  F ra ze r  a n sw ered  p o in t­

e d ly , “  th is  c o u n try  h a s  in vested  tw e n ty -  
five  m illio n s in p la tin u m  m in es in  C o lo m ­

b ia .”
“  Y e s , in p la ce r  m in es— riv e r  san d s—  

e a s y  p ic k in g s ,”  said  L u tw e ll. ”  B u t  lo o k  
w h at y o u ’v e  g o t here. O re  th a t w ill h a v e  

to  be  fre ig h te d  to  B o u lto n , th ir ty  m iles, u p  
o v e r  a  n in e -th o u sa n d -fo o t p la te a u  a n d  dow n  
a g a in , fo r  sm eltin g . A n d  w h en  y o u  g e t  th e  
s tu ff th e re  a t  la st  o v e r  th is  a w fu l road  o f 

y o u rs , w h o  in crea tio n  k n o w s h o w  to 

sm elt i t ? ”
F r a z e r ’s e y e s  flashed. ”  T h a v e  p lan n ed  

a  p rocess, as y o u  k n o w  v e r y  w ell
T h e n  h e  su b sid ed . T h e  m a n ly  fire  fa d e d  

o u t o f  h is  e yes, a n d  a  v a c a n t, tro u b le d , 

h o p eless look to o k  its  p la ce . T h e  s y n d i­
c a te  m en  saw  him  a s  the to w n  o f  B o u lto n  

h a d  seen  h im  for ten y ea rs .
“  N o , m y  fr ie n d ,”  L u tw e ll co n tin u e d , red  

to  th e  ro o ts  o f  h is  h a ir; “  th e re ’s o n ly  o n e  
w a y  to  m a k e  m o n ey  o u t  o f a  p ro sp e ct lik e  

y o u rs  in tim es lik e  these. I  d o n ’t go  in 
fo r su ch  gam es m y s e lf, b u t  if  y o u  lik e  I 

c a n  steer y o u  to  p eo p le  w h o  d o .”
H e  sh o t a  scow l a t  S te v e  B ro w n . “  M u s t  

w e  h a v e  an  a u d ie n c e ? ”  h e  h in ted .
S te v e  w en t a w ay, b o ilin g . T h e  fa ir  

d ream  h is  frie n d s  h a d  e n terta in ed  so h o p e ­
fu lly  h a d  gon e to  sm ash . T h e ir  lo d e  w as  
w orth  no m ore to  th em , h e re  in th e ir  iso­

la te d  can on , th a n  a  ch est o f d o u b lo o n s to  

a  c a s ta w a y  on a  desert is lan d . W h a t  a 

w orld  it w as! A n d  h o w  a t  th e  m e rc y  o f 
th o se  w h o h a d  w ere  th ose  w h o  h a d  n ot!

F o r  a  tim e h e  h e ard  th e  m u rm u r o f 

vo ice s  on th e  p o rch ; th en  h e  saw  D a n ie l 

F ra z e r  s ta lk in g  a w a y  u n d er th e  sp ru ces, 
lo o k in g  s tra ig h t a h e a d , a n d  N e ll ru n n in g  
a fte r  h im  and ta k in g  h is  arm  to lead  him  

b a c k  to  th e  house.

In  th e  o th er d irectio n  w en t the  sy n d ica te  
p a ir , too  in te n t in an a rgu m en t to  n o te  

th a t  th e y  p assed  close  to  S tev e.

“  D o n ’t  b e  s o ft ,”  L a ir d  w a s  sa y in g . 
“  W h e r e ’s y o u r  n e r v e ? ”

H o tly  L u tw e ll a n sw ered : “  S o ft, p e r d i­
tio n ! L o o k  a t  the  h a rm  w e ’v e  d o n e !”

“  Q u e e r ta lk  from  th a t p a ir  o f  b u z z a r d s ,”  

th o u g h t S te v e  a s  h e  m ad e for the  house.

J a n e t ’s go ld en  h e a d  w as  b u ried  in  her 
arm s on th e  tab le . N e ll en tered  w ith  her 

fa th e r, gu id ed  h im  to  h is  e a s y  c h a ir  am o n g 
h is  b o o k sh e lv e s, an d  p lea d ed  w ith  him  a s  a 
m o th er to a  ch ild .

“  D o n ’t  fee l a n g ry , dear. I t  isn ’t re a lly  
an in su lt. I t ’s o n ly  th e  w a y  o f  th e ir  
w o r ld .”

“  B u t , N e llie , fo r them  n o t to k n o w  th e  
k in d  o f  m an 1 am ! ”

S h e  stro k e d  h is  g r a y  h ead . H e  p u sh e d  
a w a y  h er g e n tle  h an d s.

“  D o n ’t , ”  h e  said . ”  D o n 't , p lea se. I  

m u s tn ’t b e  so o th ed . I should  be  a  m an . 
I  sh o u ld  o rd er th em  o ff the  p la c e .”

A t  th e  d o o r L u tw e ll a p p ea red . S o m e­

th in g  v e r y  lik e  rem o rse  w a s  w ritte n  on h is  

b ro w . B e fo re  h e  co u ld  sp e a k  L a ir d  cam e 
fro m  b e h in d  a n d  d rew  him  a w a y .

F ra ze r , h a v in g  risen  to co n fro n t th e  m an  
a t  the door, lo o k ed  aro im d  in a  d a ze d  m a n ­
n er a t  N e ll , v ig ila n t  b esid e  h im , a t  J a n e t, 

g a z in g  u p - te a r fu lly  fro m  the  tab le , an d  a t  
S te v e  B row n , s ta n d in g  b y  to  h e lp  a n d  n o t 
k n o w in g  h o w  to  b egin .

“  I — I m u st lie  d o w n ,”  said  D a n ie l 
F ra ze r.

T h e y  h e lp ed  h im  a cro ss  th e  room  to  the  
co u ch . H e  slep t e ve n  b e fo re  th e y  h ad  

p la ce d  a  p illo w  u n d e r h is  h ead . N e ll  c o v ­
ered  h im  w ith  a  b la n k e t  a n d  said , a s  th e y  
lo o k ed  d ow n  a t  h im : *  H e  h a s  n ev er been

lik e  th is  b efo re . C a n  it be a  s t r o k e ? ”

“  D o c  H a m ilto n  s a y s  sleep  is th e  b e st 

m ed icin e  th e re  is .”  S te v e  to ld  h er, fin d in g  
no b e tte r  co m fo rt to  offer.

A  q u ie t v o ic e  sp o k e  b eh in d  them .

A r th u r  L a ird , su b d u ed  a n d  g ra v e , h a d  
com e in.

“ I t  m a y  b e  a  good  th in g  for h im , th is  
u p s e t .”  he said . I k n e w  o f a  ca se— ”

“  Y o u r  s y m p a th y  co m es la te ,”  N e ll 
b ro k e  in.

H is  g la n ce  w an d ered  u n e a s ily  from  h er 
b u rn in g  face  to th e  fo rm  on th e  co u ch , 

then  h e  tu rn ed  on h is  heel an d  w en t o u t o f  
th e  room .

“  S t e v e ! ”

F ler y o u n g  m an  h a d  fo llo w ed  L a ir d
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s w ift ly  to the  d oor. A t  her co m m a n d  h e  

cam e b a c k .
“  T h e se  m en a re  o u r g u e s ts ,’ - she c a u ­

tioned.
H e  w en t ou t, a n y w a y . L a ird  seem ed to  

h a v e  w a ited  fo r him . T h e  tw o  e y e d  e a ch  

o th er u p  a n d  dow n.
•• Y o u  a re  a  frien d  o f the  fa m ily , I  ta k e  

i t , "  said  L a ird .
A  b e tte r frie n d  th a n  so m e ,”  said  S tev e .

“  D o n ’t  be  too  sure o f th a t ,”  w as th e  c ity  

m a n ’s cool reto rt.
I t  w as  u p o n  S te v e 's  to n g u e  to  d em an d  

w h a t the  stra n g ers  h a d  m ean t b y  p ro p o sin g  

so m eth in g  to F ra ze r  th a t  h a d  b ro u g h t tears  
o f  sham e to  N e l l ’s eyes. B u t  L a ir d ’s q u ie t  

tone d isarm ed  w ra th  as h e  said :
“  A  p a th e tic  ca se , F r a z e r ’s. R e m in d s  m e 

o f  one in m y  w ife ’s fa m ily . C h a p  cam e 

h o m e from  th e  w ar w ith  h is  p e rso n a lity  in  

ra gs . P h y s ic a lly  a n d  m e n ta lly  h e  w as  
so u n d  a s  a  d o llar . P s y c h o lo g ic a lly  h e  w a s  

a  w re ck , lik e  p o or F ra ze r. W ill y o u  

s m o k e ? ”
L a ir d  held  o u t an  o p en ed  c ig a r  case.

”  N o .”
“  Y o u  w ere  in the  s e n d e e ? ”

“  Y e s .”
"  T h e n  y o u  k n o w  a b o u t shell sh o ck . 

W e ll, th is  ch a p  g o t o v e r  h is. th a n k s  to  a n  

em otion al jo lt  su ch  a s  F ra ze r  h a s h a d  th is  

a fte rn o o n .”
S te v e ’s  e y e s  rested  on a  s e rv ic e  b u tto n  

on  L a ir d ’s la p e l.
‘ ‘ A  re la tiv e  o f y o u rs , y o u  s a y ? ”
“  M y  w ife ’s s is te r ’s b ro th e r-in -la w .”

A ro u n d  a  co rn er o f  th e  h o u se  L u tw e ll 

ca m e b u stlin g , w ith  d ete rm in a tio n  in  h is  

fa c e  a n d  m an n er. H e  m a d e  fo r  th e  door, 

b u t  L a ir d  in te rce p te d  h im , led  h im  dow n  

th e  h ill to  th e  g a rd en , a n d  k e p t  h im  th ere  
in  v ig o ro u s  ta lk  u n til J a n e t ra n g  th e  su p p e r 

b ell.

C H A P T E R  I V .

A BARGAIN.

AF T E R  s u p p e r— a  stiff a n d  s ilen t m eal, 
d u rin g  w h ich  D a n ie l F ra z e r  c o n tin ­

ued a sle ep  on  th e  c o u c h — S te v e  

B ro w n  re p aired  to  a  b ig  ro c k  u n d er th e

sp ru ce s , an d  th ere  sa t d ow n  to  b ro o d  o ve r 
th e  m isfo rtu n e s  o f  h is  frien d s.

W h a t  h a d  L a ir d  m e an t b y  h is  ta lk  o f 

shell sh o c k ?  T h e  ch a p  he m en tio n ed  w as 

h is  w ife ’s s is te r ’s b ro th e r-in -la w . W a s  L a ir d  
ta lk in g  a b o u t h im se lf?  B u t  w h a t  h a d  shell 

sh o ck  to do w ith  th e  p re se n t m a tte r?  

D a n ie l F ra z e r  h a d  n ot b een  in the  w a r. 
H e  w a s  ju s t  a  h a lf-s ic k , b ro k en  old  m an.

S w a r th y  M ig u e l d r ifte d  n ea r w ith  th e  
m ilk  p ail on h is  arm .

■ ' M e e ste r  S te v e , n o w .”

-  Y e s , M ik e .”

Is  it so th a t  w e  go n e  b e  re a c h ? ”
“  N o t  r ig h t a w a y , M ik e . D o n ’t  o rd er 

y o u r  p ian o  y e t .”

K B u t  h o w  ca n  th a t  b e ?  I h e a r  them  
s a y  it  is m a y b e  w o rth  m eellio n s, o u r 
c la im .”

"  Y o u  h e a rd  th em  sa y  t h a t ? ”

“  Y e s . W h e n  th e y  w as a t  th e  fo rg e  th ese  

a fte rn o o n  I  co m e q u ie t  to  g e t  m y  file  fo r 
sh a rp  m y hoe. M a y b e  th a t  I  le e s te n .”

So th ese  sm o o th  o n es w h o  p re te n d ed  
fr ie n d sh ip  fo r  F ra ze r  w ere  p ra c t ic in g  u p o n  

h im  th e  u su a l ta c t ic s  o f  g r e e d y  in ve sto rs . 
T h e ir  ta lk  o f  ta k in g  h is  m in e o ff h is  h a n d s 
a s  a  k in d n ess  w as b u n k u m . T h e y  w o u ld  

b u y  th e  p ro p e r ty  fo r  a  s o n g — an d it w as 
w orth  m illio n s.

“  J u s t  w h a t d id  th e y  s a v  a b o u t it,
M ik e ? ”

”  T h e y  s a y  it is  o n ly  n eed  to sh o w  w h a t 
th e  m in e  can  d o , th en  p la n ta  reech  m en  

w ill b e  c r a z y  to  b u y  heem . T h e y  s a y  it is 

b e e g  co m p an ies  in  F ra n c e  th a t is n ow  
a fr a id  o f  R u ss ia  a n d  g o t  to  h a v e  m in es 
som e o th er p la c e .”

“  W h a t  e ls e ? ”

"  T h e  lee tle  fa t  one, h e  s a y  w h a t go o d  

is a  m eellion  d o lla r  to  a  m an  if  h e  is a lw a y s  
go n e  b e  a  n u t. A n d  th e n  th e y  ta lk  see ck  

so ld iers, a n d  h o w  M e e s te r  F r a z e ’ w a s  a  

b eeg  m an  o n ce, a n d  g o t lo ts  fr ie n d s  y e t  
w h ere  h e  le e v e  lo n g  a go . A n d  so m eth een g  

w ill b e  a c r u e lty  to  h is g ir ls , b u t  y e t  it  
m u st n o t do to  te ll th em , fo r  th e y  w o u ld  
s a y  n o .”

W ith  a  so u lfu l s igh  M ig u e l e n d ed : " I
te ll N i t a  th e y  a re  g o n e  b e  k in d  to  heem , 

gon e b u y  th e  m in e. A n d  y o u  s a y  n o t ? ”  

S h a k in g  h is  h ead , h e  w e n t a w a y  to  h is  
e v e n in g  ch ores.
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H is  d isclo su res, a lth o u g h  in co h eren t, co n ­

firm ed S te p h e n ’s e stim a te  o f  the  sy n d ica te  

p a ir . A t  le a s t  th ese  sh a rp ers  a d m itte d  th a t 

th e  lod e h a d  im m ense v a lu e . H e re  w a s  a  

l i t t le  so lace  fo r N e ll.
A n o th e r co m fo rte r , it seem ed, a w a ite d  

her in th e  sp ru ce  gro v e . L a ir d  sp o k e  from  

th e  sh a d o w s as she s lip p ed  a w a y  fro m  the 

house.
“  M is s  F ra ze r, m a y  I h a v e  a  w o r d ? "

“  S u r e ly ."
H is  m an n er w a s  c o u rte o u s  a n d  co n cern ed . 

“  I  w a n t to h in t to  y o u , M is s  F ra ze r , th a t  

th ere  w a s  a  reason  b e h in d  w h a t h ap p e n e d  
th is  a fte rn o o n . T h e r e  w ill b e  an o th e r 

o ffe r .’ ’
“  A  h a z y  h o p e, d o n ’t y o u  th in k . M r. 

L a ird , to  h o ld  ou t to  a  m an  w h ose  h eart 

y o u ’v e  b r o k e n ? "
"  T h in g s  a r e n ’t w h a t th e y  see m ,’ ’ he p e r ­

sisted . “  L u tw e ll ’s p e cu lia r . D o n ’t ta k e  

h im  too s e r io u s ly .’ ’
•• I  d o n ’t — a n y  m o re ,”  sa id  N e ll.
U p o n  th e  b o w ld e r u n d er th e  e ve rg ree n s  

she settled  w e a rily  b e sid e  h er o th er s y m ­

p a th iz e r , the  lo w ly  S tev e  B ro w n . H e c o v ­

ered  h er h an d  w ith  his.
“  P o o r c h ild ,”  h e  said .
“  N o w  th a t  w e  b o th  are  p oor, do y o u  

feel b e t te r ? ”  she a sk ed  w ith  a  sigh.
T h e y  co m p ared  n o te s  on th e  tr ia ls  o f  the 

d a y .
”  W h a t  w as  th e ir  p ro p o s itio n ,”  h e  a sk ed , 

“  th a t ra sp ed  y o u r  fa th e r  s o ? ”
“  S te v e , th e y  a sk e d  h im  if  h e  w o u ld  lik e  

to  le t h is  lo d e  b e  u sed  in  a  s to c k -se llin g  
c a m p a ig n — a  sw in d le  t h a t ’s ju s t  w ith in  the  

la w .”

“  I t  w a s  ro tten  a d v ic e , N e ll. Y o u  p eo p le  
m u s tn ’t  h a v e  a n y  m o re  d e a lin g s  w ith  these 

c r o o k s .”
“  M r . L a ird  h in ted  ju s t  n ow  th a t  th e y  

w o u ld  m a k e  u s a n o th e r o ffe r .”

“  P u t  them  o ff ,”  said  S tev e . “  G iv e  m e 
tim e  to go  to D e n v e r  an d  d ra g  a co u p le  o f 

m illio n a ire s  u p  h ere . Y o u  d o n ’t h a v e  to  do  

b u sin ess  w ith  p ik e r s .”

“  P a p a  h a s  tried  D e n v e r , S te v e .”

“  M a y b e  h e  w a s  a  p o o r s a le sm a n .”

S h e  g ra n te d  th a t  re a d ily . H e r fa th e r ’s 

ce d e  o f  e th ic s  w a s  th a t  o f  th e  p ro fessio n a l 

m a n ; h e  d rea d ed  th e  n otio n  a d v e rtis in g  

a n y  p ro d u c t o f  h is  ow n .

“  B u t  m in in g  is a  b u s in e ss ,”  o b je c te d  

S te v e . “  Y o u  can  a d v e rtise  a  b u sin ess, c a n ’t 

y o u ?  D id  I d e b a se  m y s e lf  w h en  I  a d v e r­
tised  th e  H o n e y m a n  p o st-h o le  d ig g e r ? ”

“ N o , S te v e ; b u t y o u  k n o w  p a p a . M r . 
L u tw e ll sp o k e  o f  b u y in g  p a g e s  in S u n d a y  

n ew sp a p e rs  to  tell a b o u t o u r p ro sp ect. I t  
h u rt  p a p a  as m u ch  a s  the  te m p ta tio n  to  be  

d ish o n e st."
T h e  so n g o f  th e  m o u n ta in  cre e k  w a s  a l­

m ost a  d irge  to -n ig h t, an d  th e  tip s  o f  th e  
sp ru ce  b o u g h s  s w a y e d  in th e  b re eze  lik e  
fu n era l p lu m es. T h r o u g h  th e  g loom  sto le  

J a n e t to  ta k e  h e r p la ce  w ith  th e  m ourners.
“  Is  h e  still a s le e p ? "  N e ll q u eried .
“  Y e s , s is te r .”

“  W h a t  m ad e y o u  le a v e  h im ? ”
“  M r . L u tw e ll a sk ed  to  s it  b esid e  h im  a 

w h ile— a n d  I d id n ’t w a n t to  s it b esid e  M r. 
L u tw e ll .”

“  W e  m ust go  b a c k  in a  m in u te ,”  said  

N e ll.
T o  th e  fa m ily  d isa p p o in tm e n t J a n e t h a d  

resign ed  h e rse lf e x c e p t in one p a rtic u la r .

“  I can  g iv e  u p  the  b u n g a lo w  in P a s a ­
d e n a ,”  sh e  d e cla red , “  a n d  th e  h o u se b o a t 
in F lo rid a , a n d  th e  v o y a g e  to  E u ro p e . B u t  

h o w  ca n  I lo o k  B il ly  W a tk in s  in  th e  face  

a g a in , a fte r  m y  b ra g g in g  la s t  S u n d a y ? ”
H e r s is te r s y m p a th iz e d . “  P o o r J a n et. 

A  little  m a g n ific en ce  w ou ld  h a v e  p lea sed  h er 
so. S h e ’s o n ly  n in eteen , y o u  k n o w .”

S te v e  o ffered  b ro th e r ly  cou n sel. “  J a n et, 

m y  ch ild , if  B ill  W a tk in s  e v e r  s a y s  p la tin u m  

to  y o u , ju s t  y o u  s a y  m u les  to  h im — ”
A n d  th e n , th in k in g  o f the  W a tk in s  m ules, 

h e  b e g a n  to  h e a r  a  w h isp e r o u t o f  h is  in n er 
co n scio u sn ess, o r w h e re v e r  it  is  th a t  a tta c k s  

o f  in sp ira tio n  h a v e  th e ir start.

H e  s p ra n g  u p  from  th e  ro ck  so v ig o ro u s ly  
th a t  J a n e t a sk e d : “  W h a t  s tu n g  y o u ,

S t e v e ? ”

“  A n  id e a ,”  h e  an sw ered  fie rce ly . “  K e e p  
still. L e t  m e th in k ."

T h e y  k e p t  s till a n d  le t h im  th in k . T h e  
sp ru ce  b o u g h s  ceased  th e ir  so m b er to ssin g, 

a n d  th e  cre e k  seem ed  to  liv e n  its  tu n e  as h e  
tra m p ed  u p  a n d  d ow n  b e fo re  th e  ro ck . H is  

p a c e  in creased  a s  th e  id e a  fa sten e d  its  h o ld  
up on  him .

F ro m  h is  p o c k e t  h e  p u lle d  a  k n ife , a  

to b a c c o  p lu g , a n d  fif ty - f iv e  ce n ts  in  s ilver. 

S c o r n fu lly  h e  g la re d  a t  th is  m eag er w e a lth .



512 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

“  A ll I  ca n  o ffe r !— a n d  I  w a n t to lease  

y o u r  m in e  fo r  six  m o n th s .”

H e  g a v e  th e  y o u n g  w om en  a  g lim p se  o f 

th e  liv e ly  th o u g h t th a t p ossessed  h im . H e  
show ed th em  th e  id le  m ules a t  th e  W a tk in s  
ran ch , the  fie ld  o f  ru stin g  d u m p  ca rts  b e ­

h in d  Z e k e  P e lh a m ’s l iv e r y  sta b le , th e  d o zen s 
o f  go o d  fe llo w s o f  h is  o w n  a ge  w h o w ere  

o u t  o f  w o rk  in  the  d is tr ic t ;  an d  Sam  
S c h w a rtz ’s lit t le  sm eltin g  p la n t s tru g g lin g  

a lo n g  a t h a lf  tim e  b e lo w  th e  B o u lto n  fre ig h t 
y a r d .

“ I f  w e  co u ld  g e t u p  a  c o o p e ra tiv e  c o m ­
p a n y — ”

“  S t e v e ! ”  cried  N e ll in  w on d er. “  I  b e ­
lie v e — ”

“  So do I , ”  said  J a n et.
“  W o r k ?  O f  co u rse  it ’ll w o r k ,”  h e  d e­

c la re d . “  T h e r e ’s n o th in g  b u t  w o rk  in it. 
N o  m illio n aires, no sy n d ica te s , no p ro m o ters  

ta k in g  th e ir  s lice. N o  h e lp  w a n te d  fro m  

th em ! J u st la b o r— m an  la b o r a n d  m u le  
la b o r— e a rn in g  its  w a y  a s  w e  go  a lo n g —  

an d the  m in e all y o u r s ! ”

Q u ic k ly  N e ll sp ok e. “  T h e r e  m u st b e  a  
co n sid era tio n  to bin d  th e  b a rg a in , so w e 
ca n  tell M r . L u tw e ll it is closed . H o w  

m u ch  do y o u  offer u s .”

H e  rem em b ered  a  co u p le  o f L ib e r ty  
B o n d s  a t  h om e, b o u g h t w ith  h is  so ld ier p a y . 

H e  o ffered  them .

“  N o , b u t  ju s t  n o w — ”
S h e ca u g h t a n d  op en ed  h is  h a n d  a n d  

lo o k ed  o ve r h is treasu res. S h e  co u n te d  th e  

s ilver, in sp ected  th e  k n ife . H e r fin gers 
clo sed  u p o n  the  p lu g  o f to b a cco .

“  Y o u  n eed  y o u r  k n ife  a n d  y o u r  m o n ey . 
T h is  h o rrid  th in g  y o u  ca n  sp are. J a n e t, 

y o u  are  a  w itn ess  th a t  I  a c c e p t  it a s  a d ­

v a n c e  p a y m e n t fo r a  s ix -m o n th s ’ lea se  o f  
o u r m in e .”

T h e  lessee s tra ig h te n e d . “  I ’m  n ot fo o l­
in g ,”  sa id  he.

“  N e ith e r  am  I , sir. S h a k e  h a n d s  if  y o u  

m ean  b u s in e ss .”
T h e y  sh o o k  h a n d s  ju s t  a s  th e  so u n d  o f 

D a n ie l F r a z e r ’s v o ic e  ca m e  fro m  th e  hou se. 

H e  w a s  a w a k e — a n d  w id e  a w a k e , if  h is tone 
w a s  a n y  in d icatio n .

N e ll slid  d ow n  fro m  the  ro c k  a n d  sp ed  

a w a y , le a v in g  b eh in d  h e r an  e x c e e d in g ly  

so lem n  y o u n g  m an.

H e r  fa th e r  stoo d  b e fo re  th e  firep la ce , h is

h a n d s  c la sp e d  b e h in d  h im , h is  sh o u ld ers 
b a c k , h is  h e a d  h ig h .

T h e  g le a m  o f  sa rd o n ic  h u m o r in  h is  eyes  
w a s  n ew , an d  so w as th e  d r y  d ra w l in 
w h ich  h e  a d d ressed  A rth u r  L a ird , d o w n ­

c a s t  a n d  a p o lo g e tic  b e fo re  him .

S e ate d  a t  the  ta b le , M r . L u tw e ll lifte d  

a  p e rtu rb e d  h a n d  fo r  a tte n tio n  an d  p a rte d  
h is  lip s to  sp e a k , y e t  w a s  s ilen ced  b y  a  
fro w n  from  the  m an  on th e  h e a rth .

"  S u ch  an  o u tb re a k  a g a in st  v is ito rs  u n d er 
m y  ro o f is in b a d  ta ste , I  k n o w ,”  F ra ze r  

w as sa y in g . "  A t  th e  sam e tim e, I  m u st 
tell y o u , L a ir d , th a t  I  a m  d isgu ste d  w ith  

y o u . M in e r a lo g y  w a s  o n ly  a  side lin e  w ith  
m e, a fte r  a ll. P ro fe ss io n a l h o n o r w a s  the  

m a in  s u b je c t  I  trie d  to  te a c h  y o u . A n d  

y o u  w ere  the  h o n o r m an  o f y o u r  class. Y e t  
y o u  h a v e  fa lle n  so lo w  as to serve  as a 

ja c k a l  fo r th is  w o lf .”

H e  fa v o re d  th e  sq u irm in g  L u tw e ll w ith  
a n o th e r sco w l.

“  I  can  find e x cu se s  fo r h im . H e  w as 
b o rn  a  p ira te  a n d  c a n ’t  h e lp  h im se lf. B u t  

y o u , L a ir d , w ere  bo rn  a  ge n tle m an  an d  e d u ­

c a te d  a s  one, a n d  th e re  ca n  be no excu se  
fo r  y o u .”

H ere  b o th  c u lp r its  sp ok e. T h e ir  sp eech es, 
u tte re d  s im u lta n e o u s ly , n e u tra liz e d  e a ch  

o th e r  a n d  le f t  th e  s itu a tio n  w h ere  it h a d  
b een .

•' I  feel g ra te fu l to y o u , n e v e r th e le ss ,”  
F ra z e r  w en t on c u tt in g ly . “  Som eh o w , 

y o u r  p resen ce  h ere  a n d  y o u r  u n sp e a k a b le  

p ro p o sa l th is  a fte rn o o n  h a v e  don e m e go o d , 
th o u g h  n o t, p erh a p s, in th e  w a y  y o u  ‘in ­

ten d e d  to— er— do m e g o o d . Y o u r  v is it  
h a s  been  m o st s t im u la tin g .”

H e  saw  h is  d a u g h te r, w id e -e y e d , lis te n ­
in g  a t  th e  d o o rw a y .

“  N e llie , th ese  gen tlem en  w ill be  g o in g  

b a c k  to  B o u lto n  in  th e  m o rn in g. W ill y o u  

sp ea k  to  S tep h e n  a b o u t  it , a n d  see th a t  
th e y  h a v e  b re a k fa s t  a t d a y b r e a k ? ”

C H A P T E R  V.
A T H E O R Y .

A  M A N  rem em b ers h is  first su ccess  a  
lo n g  w h ile , a n d  n e v e r  q u ite  lo ses  

fa ith  in  th e  m eth o d s b y  w h ich  he w on  

it. F irs t  su ccess is a  h o ly  an d  w o n d e rfu l
2 A
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th in g , lik e  f irs t  lo v e . T h e re fo r e , h a d  S te v e  
B r o w n  a lw a y s  th o u g h t  h ig h ly  o f  h ifriself a s  

a n  a d v e rtis in g  e x p e rt, e v e r  s in c e  h is  d a y s  o f 

m a k in g  go o d  w ith  th e  H o n e y m a n  p o st-p o le  

d igg er.
H e  h a d  go n e  to  M a r k  H o n e y m a n  a n d  

sa id : “  M r . H o n e y m a n , I  w a s  in  M id v a le  

y e s te r d a y , a t  M c A ll is te r ’s store . A  fa rm e r 

w a s  lo o k in g  a t  one o f  y o u r  d igg ers, b u t  h e  
b o u g h t o n e  o f  th e  o ld -fa sh io n e d  k in d  a t  la st , 

b ecau se  h e  h a d  seen  th a t  k in d  w o r k , a n d  
h e  n e v e r  h a d  seen  y o u rs . H e  w a n te d  to  ta k e  

y o u r  s to c k  sam p le  o u td o o rs  a n d  t r y  it , a t  
th a t. B u t  y o u  k n o w  M c A llis te r . N o w , M r . 

H o n e y m a n , l is te n .”

T h u s  S te v e  g o t h is  first jo b . In  a  y e a r  

h e  h a d  six te e n  fie ld  a g e n ts , w h o  w o u ld  o p er­

a te  in  c o u n ty  to w n s on  m a rk e t  d a y s  a lo n g  

lin es  la id  d o w n  b y  h im . S e le c tin g  a  sp o t 
n e a r  th e  lo ca l p o st  o ffice , th e  a g e n t  w o u ld  

b ore  h o les  in  th e  e a rth . F a rm e rs  in  la rg e  

n u m b e rs  w o u ld  g a th e r  a ro u n d  to  see  h im  
w o rk , a fte r  w h ic h  th e y  w o u ld  h a ste n  to  th e  
n ea re st h a rd w a re  sh o p  a n d  b u y  H o n e y m a n  

d igg ers.
“  L e t  ’em  see  it  w o r k in g  a n d  t h e y ’ll w a n t 

i t ,”  w a s  h is  go ld en  th e o ry . T h is  th e o r y  h e  

n o w  p u rp o sed  to  b r in g  to  th e  a id  o f  th e  

F ra ze rs .
B u t  h e  d id  n o t te ll th e m  so. T h e y  h a d  a  

co d e  o f  e th ics. T h e y  d id  n o t b e lie v e  in  a d ­

v e rtis in g . T h e y  d id n ’t  k n o w  w h a t  w as  good  

fo r  th em .
T h e  to w n  o f  B o u lto n  w o u ld  p ro b a b ly  

la u g h  a t h im  fo r  tr y in g  to  p ro d u c e  p la tin u m  
b y  m a in  * stre n g th  a n d  a w k w a rd n e ss  a n d  

w ith o u t b e n e fit  o f  c a p ita l. B u t  h e  w o u ld  
b e  d ig g in g  p o st  h o le s  fo r  so m eth in g  m o re  

th a n  th e  h o les. Som e d a y  th e  s ig h t o f  th e  
F r a z e r  m in e in o p era tio n  w o u ld  a t t r a c t  a n  

in ve sto r w ith  a  m illio n  d o llars. T h e n  h e  

w o u ld  h a v e  th e  la u g h  on th e  tow n .
A t  d a w n  D a n ie l F ra z e r  fo u n d  h im  a t  th e  

s tra w -th a tc h e d  sta b le , h a rn essin g  th e  tea m  

in p re p a ra tio n  fo r  re m o v in g  th e  o b n o x io u s  

L u tw e ll S y n d ic a te  fro m  th e  h o m estea d .

“  N e llie  h a s  to ld  m e o f  h er b a rg a in  w ith  

y o u ,”  sa id  th e  o ld  ge n tle m an .

“  Y e s , sir. W ill y o u  stan d  fo r  i t ? ”
T h e  q u e stio n  w a s  s c a rc e ly  n e ce ssa ry , sa v e  

a s  a  c o u rte sy , s in ce  F ra z e r  w a s  a lm o st n e g li­

g ib le  in  th e  d ecisio n s o f  th e  fa m ily .

“  S h e  is th e  b u sin ess  h e a d  o f  th e  h o u se ,”  

3  A

F r a z e r  a n sw ered . "  B u t  I  m u st k n o w  y o u r  

p la n s .”  A n d  w h e n  h e  h a d  h e a rd  a s  m u c h  o f 
th em  a s  w a s  go o d  fo r  h im  to  k n o w , h e  s a id : 

“  A t  le a s t, y o u  w o n ’t  b e  id le  th is  su m m er. 
G o  a h e a d  a n d  see  h o w  fa r  y o u  ca n  g e t .”  

U n c o m m o n ly  b r is k  h e  seem ed  th is  m o rn ­
in g , a n d , a s  h e  s to o d  b y  to  see h is  g u e sts  

off, u n c o m m o n ly  co o l. T h e r e  w a s  n o sa d ­

n ess o f  fa re w e ll w h e n  th e y  e m b a rk e d .
“  W e ll, d o c to r ,”  sa id  L u tw e ll  b re e z ily  

w h e n  h e  w a s  s e ttle d  in th e  s ta g e , “ w e ’re 
g o in g  to  see y o u  a g a in .”

N o  resp o n se  m a d e  F ra ze r . T a l l  a n d  
s tra ig h t  a n d  s te m , h e  w a tc h e d  th e  w a g o n  
ro ll a w a y .

“  N o w , y o u n g  fe llo w ,”  sa id  L u tw e ll  to  

S te v e  a s  th e y  d ro v e  d o w n  th e  ca n o n , “  w ill 
y o u  k in d ly  te ll u s  w h y , w h en  y o u  a re  in  ou r 

e m p lo y , y o u  b u t t  in  on  o u r a ffa irs  a n d  c o r­

n er a  p r o p e r ty  y o u  k n o w  w e  w a n t? ”

“  Y o u  d id n ’t  seem  to  w a n t  i t  v e r y  h a r d ,”  

S te v e  re sp o n d e d , “  so I  p u t  in  a  b id  m y se lf. 
I  h a te  to  see a  go o d  th in g  go  b e g g in g . 

W o rse  y e t ,  I  h a te  to  see  fr ie n d s  o f  m in e  flim - 
fla m m e d .”

H e  th o u g h t  h e  h e a rd  a  c h u c k le  fro m  th e  
b a c k  se a t, a n d  w h e n  h e  lo o k e d  a ro u n d , L a ir d  
w a s  g r in n in g , su re  e n o u g h — grin n in g  a t  

L u tw e ll, w h o , fo r  h is  p a r t , w a s  sco w lin g  
tre m u lo u s ly .

“  O n e  fo r  y o u , u n cle , o ld  b e a n ,”  sa id  

L a ir d , th e n  h e  a d d re sse d  th e  d r ive r.

W h a t  d id  y o u  p a y  fo r  y o u r  lea se , M r . 
B r o w n , i f  th e  q u e stio n  is  a  p ro p e r o n e ? ”

“  A  h e a v y  p r ic e ,”  S te v e  co n fessed . M o re  

th a n  o n c e  s in c e  b r e a k fa s t  h is  h a n d  h a d  w a n ­
d ered  to  h is  to b a c c o  p o c k e t. H e  w a s  n ow  

c h e w in g  a  b it  o f  le a th e r  trim m e d  o ff th e  en d  
o f  a  rein .

“  I f  y o u r  id e a  is to  h o ld  u s  u p ,”  sa id  
L u tw e ll , “  w h a t ’s y o u r  f ig u r e ? ”

“  A s k  m e in  D e c e m b e r , a fte r  w e  h a v e  th e  
o re  ru n n in g .”  W o rd s  th a t  M ig u e l h a d  o v e r­

h e a rd  lin g ered  in  S te v e ’s m e m o ry . “  W e  
o n ly  n eed  to  show7 w h a t th e  m in e  w ill do. 

T h e n  p le n ty  o f p e o p le  w ill w a n t it . D o n ’t 
y o u  th in k  so y o u rs e lf, M r . L u t w e l l? ”

T h e y  m ig h t h a v e  c u t  o u t  th e  W a tk in s  

m u le  ra n ch , fo r  N e ll  h a d  su p p lie d  th e m  w ith  

a  n o o n d a y  lu n ch . B u t  S te v e  h a d  p erson al 
a n d  p re ss in g  b u sin ess  th ere , so th e y  

sto p p ed .

T h e  rh e u m a tic  T h o m a s  W a tk in s  a n d  h is
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b ro a d  son B ill  h e a rd  th e  g re a t  id ea  as e x ­

p o u n d ed  b y  S te v e  a n d  fe ll fo r it  in s ta n tly . 

“ W h y , s u r e ,”  s a id  th e  ra n ch m a n . “  W h a t  

g o o d  a re  th e  co n sa rn ed  c r itte rs  to  u s ? ”
S te v e  h a d  e x p e c te d  h is  p assen ge rs  to  be  

a b o u t a s  co n gen ia l c o m p a n y  fo r  h im  on  th is  

d a y ’s  d r iv e  a s  a  ca rg o  o f  n itro g ly c e r in e , b u t 
th e y  ca m e  th ro u g h  w ith o u t an  exp lo sio n . 

In d e ed , th e ir  lig h t-h ea rte d n e ss  g o t  o n  h is  

n erves.

S tra n ge  it  w a s  th a t m en so b it te r ly  d is ­
a p p o in te d  sh o u ld  in d u lg e  in so n g  a n d  m e rry  
q u ip . Y e t  L u tw e ll a c tu a lly  sa n g  “  T h e  L a s t  

R o se  o f  S u m m er ” m o st fe e lin g ly . A n d  h e  
m en tio n ed  sto m ach  tro u b le  n o t on ce.

T h e y  seem ed cu red  o f  th e ir  g ree d  fo r  
p la tin u m . T h e y  ta lk e d  o f  N e v a d a , a n d  o f 

s ilv e r  a n d  tu n g sten  in te re sts  th e re , a n d  o f  
N e w  Y o r k , w h ere , i t  a p p e a re d , th e y  h a d  

fr ie n d s, b e lo n g e d  to  c lu b s, a n d  p la y e d  g o lf , 

lik e  h o n est fo lk .
O n e  fin a l e ffo rt th e y  m a d e  a s  th e y  d ro v e  

in to  B o u lto n . “ Y o u n g  m a n ,”  s a id  L u tw e ll, 
“  y o u  a re  g o in g  to  n eed  h e lp . N o w  lo o k  

h e re — ”
B u t  S te v e  w a s  d isd a in fu l.
A t  th e  P a la c e  H o te l th e y  g o t d o w n , a n d  

L u tw e ll ’s  p u rse  c a m e  in to  v ie w .

“ T h a t  w ill b e  t h ir ty  d o lla rs  fo r  th e  t r ip ,”  
sa id  S tev e .

T h e  sy n d ic a te  p re sid e n t co u n te d  o u t  b ills . 
“  T h ir t y  fo r  th e  l iv e r y  s ta b le  a n d  tw e n ty  

fo r  y o u ,”  sa id  he. “  O h , d o n ’ t  be a  c h u m p ,”  
h e  ad d ed  w h en  S te v e  w o u ld  h a v e  d e clin e d  

th e  p r in c e ly  tip . “  In  th e  m in in g  g a m e  
y o u  n e v e r  k n o w  w h e n  a  l i t t le  re serve  m a y  

co m e h a n d y .”
W e ll p lea sed  w ith  h is  p a r t in g  sh o t, M r . 

L u tw e ll w a d d le d  in to  the  la ir  o f  th e  p o iso n ­

ou s coffee.
T h e  q u e erest p a ir  o f  sh a rk s  th e y  w ere  

th a t  S te v e  h a d  e v e r  ru n  acro ss. H e  w a s  still 

p o n d e rin g  th e ir  q u e ern e ss  w h en  h e  w e n t 
fo rth , a fte r  su p p e r, to  co n d u c t th e  th ird  

m o v e  in  h is  n ew  u n d e rta k in g .

H e  h a d  lea sed  th e  m in e fro m  th e  F ra ze rs . 

H e  w a s  a ssu red  o f  a ll th e  m u le  p o w e r h e  
co u ld  u se . H is  n e x t step  w a s  to  secu re  th ose  

id le  d u m p  c a r ts  o f  th e  b a n k ru p t  irr ig a tio n  

c o m p a n y , ru stin g  b e h in d  Z e k e  P e lh a m ’s 

b a m . A n d  th is  w a s  l ik e ly  to  b e  th e  to u g h ­

est ta s k  o f  a ll;  fo r  th e  re ce iv e r  fo r  th e  irr i­
g a tio n  c o m p a n y  w a s  th a t e xce lle n t c itize n ,

th a t  sh in in g  e x a m p le  o f  in d u strio u s  p ro b ity , 

A . P . H o rn e r, w h o  h a d  v o lu n te e re d , a s  a  

n e ig h b o r a n d  fr ie n d  o f  th e  F ra z e rs , to  find 
c a p ita l fo r  th e m ; w h o  h a d  in d ee d  w ritten , 
a t  th e ir  su g g estio n , to  th e  L u tw e ll S y n d ic a te  
in  N e w  Y o r k , o m ittin g  m u ch  v ita l in fo rm a ­

tion .

W ith  m isg iv in g s  S te v e  a p p ro a ch e d  the  

H o rn e r resid en ce , th e  h a n d so m e st h o u se  fa c ­

in g  th e  c o u r t  h o u se  sq u a re . M rs . H o rn e r, 
a  p a le  w o m a n  w h o  h a d  n e v e r  th r iv e n  in 

th e  sh a d o w  o f  h e r  h u s b a n d ’s  g rea tn e ss, w as 
re s tin g  on  th e  p ia z z a  a n d  w a tc h in g  B ru c e , 

th e  m odel son , t ie  u p  th e  crim so n  ra m b ler. 
M r . H o rn e r, th e y  s a id , w a s  a ro u n d  in th e  

s id e  y a r d .
R e e lin g  u p  th e  la w n  h o se, a n d  tu rn in g  

th e  reel v e r y  s lo w ly  so th a t  e v e r y  la s t  d rop  
o f  th e  w a te r  m ig h t ru n  o u t, M r . H o rn e r 

s ta r te d  a t  th e  fo o t fa ll  b e h in d  h im . H e  

seem ed  a n n o y e d  to  b e  c a u g h t  in  th e  v is ib le  
e n jo y m e n t o f  a  p a rs im o n io u s  a c tio n . H e  

h a d  b o u g h t  th a t  la w n  h o se  in  18 99.
“  Y e s ,”  h e  c o n fe ssed , “  I ’m  re ce ive r. I f  

i t ’s  a  jo b  y o u  w a n t, th e re ’s  n o th in g  d o in g  
th is  su m m e r.”

“  T h e n  w h a t  a b o u t  th ose  c o m p a n y  d u m p  
c a r ts  a n d  th e  h a rn ess  th a t  goes w ith  ’em ? 

C a n  th e y  b e  b o u g h t o r  r e n te d ? ”

M r . H o m e r  g a v e  th e  in q u ire r  a  sh arp , 
le a n  lo o k  o f  d isp lea su re  a n d  w en t on  reelin g  

u p  th e  hose. “  W h o  w a n ts  ’e m ? ”  h e  a sk ed .

“  I  d o ? ”
“  W h a t  f o r ? ”

A s  th e  a p p lic a n t  s ta te d  h is  a im s a n d  in ­
ten tio n s, M r . H o r n e r ’s  in d iffe re n ce  tu rn ed  

to  a m azem en t.
“  Y o u ’v e  lea sed  th e  F r a z e r  m in e ? ”  he 

cried . “  Y o u ?  B u t  y o u  c a n ’t  d o  it. T h e y  
c a n ’t  le t  y o u  h a v e  it. T h e y — ”

T h o u g h  g r e a t ly  a g ita te d , h e  co n tro lled  
h im self.

“  W h e r e ’d y o u  g e t  th e  m o n e y ?  W h o ’s 
b e h in d  y o u ? ”  h e  dem an d ed .

S te v e  to ld  h im  m ore. I t  w a s  to  b e  a  
c o o p e ra tiv e  sch em e a n d  fin a n ce  its e lf  from  

its  e arn in gs. T w o  m o n th s, o r th re e  a t  th e  
o u ts id e , w o u ld  see m o n e y  co m in g  in . A ll  

h e  a sk e d  w a s  cre d it  e n o u g h  to  s ta r t.

B u t  H o rn e r sh o o k  h is  h e ad . “  T o o  v is ­

io n a ry , S tep h e n . L ife  is  n o  fa ir y  ta le . Y o u  

c a n ’t a sk  b u sin ess  m e n  to  h e lp  y o u  w h en  

y o u  d o n ’t r isk  a  ce n t y o u r s e lf .”
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“  I ’m  risk in g  m y  s w e a t,”  sa id  S te v e , 
“  a n d  I ' i l  f in d  fo r ty  o th e r  fe llo w s  w h o ’ll  

r is k  th e irs . D a n ie l  F r a z e r  is  r is k in g  h is  
o re , a n d  W a tk in s  is  p u tt in g  in  h is  m u les. 

N o w  i f  y o u  w ill  le t  go  o f  th o se  o arts, w e ’l l  
m a k e  ’em  e a rn  m o n e y  fo r  y o u .”

“  A ft e r  a  m o n th  o n  th a t  p la te a u  ro a d , 
h o w  m a n y  o f  o u r c a r ts  w ill  b e  l e f t ? ”

“  W e ’re g o in g  to  m e n d  th a t  r o a d ,”  S te v e  
p lea d ed .

“  N o ,”  said  H o rn e r  c u r t ly . “  I ’m  n o t 
im p ressed . B u t  I  e x p e c t  y o u  -can g e t  b a c k ­
in g  fro m  y o u r  go o d  fr ie n d  Z e k e  P e lh a m , 

c a n ’t  y o u ? ”

H e  a sk ed  it  in v id io u s ly , th e n  tru n d le d  
h is  h o se  reel a w a y  to  th e  g a ra g e .

C o m in g  o u t  a n d  fin d in g  h is  v is ito r  d e ­

p a rte d , h e  w e n t a ro u n d  in  fro n t a n d  to ld  
h is  w ife  a n d  B r u c e  th a t  S te p h e n  B r o w n  

h a d  b e g u n  to  fee l th e  d iv in e  re tr ib u tio n  
th a t  soon  o r  la te  o v e rta k e s  w ild  y o u n g  m en  
w h o  sq u a n d e r th e  g o ld e n  h o u rs  o f  y o u th .

“  W h a t  d id  h e  w a n t, p a p a ? ”  a sk e d  B ru c e .

“  T h e  fo o l s a y s  h e  h a s  lea sed  o ld  F r a z e r ’s  

p la tin u m  m in e .”
“  B u t  h e  c a n ’t  d o  t h a t ,”  cr ied  th e  m o d el 

so n . “  T h e  F ra z e rs  p u t  th e ir  m in e  in  y o u r  

h a n d s, d id n ’t  t h e y ? ”
“  T h e y  d id , y e s ;  b u t  w e  k e p t  th in g s  on 

a  frie n d sh ip  b a sis . T h e r e  w a s  n o w r it in g .”

B r u c e  s a t  d o w n  o n  th e  p ia z z a  s tep s a n d  

la u g h e d . H e  la u g h e d  so  h a rd  th a t  S te v e  
B r o w n  h e a rd  h im  c le a r  a cro ss  th e  c o u rt­

h o u se  sq u a re .
“ H o w  ric h ! H o w  u n u tte r a b ly  r i c h ! ”  

scre a m ed  tfre H o rn e r  so n  a n d  h e ir. “  P a p a  

sch e m es to  t ire  o ld  F r a z e r  o u t a n d  th e n  
b u y  a  h a lf  in te re st in  th e  m in e  fo r  th ir ty  
c e n ts . A n d  S te v e  B r o w n  c u ts  a ro u n d  h im  

a n d  ru n s  o ff w ith  it. W h o o p e e !”
“  B r u c e  d e a r ,”  ca u tio n e d  M r s . H o rn e r, 

“  w h a t w ill th e  n e ig h b o rs  th in k ? ”
S co rn fu l w a s  A . P . H o r n e r ’s re to r t  to  h is  

d e ris iv e  o ffsp rin g . “  I f  y o u  h a d  a  sp in e  in  
y o u r  b a c k , y o u  w o u ld  g o  a fte r  N e llie  

F r a z e r  a n d  g e t  h e r, a n d  th e  m in e  a lo n g  w ith  
h er, a n d  th en — ”

“  A n d  th e n ,”  B r u c e  fin ish ed , “  y o u  w o u ld  
n o t h a v e  to  p lo t  to  g e t  it  som e o th e r  w a y . 
P a p a , as I ’v e  to ld  y o u  a ll a lo n g , y o u  m a k e  
m e  s ic k .”

W h ic h  sh o w s u s th a t  som e son s a re  n o t 

a lw a y s  a s  m od el a s  th e  n e ig h b o rs  su p p o se .

N o r  a re  sh in in g  e x a m p le s  o f  co m m e rc ia l 

p r o b ity  a lw a y s  in v u ln e ra b le  to  cr itic is m , 
a s  a n  e p is id e  la te r  in  th e  e v e n in g  w a s  to  

d em o n stra te .

A n  e v e r  r e a d y  a n d  h o s p ita b le  re fu g e  fo r  
th e  a fflic ted  w a s  Z e k e  P e lh a m ’s  l iv e r y  s ta ­
b le , P e o p le  w rin k le d  th e ir  n o se s w h e n  to ld  

t h a t  P e lh a m  w a s  th e  b e st  fr ie n d  th a t  d ow n - 

a n d -o u te rs  h a d  in  th e  d is tr ic t . T h e y  a sk e d  
i f  h e  h a d  been, so a ltr u is t ic  in  th e  d a y s  w h e n  
h e  w a s  su sp e cte d  o f  h o ld in g  u p  s ta g e  coach-, 
es in  th e  P o u d re  R iv e r  c o u n try . B u t  lo w ly  

fo lk  in  tro u b le  w e re  n o t  so c r itic a l.
T h is  e v e n in g  Z e k e  P e lh a m  lo u n g e d  in  h is  

o ffice  ch a ir , w ith  h is  fe e t  o n  h is  c lu tte re d  
o ld  d e sk ; a  la n k  sp h in x  o f  a  m a n  w ith  a  

g a m e  e y e , a  m a g n ific e n t p a ir  o f  m u sta ch e s, 
d y e d  j e t  b la c k , a n d  a  s to g ie  th a t  m a tc h ed  
th o se  h irs u te  a d o rn m en ts  in  %fc>lor, H e  

s q u in te d  h is  go o d  e y e  a t  a  p r in t  on  th e  
w a ll, a  p ic tu re  o f  th e  la te  S u n o l, a  ra c e  
h o rse , a n d  p u ffed  th o u g h tfu lly  a t  th e  b la c k  
s to g ie  a s  h e  lis te n e d  to  c e rta in  b it te r  re ­
m a rk s  fro m  S tep h e n  B ro w n  a n e n t dump-; 
ca rts .

“ H u h ! ”  h e  g ru n te d  a t  th e  e n d  o f  th e  
s to r y .

R e a c h in g  fo r  th e  te le p h o n e  a n d  s ta tio n in g  
it  o n  h is  d ia p h ra g m , h e  g a v e  a  n u m b er, 

c o c k e d  h is  s to g ie  a t  a  s in fu l a n g le , a n d  
w a ite d . H e  n e v e r  m o v e d  a n y  m o re  th a n  

h e  c o u ld  h e lp . H e  h a d  b u lle ts  in  h im , p e o p le  
said .

“  M r s . H o r n e r?  L ik e  ta lk  y o u r  h u sb a n d , 
p le a s e .”

H is  v o ic e  h a d  th e  q u a lity  o f  th e  fo o t-  
p e d a l n o te s  o f  a  p ip e  o rgan .

“  H o rn e r, th is  P e lh a m . A b o u t  th o se  
c a r ts .”

A  p au se .

“  Y e s , y e s — I  k n o w  a ll a b o u t th a t . B u t  
lis te n  h e re .”

A n o th e r  p au se .

“  S u re  h e  o u g h t to  go  to  w o rk . I f  h e  
d o n ’t  w o rk  h e  d o n ’t  e a t. Y e t  so o n ’s  h e  

fin d s a  jo b  y o u  p la y  d o g  in  th e  m a n g e r ,”
C o n s e r v a tiv e  so u n d s  fro m  th e  re ce ive r.
“  I  d o n ’t  g iv e  a  b la n k  d ash  a b o u t  th a t. 

I ’m  n o t ta lk in g  b u sin ess; I ’m  ta lk in g  re ­

lig io n . S a y , do  y o u  c a ll i t  fa ir  fo r  a  sh in in g  
lig h t lik e  y o u  to  le t  a  s h a d y  c h a ra c te r  lik e  

m e  do a ll th e  w e lfa r e  w o r k  t h a t ’s  d on e in  
th is  to w n ? ”
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D ig n ifie d  ton es fro m  th e  p a r t y  o f  th e  sec­

o n d  p a rt.
“  S o  t h a t ’s h o w  y o u  fe e l, e h ?  N o t  t a k ­

in g  in stru ctio n  fro m  m e, e h ?  T h e n  I  g u ess  

I ’ll h a v e  to  b re a th e  a  l i t t le  w o rd  to  y o u  
th a t  I  b een  s a v in g  u p  fo r tw o , th ree  y e a rs . 
A  so rt o f  d istre ss  s ig n a l, H o rn e r, in  th e  

G ra n d  L o d g e  o f  E r r in g  S in n e rs  o f  th e  
W o rld . A  stre e t  n u m b e r in  D e n v e r . W a n t  

h e a r  i t ? ”

R a u c o u s  v ib r a tio n s  o v e r  th e  w ire .
“  O h , su re— su re  i t ’s a  lie . T h e s e  stories 

a lw a y s  a re . A ll  th e  sam e, h a d n ’t  y o u  b e t ­

te r  ta k e  o n e  m o re  q u ic k  th in k  a b o u t th is  

d u m p -c a rt  p ro p o sitio n ?  S ’p o se  y o u  do, 
H o rn e r. G ’ n ig h t .”

P e lh a m  p u t  a sid e  th e  te le p h o n e , re lit  h is  
s to g ie , w in k e d  h is  go o d  e y e  a n d  o b serv e d : 
“  I n  t h is l^ p p e r y  w o rld , m y  b o y , n e v e r  set 

u p  a s  a  m odel o f  p u r ity  u n less  y o u  w e a r 

c le a ts  on  y o u r  sh o e s .”
R e fle c t iv e ly  h e  a d d e d : “  I  ra th e r  th in k

y o u ’ll g e t  th o se  c a r ts .”

T h e  e v e n in g  w a s  y e t  y o u n g . T h e r e  w as  
t im e  fo r  on e m o re  s tro k e  o f b u sin ess  b e fo re  
b e d tim e. S te v e  h a ste n e d  d o w n  A ra p a h o e  

S tre e t  a n d  tu rn e d  in a t  th e  o ffice  o f  th e  
B o u lto n  Weekly Pioneer, M o s e s  L a m b e rt, 
p u b lis h e r ; D ic k  L a m b e rt , e d ito r, re p o rter, 

b u sin ess  m a n a g e r, a n d  a d v e rtis in g  so lic ito r .

I t  wra s  p re ss  n ig h t, a n d  E d ito r  D i c k  w as 
o n  d u ty  co rre c tin g  g a lle y  p ro o fs ; a  b lith e  

y o u n g  m an  w h o se  e y e s  sh on e w ith  th e  l ig h t  

o f  go o d  ch eer, in  sp ite  o f  th e  fa c t  th a t  h is  
le f t  s le e v e  h u n g  e m p ty  a t  h is  side.

“  ’L o , S te v e ,”  said  h e , lo o k in g  u p . 

l “  ’L o , D ic k .  W h e n  d o  w e  g o  to  p re s s ? ”
“  G o in g  in  a  fe w  m in u tes  n ow , S te v e .”
“  P r in t  m e an  a d  on  y o u r  fro n t p a g e , 

w ill  y o u ? ”
B o rro w in g  th e  e d ito r ’s  p e n c il, S te v e  

w ro te :
SERVICE MEN 

LIVE WIRES 
HERE'S JOBS

SEE

S. BROWN 
Pelham’s Barn, Boulton.

“  S in ce  w h e n  h a v e  y o u  h a d  jo b s  to  la v ish , 

a ro u n d ? ”  D i c k  L a m b e rt  d erid ed .
S te v e  to ld  h im  a b o u t  it ;  to ld  h im  m u ch  

m o re  th a n  h e  h a d  to ld  th e  F ra z e rs ;  in  fa c t .

to ld  h im  a ll. D i c k  L a m b e rt  w a s  a  n ew s­

p a p e r m a n , th e re fo re  a  s a fe  m a n  to in tru st 
w ith  a  secret. M o re o v e r , h e  a n d  S te v e  

B r o w n  w e re  fr ie n d s  b e sid e  w h o m  th e  la te  
Damon a n d  Pythias w o u ld  h a v e  lo o k e d  lik e  
m e re  n o d d in g  a cq u a in ta n ce s .

H a v in g  ro b b e d  o rc h a rd s  in  p a rtn e rsh ip  

in  th e ir  in n o ce n t ch ild h o o d , th e y  h a d  n a t­

u r a lly  s tu c k  to g e th e r  in  th e  la rg e r  u n d e r­
ta k in g  o f  c le a n in g  o u t  th e  A rg o n n e  F o re st. 

S in ce  th e n  th e y  h a d  in d u lg e d  in  n o  jo in t  
e x p lo its , fo r  D i c k  h a d  lo s t  an  a rm  to  th e  
P ru ss ia n s  a n d , s h o r t ly  th e re a fte r , h is  h e a r t  
to  D e a c o n  W o r r a ll ’s  p r e t t y  d a u g h te r.

H is  e y e s  sh o n e  n o w  w ith  th e  o ld  z e s t  
o f a d v e n tu r e  a s  h e  lis te n e d  to  h is  fr ie n d ’s 
p la n  re g a rd in g  th e  F r a z e r  m in e.

“  B e a u t ifu l ,”  h e  d e cla red , “  b u t  w ild . 
C a n  it  b e  d o n e ? ”

“  G o tta  b e  d on e. I f  I  c o u ld  d o  it  w ith  
th e  H o n e y m a n  d ig g e r , I  ca n  do it  w ith  a  
m in e. W ill  y o u  h e lp ? ”

“  I  su p p o se  s o ,”  th e  e d ito r  assen ted , “  a l­
th o u g h  I ’v e  b e e n  jo l ly  w e ll w a rn e d  b y  a  

ce rta in  p a r t y  to  sh im  e v il co m p an io n s  if  I  
w a n t  h im  fo r  a  fa th e r- in - la w .”

S te v e  g rin n e d . “  A ll  r ig h t. F o r  a  s ta rte r , 
p r in t  th is  a d .”

H e  sw u n g  o u t  in to  th e  s tre e t a n d  sa u n ­
tered  h o m e w a rd . O n  h is  w a y  th ro u g h  E lm  

S tre e t  h e  p assed  th e  h o m e  o f  th e  m a y o r  o f  
B o u lto n .

A t  a  co rn er o f  th e  la w n  w h ere  th e re  w a s  

a  v ie w  o f  th e  m o u n ta in s  th e  m a y o r  h a d  b u ilt  
a  su m m erh ou se. T h e r e  w ere  p e o p le  in  th e  
su m m erh ou se  to -n ig h t; a n d  s in c e  th e  s id e ­
w a lk  p a ssed  clo se  b y ,  th e ir  v o ic e s  c a m e  
c le a r ly  to  S te v e  B r o w n ’s ears.

O n e  v o ic e  sa id : “  T h e r e ’s a  lo t o f  im a g ­
in a tio n  in  d y sp e p sia . I  fin d  it  so in  m y  
p r a c t ic e .”  T h a t  w a s  M a y o r  D o c  H a m ilto n .

“  A ll  I  ca n  s a y ,”  s p o k e  a n o th e r v o ic e , 
“  is th a t  I  h a v e n ’t  h a d  to  ta k e  a  ta b le t  s in ce  
th a t  m o rn in g  w e  d ro v e  u p  to  th e  m in e. I  
d o n ’t  even  k n o w  w h ere  th e  b o ttle  is. D o  
y o u , A r t h u r ? ”

S te v e  w a lk e d  o n , fe e lin g  b a d ly  ja r re d . 
W h a t  wTere  th o se  b u z z a rd s  d o in g , ca llin g  

on  M a y o r  D o c  H a m ilto n ?  W h y , th e  

m a y o r  w a s  a  p r in c e  a n d  a  ge n tle m a n , a n d  
th e  b e st fr ie n d  th e  F r a z e r  fa m ily  h a d  in  

B o u lto n . A n d  h e  w a s  e n te r ta in in g  L u tw e ll  

a n d  L a ir d !
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“  I  g u ess  h e  h a d  b e tte r  b e  w a r n e d ,”  
th o u g h t S te v e  B ro w n , lo o k in g  b a c k  to  w h ere  

th e ir  c ig a rs  g lo w ed  in  th e  d a rk .

C H A P T E R  V I .

T H E  R IO T .

IF  th e  h u m an  ra ce  h a d  b een  a b h  to  stan d  
u p  u n d e r a  fe w  m o re  y e a rs  o f th e  W o r ld  
W a r, th e  o n e-h orse  p la n t  o f th e  B o u lto n  

S m e ltin g  a n d  R e fin in g  C o m p a n y  w o u ld  

l ik e ly  h a v e  gro w n  in to  a  tw o -h o rse  one a n d  

b e co m e  a  cre d it to  the  to w n . T o - d a y , h o w ­
e v e r, w ith  h a lf  th e  m in es in  th e  d is tr ic t  
c lo sed , i t  w a s  to o  b ig  fo r  th e  w o r k  it  h a d  

to  d o , an d  n o t  v e r y  b ig  a t  th a t. I t  fo o led  
a lo n g  a t h a lf  c a p a c ity  a n d  e n a b le d  its  d e­
sp a irin g  fo u n d er, S a m u el S c h w a rtz , to  h o ld  

th e  re co rd  a s  th e  th in n e st m a n  in  tow n .
M r . S c h w a rtz  w a s  n e rv o u s  th is  m o rn in g. 

H e  d id  n o t c a re  to  ta lk  w ith  th e  tw o  y o u n g  
m en  w h o  d em an d e d  h is  a tte n tio n . H e  sa id  

h e  h a d  a  d a te  a t  th e  b a n k .
B u t  S tep h e n  B r o w n  a n d  D i c k  L a m b e rt  

w ere  n ot to  be d en ied . T h e y  tro tte d  b e sid e  
h im  a s  h e  w e n t to  h is  a p p o in tm e n t. W h e n  
in fo rm ed  b y  h im  th a t  to  e x tra c t  a  tro y  
o u n ce  o f  p la tin u m  fro m  a  to n  o f  g a n g u e  

w a s  a  so m ew h a t m o re  a rd u o u s  fe a t  th a n  to  
sq u e eze  a  g a llo n  o f  g o re  o u t  o f  a  tu rn ip , 
th e y  sh o w ed  h im  D a n ie l  F r a z e r ’s  a s s a y  f ig ­

u res. T h e re u p o n  h e  ca lm ed  d ow n .
•• So t h a t ’s  w h a t th e  o ld  co d ge r w a s  d o in g  

in  m y  m uffle room  la s t  w in ter, e h ?  I  su p ­

p o sed  it w a s  g o ld  h e  w a s  m o n k e y in g  w ith .”  
S till, M r . S c h w a rtz  a d d ed , a  n ew  p ro cess  

w o u ld  h a v e  to  b e  sch em ed  o u t, a n d  n ew  

e q u ip m e n t in sta lled , b e fo re  h is  p la n t  c o u ld  

h a n d le  such  ore. S p e r ry lite  w a s  a  ra re  an d  
d ifficu lt m in era l. F u rth e rm o re , h e  c o u ld n ’t 

a ffo rd  to  b o th e r  w ith  sm all q u a n tities .

A  p ro ce ss  h a d  a lr e a d y  b e en  in ve n ted , 
S te v e  re p lied . A n d  b y  D e ce m b e r i  th e y  
c o u ld  la y  d ow n  e ig h t h u n d red  a n d  s ix ty -  
fo u r ton s o f  o re  in  th e  .sm elter y a r d , e v e ry  

ton  w o rth  o n e  h u n d re d  d o lla rs  a t  cu rren t 
p rice s , less  th e  co st o f m in in g , h a u lin g  an d  

sm eltin g.
S c h w a rtz  sm iled  in  sp ite  o f h is  e v id e n t 

s ta te  o f  n erve s a n d  w o rry . “  Y o u  c o u ld n ’t 

m a k e  it  e ig h t h u n d re d  a n d  s ix ty - fiv e  ton s, 

co u ld  y o u ? ”

“  B y  s tra in in g  th e  m u le s  w e  m ig h t. 
W a tc h  u s  t r y .”

T h e  sm elter m a n  to o k  F r a z e r 's  re p o rt  a n d  
som e o re  sam p les  in to  th e  b a n k  w ith  h im . 
“  S e e  m e th is  a fte rn o o n ,”  h e  said .

H e  d id  n o t  fee l o b lig e d  to  tell them  th a t  
b y  a fte rn o o n  h is  p la n t  m ig h t b e  closed . 

H is  cred ito rs  h a d  c a lle d  a  m e etin g  a t  th e  
b a n k  th is  m o rn in g  to- co n sid er h is  s a d  case.

A  b o y  d r iv in g  p a s t  in  a  l iv e r y  r ig  h a iled : 

“  H o y !  S te v e  B ro w n , t h e y ’s a  b u n ch  o f  
g u y s  W aitin g fo r  y o u  d o w n  a t  th e  b a r n .”

“  I t  p a y s  to  a d v e rt is e ,”  o b serv e d  D ic k  

L a m b e rt , a n d  le t  h is  e n terp ris in g  frie n d  

c o n tin u e  d o w n  th e  stre et a lon e. H e  h im se lf 
crossed  th e  w a y  to  th e  R e d  S ta r  G a ra g e , 
w h e re  h e  sp ie d  T o w n  M a rs h a l H u m m el, 
th e  B o u lto n  p o lic e m a n , sp le n d id  in  b ra ss  

b u tto n s  a n d  a  n ic k e l-p la te d  s ta r . P re se n t­
l y  D ic k  a n d  th e  to w n  m a rsh a l w ere  co n ve rs­
in g  e a rn e stly .

“  M in d  y o u ,”  sa id  D ic k ,  “  I  d o n ’t  k n o w  
th a t  th e y  w ill sp rin g  a  p a ra d e  o r a  d em o n ­

s tra tio n ; b u t  y o u  n e v e r  ca n  te ll. T h e r e ’s 
r io ts  a ll o v e r .”

“  L e t  th e m  tr y  a n y th in g  in  th is  to w n ,”  
re p lie d  H u m m el, e x p a n d in g  w ith  im p o r­
ta n ce . “  L e t  th em  tr y — t h a t ’s a ll. S te v e  
B r o w n ’s  in  it, y o u  th in k ? ”

“  W e ll, th e re ’s fo r ty  o r f i f ty  o f  ’em  a t  

Z e k e  P e lh a m ’s  b a rn  r ig h t n o w , a n d  t h e y ’re  
a ll a sk in g  fo r  h im ,”  sa id  D ic k  s ig n ific a n tly .

S e n s itiv e  w a s  th e  to w n  m a rsh a l. W h ile  
h is  n o se  h a d  h e a le d  sin ce  S te v e  B ro w n  
p u n c h e d  it , h is  se lf-e ste em  w a s  s t ill  v e r y  

sore . H a d  n o t J u d g e  C o o le y  re p rim a n d ed  
h im  fo r  b la c k ja c k in g  o ld  d ru n k e n  A b e  

W h itt le s e y , a n d  d isch a rg e d  S te v e  B ro w n  
w ith o u t  a  fin e  o r  e v e n  a  c a ll-d o w n ?

S p u rre d  b y  D i c k  L a m b e r t ’s h in t  th a t  at 

la b o r  d is tu rb a n c e  w a s  b re w in g , M a rs h a l 
H u m m e l m a rch e d  s tra ig h t  to  th e  to w n  h a ll. 

T h e re , to  h is  d isg u st, h e  lea rn e d  th a t M a y o r  
D o c  H a m ilto n  w a s  o u t o f  to w n  th is  d a y .

K W h e r e ’d  h e  g o ? ”  h e  dem an d ed .

a  O v e r  to  S o u th  C a n o n , o v e r  to  D a n ie l 
F r a z e r ’s p la c e ,”  rep lied  th e  to w n  c lerk .

“  A  go o d  th in g  w e  a ll a in ’t  m a y o rs , w ith ' 
d a y s  o ff w h e n e v e r w e  lik e , a n d  th e  tim es 

so la w le ss ,”  d e c la re d  th e  m arsh al.
T h e  b u rd en  o f  p u b lic  o ffice  re sted  h e a v ily  

u p o n  h im  a s  h e  to o k  a  w a lk  d o w n  A ra p a h o e  

S tre e t  a n d  a  c a u tio u s  lo o k  a ro u n d  th e  corn er
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in to  P u e b lo  S tre et. C e r ta in ly  a n  u n u su a l 
n u m b e r o f  y o u n g  m en  w ere  h a n g in g  a ro u n d  

P e lh a m ’s  b a rn , a s  D ic k  L a m b e rt  h a d  

w arn e d  h im .
B y  e leven  o ’c lo c k  Z e k e  P e lh a m ’s  e s ta b ­

lish m e n t resem b led  a  r a lly  o f  th e  A . E . F . 
T h e  a d  in  th e  Pioneer h a d  n o t go n e  u n ­

re a d . A . P . H o rn e r sh o u ld  h a v e  b e en  th ere  
to  se e  h o w  m a n y  y o u n g  m e n  o f  B o u lto n  

a n d  e n v iro n s  h a te d  th e  id e a  o f  a  s te a d y  jo b .

M r . H o rn e r w a s  p re se n t, h o w e v e r , o n ly  in  
v o ic e , w h en  h e  p h o n e d  to  S te p h e n  B r o w n  

t o  s a y  t h a t  a f t e r  th e ir  l i t t le  t a lk  h e  h a d  
co n sid e re d  th e  m a tte r  o f  th e  c a r ts  fro m  

a ll a n g les , a n d  w a s  n o w  r e a d y  to  d iscu ss  
te rm s  a t  S te p h e n ’s  co n ve n ie n ce . W h en  

c o u ld  th e y  close  th e  d e a l?
“  I ’ll see y o u  w h en  I  c a n ,”  S te v e  to ld  

h im .
S in ce  th e re  w a s  n o t ro o m  in  th e  sta b le  

to  h o ld  th e  c o n v e n tio n , th e  c ro w d  tra ile d  
S . B ro w n , jo b  fin d er, to  th e  lo t  in  th e  re a r, 

a n d  to o k  ro o st o n  A . P .  H o r n e r ’s  v a lu e d  
w ag o n s. D ic k  L a m b e rt , on h a n d  to  re p re ­

sen t th e  p ress, c o u n te d  th ir ty - fo u r  m en , b u t  
T o w n  M a rs h a l H u m m e l testified  a fte rw a r d  

th a t  th e  m o b  e x ce ed ed  on e h u n d red .
W ith o u t  o ra to ry , S . B r o w n  b egan .

“  H o w  m u c h ,”  h e  a sk ed , “  is  y o u r  tim e  

w o r th ? ”
In s ta n t, n o is y  a n d  m orose  w e re  th e  re ­

sp on ses.
“  I t  seem s u n a n im o u s ,”  h e  w e n t o n . “  A ll  

r ig h t . S u p p o se  I  g a m b le  a  m o n th  o f  m y  
tim e  a n d  la b o r a g a in s t  th e  c h a n c e  o f  p u llin g  
d o w n  fo u r  d o llars  a  -d a y  fo r  th e  m o n th — I  

s ta n d  to  lo se  n o th in g  b u t  a  fe w  p in ts  o f  p e r­

sp ira tio n , d o n ’t  I ? ”
“  S w e a t, S te v e , s w e a t,”  som e o n e  co r­

re c te d , a n d  in  tu rn  w a s  h a rs h ly  co rrec te d  
b y  th e  cro w d . I t  w a s  a rg u e d  th a t  i f  go o d  

o ld  T o p -S a r g e  S te v e  B ro w n  d esired  to  p e r ­

sp ire , th e n  h e  sh o u ld  b e  a llo w e d  to  p ersp ire  
fre e ly , u n tra m m e le d  b y  c a rp in g  p u rists .

“  I f  th e  sch em e p a n s  o u t  w e ll ,”  h e  re ­

su m ed , “  I ’ll b e  a h ea d  fo u r  b u c k s  a  d a y . 
I f  it  fa ils , I ’ll a t  le a s t  h a v e  th re e  sq u a re  

m e a ls  a  d a y  fo r  th e  m o n th . T h e  m e als  a re  

g u a ra n te e d .”
T h e  ch e erin g  w a s  h e a rd  a s  fa r  a w a y  a s  

th e  to w n  h a ll. In fo rm a tio n  w a s  re q u e ste d  

a s  to  w h en  th e  b u g le  w o u ld  b e g in  to  re n d er 

so u p y -so u p y .

“  T o - n ig h t ,”  S te v e  an sw ered .

H e  sk e tc h e d  th e  la y o u t  fo r  th e m . T h i r t y  

m ile s  a w a y  in  the  h ills  w a s  a  b o d y  o f  v a l­

u a b le  o re . H e  h a d  m u le s  a n d  ca rts . P r o ­
v id e d  h e  co u ld  m a k e  a rra n g e m e n ts  w ith  th e  
sm e lte r  p eo p le , h e  w o u ld  n eed  tw e n ty  te a m ­

sters, fo u r  r o c k  d rillers , tw o  b la c k s m ith s  
a n d  a s  m a n y  c o o k s , a n d  a  d o zen  o d d -jo b s  
m en .

W ith  th is  fo rce  h e  p la n n e d  to  d e liv e r  s ix  

to n s  o f  ore  d a ily  a t  th e  sm e lte r  u n til sn o w  
sh o u ld  f ly .  B e fo r e  th e  h a u lin g  c o u ld  b e g in , 
a n d  w h ile  th e  r o c k  m e n  w e re  s ta r tin g  th e  

d r illin g  a n d  b la s t in g , th e  re s t  o f  th e  o u tfit  

w o u ld  b e co m e  ro a d  m enders.
T h e  e n terp rise  w o u ld  h a v e  to  fin a n ce  it ­

se lf. T h e r e  m ig h t  b e  n o  p a y  u n til th e  e n d  

o f  th e  su m m er. T h e  firs t  m o n th  w o u ld  d e ­

term in e  w h e th e r  th e re  w o u ld  b e  a n y  p a y  
a t  a ll. H a lf  o f  a ll th e  o re  in  e x ce ss  o f  

e ig h t h u n d re d  a n d  s ix ty - fo u r  to n s c a rte d  
o u t  in  th e  co u rse  o f  th e  seaso n  w o u ld  g o  

to  th e  w o rk e rs  a s  a  b o n u s. A n d  sh o es, o v e r­
a lls , a n d  p lu g  to b a c c o  w o u ld  b e  su p p lie d  a t  
co st.

“  Y e s ,”  sh o u ted  a  b ig  ro u g h n e c k  n am ed  
H o w fe r , fro m  th e  M id v a le  se c tio n , “  b u t  
w h a t  do  y o u  g e t  o u t o f  i t ? ”

“  F o u r  a  d a y  a n d  fo u n d , sam e a s  th e  
r e s t .”

“ F o u r  fo r  m e ,”  H o w fe r  g ro a n ed ; “ s ix  

h u n d re d  fo r  th e  g r e a s y  c a p ita lis t  th a t  o w n s 
th e  m in e .”

“  O u t  o f  h is  s ix  h u n d r e d ,”  S te v e  a rg u ed , 
“  h e  p a y s  one h u n d re d  a n d  f i f t y  a  d a y  in  
w a g e s ; h e  p a y s  fo r  th e  ch o w  y o u  e a t;  h e  

p a y s  fo r  th e  ca rts , th e  m u le s, th e  m a c h in e r y , 
th e  u p k e e p  o f  th e  o u tfit, a n d  th e  co st o f  

sm eltin g . O n  a  b a d  d a y  h is  in co m e  sto p s 
a n d  h is  o u tg o  ro m p s r ig h t  a lo n g . H e  w ill 

c a ll  i t  a  g o o d  sea so n  i f  h e  b re a k s  e v e n .”

“  T h e n ,”  H o w fe r  d e m an d e d , “  w h a t ’s  h e  
d o in g  it  f o r ? ”

A t  th is  ju n c tu re  Z e k e  P e lh a m  sa u n te re d  
o v e r  fro m  th e  s ta b le  w ith  a n  u rg e n t te le ­

p h o n e  m e ssa ge  fro m  S a m u e l S c h w a rtz , th e  
u n h a p p y  sm e lte r  m a n .

“  O h , S te v e ,”  c a lle d  M r . P e lh a m ; “  th e y  
w a n t  y o u  a t  th e  b a n k .”

“ Y a h ! ”  y e lle d  H o w fe r . “ T h e y  w a n t  
h im  a t  th e  b a n k . I  k n e w  th e re  w as  a  g r e a s y  

b a n k e r  in th is  so m ew h e re .”

T h e  o th ers  w e re  so in te n t u p o n  h o w lin g
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d o w n  th e  m a lc o n te n t fro m  M id v a le  th e y  
fa ile d  to  see th e  B o u lto n  p o lic e  w a g o n  ro ll 

u p  a t  th e  ed ge  o f  th e  lo t. T h e y  d isco ve re d  

its  p re se n ce  o n ly  w h e n  T o w n  M a rs h a l 
H u m m el, fla n k e d  b y  h is  o cca sio n a l d e p u tie s, 

C h e s te r  G ric e  a n d  P e te r  B o w lb y , ca m e 
s ta lk in g  a m o n g  th e  c a r ts  a n d  co n fro n te d  

th e  ch a irm an  o f  th e  m eetin g .

“  W h a t ’s a ll th is  r o w ? ”  H u m m el a sk e d . 
H e  h a d  h is  d u b  in  h is  h a n d , re a d y  fo r  a c ­

tio n .
“  T a k e  sea ts  d ow n  in  fr o n t,”  sa id  S te v e , 

“  a n d  y o u ’ll h e a r  a ll a b o u t i t . ”
“  W e 'll  h e a r  a b o u t  i t  w h e n  w e  a s k ,”  

H u m m e l in sisted . “  O n c e  m ore— w h a t ’s  

g o in g  o n  h e r e ? ”
T h e  c ro w d  b u n ch e d  u p  c lo se  to  listen . 

S te v e  B ro w n  s to o d  b a re h e a d e d  in  th e  m id ­
d le  o f  th e  r in g , h is  y e llo w  h a ir  b lo w in g  in  

th e  w in d , h is  b lu e  e y e s  sn a p p in g . D ic k  
L a m b e rt, h is  p u b lic ity  m a n , d a n ce d  a ro u n d  
th e  ed ge o f  th e  th ro n g  a n d  h u g g e d  h im se lf 

w ith  th e  o n ly  a rm  th e  G e rm a n s  h a d  le ft  

h im .
“  C h ie f ,”  sa id  S te v e  B r o w n , re s tin g  h is  

g a z e  on  th e  m a rk  th a t  s t i ll  sh o w ed  w h ere  h is  
k n u c k le s  h a d  co n n e cted  w ith  th e  to w n  m a r­

s h a l’s co u n te n a n ce  in  th e  A b e  W h itt le s e y  
c a se  o f  a  fe w  w e e k s  b e fo re , “  y o u  r e a lly  
o u g h t to  n ose— th a t  is  to  s a y , k n o w — y o u  

r e a lly  o u g h t  to  k n o w  w h a t  w e  a re  u p  to . 

T h is  is  a n  a n a rc h is t  m e etin g . T h e  c o m ­
ra d es a re  s ta rtin g  a  r io t. W e  p la n  to  b u rn  

th e  c o u rt  h o u se .”
A t  th is  in te re stin g  m o m e n t som e o n e  g a v e  

h im  a  trem en d o u s sh o v e  fro m  b e h in d . H e  

h a d  tim e to  re co g n ize  h is  im p e llin g  fo rc e  a s  
th e  ro u g h n e c k  H o w fe r . T h e n  h e  tr ip p e d  

o v e r  a  p a ir  o f  fe e t  a n d  lu n g e d  in to  th e  to w n  

m a rsh a l, w h o  tr ip p e d  in  h is  tu rn  a n d  fe ll, 

w ith  S te v e  o n  to p  a n d  G r ic e  a n d  B o w lb y  
a d d in g  th e ir  w e ig h t  to  th e  p ile -u p , d o w n  

a m o n g  th e  leg s  o f  th e  cro w d .
T h e r e  w a s  a  season  o f  y e ll in g  a n d  scu ff­

lin g  and tra m p lin g , a n d  th e  th u d  o f  f is t  on  

b o n e  w a s  h e a rd  in  th e  la n d ; a n d  th e n , 

tru m p e tlik e , S te v e ’s  v o ic e  ra ise d  in  w arn in g .
H e  w a s  u p . H is  a rm  w a v e d  a b o v e  th e  

m elee . In  h is  h a n d  w a s  th e  to w n  m a rs h a l’s  

c lu b , its  tasse led  co rd s  w r ith in g  l ik e  sn akes. 

A n d  fa c in g  h im , a s  th e  cro w d  sh ra n k  a w a y  

r ig h t a n d  le ft , s to o d  M a rs h a l H u m m e l w ith  

a  d raw n  gu n .

T h e  c ir c le  m e lte d  a w a y  fro m  S te v e  
B r o w n ’s  side. H e  h a d  p le n ty  o f  e lb o w  
room .

“  P u t  u p  th a t  g a t , y o u  b o o b ! ”

H e  a d v a n c e d  a  s tep , k e e p in g  h is  e ye s  o n  
th e  fo o lish , a n g ry , e a rth -g r im e d  face .

“ S ta n d  b a c k ! ”  H u m m el ra g e d , lif t in g  
t h e  w e a p o n . “  I  c a ll  y o u  a ll to  w itn e ss— ”

T h e  b a to n  flew  w h ir lin g  fro m  S te v e ’s 

h a n d  a t  H u m m e l’s h e a d , H u m m el d u c k e d , 
a n d  S te v e  w a s  in to  h im  a n d  c lin c h in g , w h ile  
a  d ozen  h a n d s  w e re  g e ttin g  th e  gu n .

“  N o w  b rin g  ’em  a lo n g ,”  S te v e  co m m a n d ­

e d  th o se  w h o  h e ld  G ric e  a n d  B o w lb y . H e  
h a d  H u m m e l’s  n e c k  s n u g ly  lo c k e d  u n d e r h is  
a rm .

T h e y  ru sh ed  th e  p riso n ers  in  a t  th e  re a r  
o f  P e lh a m ’s b a rn , s lam m ed  th e  d o o r o n  th e  
b lo o d c u rd lin g  y e lls  o f  th e  p u rsu in g  m o b  a n d  

tu rn e d  th e  c a p t iv e s  loose. “  B e a t  i t , ”  s a id  
S te v e , “  o u t  th e  fr o n t.”

T h e  to w n  m a rsh a l fled , w ith  G r ic e  a n d  
B o w lb y  a t  h is  h eels, w h ile  S . B ro w n  r e ­

tu rn e d  c a lm ly  to  th e  b a c k  lo t , w h ere  t h ir ty  
v o c ife ro u s  jo b  h u n te r s  c la m o re d  to  b e  ta k e n  

o n  a s  p a r tn e rs  in h is  g a m b le  a g a in st  h a rd  
tim es.

I t  w a s  n oo n  b e fo re  h e  rem em b ered  th a t  

S a m u e l S c h w a rtz  w a n te d  h im  a t  th e  b a n k .

C H A P T E R  V I I .

FINANCIAL.

PA S S I N G  th e  P a la c e  H o te l o n  h is  w a y  
to  th e  b a n k , S te v e  B r o w n  w as-rem in d ­
e d  o f  th e  N e w  Y o r k e r s , th o se  s a g a ­

cio u s  r ic h  m e n  w h o m  h e  h a d  seen  in  a n  a p ­

p a r e n t ly  f r ie n d ly  c a ll u p o n  M a y o r  D o c  

H a m ilto n  th e  p re v io u s  even in g . W e r e  th e y  
s t ill  in  to w n ?  I f  so, th e  m a y o r  h a d  n eed  

o f  b e in g  w a rn e d  a g a in s t  th em .
Q u e e r b ird s, th o se  tw o . I f  th e y  re co g ­

n ize d  th e  v a lu e  o f  th e  m in e, w h y  h a d  th e y  
m a d e  P ro fe sso r  F r a z e r  so a b su rd  a n  o ffer 

fo r  it?  W h y  h a d  th e y  b e en  so g a y -h e a r te d  
on  th e  d r iv e  d o w n  to  B o u lto n  y e s te r d a y , 

a fte r  F r a z e r  h a d  v ir tu a lly  k ic k e d  th em  off 

th e  p la c e ?

In to  th e  to w n  h a ll S te v e  tu rn e d . T h e  

m a y o r ’s  o ffice  w a s  lo ck e d . H e  p u t  h is  h e ad  

in  a t  th e  to w n  c le r k ’s door.

“  M a y o r  a r o u n d ? ”
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' “ N o p e . W o n ’t  b e  in  to -d a y . G o n e  u p  

S o u th  C a n o n . U p  to F r a z e r ’s .”
“  U p  to  F r a z e r ’s ? ”  S te v e  rem em b ered  

th e  p ro fe sso r ’s s tra n g e  s lee p in g  sp e ll. M a y ­

o r  D o c  H a m ilto n  w a s  th e  F r a z e r  fa m ily 's  

p h y s ic ia n . “  A n y b o d y  s ic k  u p  th e r e ? ”
“  N o t  a s  I  k n o w  o f , ”  re p lie d  th e  c le rk . 

W o n d e r in g , S te v e  w e n t  o n . H a d  th o se  

N e w  Y o r k e r s  u n d e rta k e n  to  u se  th e  m a y o r  

in  g e t t in g  the  b e tte r  o f  F ra z e r?  W a s  th e re  

a n y  re la tio n  b e tw e e n  th e ir  v is it  to  th e  m a y ­

o r  la s t  n ig h t  a n d  h is  tr ip  to -d a y ?
B a n k e r  B e n jy  D a w e s  s a t  a t  th e  h e a d  o f  

th e  ta b le  in  th e  d ire c to rs ’ ro o m  co n c e a lin g  

h is  sou l b e h in d  a  le a th e r y  fa c e  a s  la c k in g  in  
e x p re ss io n  a s  a  co m p le x io n  m a sk .

F a c in g  h im  fro m  th e  fo o t  o f  th e  ta b le  w a s  

S a m u e l S c h w a rtz , th e  sm e lte r  m a n , d is- 

sp ir ite d  a n d  a p p re h e n s iv e . B e tw e e n  th e m  
w e re  M o s e s  L a m b e rt , fa th e r  o f  E d ito r  

D i c k ;  L e m  Q u in n , th e  h a rd w a re  m a n ; P e te r  

H a r le y , th e  w h o le sa le  g ro ce r , a n d  A . P . 

H o rn e r. S u b s ta n tia l c it iz e n s  a ll.
T h e y  lo o k e d  u p  a s  S te v e  B r o w n  e n tered , 

a n d  a ll n o d d ed  to  h im  e x c e p t  M r . H o m e r , 

w h o  g a z e d  o u t  o f  th e  b a n k  w in d o w  a t  th e  

g a so lin e  p u m p  o f  th e  R e d  S ta r  G a r a g e  

a cro ss  th e  s tre et.
“  M r . B r o w n ,”  sp o k e  B a n k e r  D a w e s , 

“  w e  a ll a re  fr ie n d s  a n d — a h e m — frie n d s, as 

I  s a y , o f  M r . S c h w a rtz , h e re , a n d  w e  a re  
m o re  o r  less  in te re ste d  in  h is  sm e ltin g  p la n t. 

H e  te lls  u s  o f  a  p ro p o sitio n  y o u  m a d e  h im  
th is  m o rn in g . W e  s h o u ld  lik e  to  h e a r  a b o u t 

i t  fro m  y o u .”
P ro m o te r  S te v e  B r o w n  re p e a te d  w h a t  h e  

h a d  to ld  th e  sm elter m a n  a t  a n  e a r lie r  h o u r. 

T h e  o re  w a s  in  th e  h ills , w a it in g  to  b e  

m in ed . T h e  sm e lte r  w a s  h e re  in  to w n , w a it ­

in g  fo r  w o r k . W h a t  h e  p ro p o se d  to  d o  w a s  

to  b r in g  th e  o re  to  th e  sm elter.

S a id  B e n jy  D a w e s , “  H o w  d o  y o u  k n o w  

th e  ore  is  w o rth  S i o o  a  t o n ? ”
“ F r a z e r  g u a ra n te e s  it . T h e  D e n v e r  as- 

s a y e r ’s  f ig u re s  b a c k  h im  u p .”
“  Y o u  s a y  th e  L u tw e ll  S y n d ic a te  o f  N e w  

Y o r k  h a s  b e e n  th e r e ? ”

“  T h is  w e e k . T h e y  m a d e  F r a z e r  a  so rt 

o f  offer. H e  d id n ’t  lik e  it , so  I  p u t  in  one 

o f  m y  o w n .”

“ W h a t ’s  th e  m a tte r  w ith  lo c a l c a p it a l? ”  

th e  b a n k e r  sn o rted . “ W h y  d id n ’t  F r a z e r  

le t  h is  frie n d s  co m e  in  o n  th is  go o d  th in g ? ”

“  P e rh a p s  M r . H o rn e r  c a n  t e l l ,”  S te v e  
su g g este d .

“  T e ll  w h a t ? ”  sn a p p e d  H o m e r , ta k in g  h is  
m in d  o ff th e  re d  p u m p .

“  W h y ,”  s a id  D a w e s , “  d id  a n  E a ste rn  

s y n d ic a te  g e t  w in d  o f  F r a z e r ’s  fin d  b e fo re  

w e  d id ?  W h y  d id  h e  le a v e  u s  o u t  in  th e  

c o ld ?  T h e r e ’s  m o n e y  in  B o u lto n . I m ig h t 
h a v e  ta k e n  a  f ly e r  m y s e lf .”

“  I  d o n ’t  k n o w  w h y ,”  H o rn e r  a n sw ered , 
w ith  a  s ta re  a t  S te v e .

T h e  m a n  lie d , a s  S te v e  B r o w n  k n e w . 

H o m e r  h a d  d a re d  to  d re a m  o f  o w n in g  th e  
F r a z e r  m in e  in  p a r t  o r  w h o le . H e  h a d  c o u n ­

se le d  th e  F r a z e r s  to  k e e p  s t r ic t  s ile n ce  re ­

g a rd in g  th e  th in g . H e  h a d  n o t w a n te d  a n y  

o n e  in  B o u lto n  to  h e a r  o f  it.

T r u e ,  a t  th e  in sta n c e  o f  th e  y o u n g  

w o m en , h e  h a d  w r itte n  th e  L u tw e ll  S y n d i­
c a te  in  F r a z e r ’s  b e h a l f ; b u t  su ch  a  le t te r  a s  

to  d isc o u ra g e  th e  L u tw e lls  fro m  ta k in g  a n y  
in te re st  in  th e  m a tte r . S te v e  h a d  h e a rd  

th a t  le t te r  o f  H o r n e r ’s. O n ly  th ro u g h  a  

c h a n c e  re m e m b ra n c e  h a d  th e  s y n d ic a te  

le a rn e d  F 'ra zer’s  id e n t ity  a n d  so fo llo w e d  u p  

th e  t ip  w ith  a  p erso n a l in sp e ctio n  o f  th e  
p ro p e r ty .

S te v e  sh ru g g ed . I t  w a s  n o t  fo r  h im  to  

c a ll a  p ro m in e n t b u s in e ss  m a n  a  lia r . 
B a n k e r  D a w e s  g la n c e d  fro m  th e  y o u n g  

m a n ’s  fa c e  to  H o m e r ’s  a n d  sh ru g g e d  l ik e ­
w ise .

“  T h a n k  y o u  fo r  co m in g  in , M r . B r o w n ,”  
s a id  h e.

A l l  sp o k e  a s  soon  a s  S te v e  h a d  le f t  th e ' 
b a n k . B u t  A .  P .  H o m e r  sp o k e  lo u d e st.

m G e n tle m e n , a s  fr ie n d s  o f  P ro fe sso r  

F r a z e r ’s  w e  c a n ’t  le t  th a t  fo o l b o y ’s  sch em e 
g o  a n y  fu r th e r . I t ’s c r a z y . B e sid e s , y o u n g  

B r o w n  is  u n s a fe . W e  a ll k n o w  h is  re co rd . 
H o w  c a n  h e  m a k e  g o o d  o n  a  sh o estr in g  

g a m b le  lik e  th is ?  H e  w ill ra n  F r a z e r  in 
th e  h o le . H e — ”

B a n k e r  D a w e s  l i f te d  a  h a n d  fo r  ord er.
“  A  fr ie n d  o f  o u r s ,”  sa id  h e , “  h a s  co m e 

fo rw a rd  w ith  a  lu m p  o f  m o n e y  to  in v e st  in  
sm e lte r  s to c k .”

“ W h o ? ”  c r ie d  H o rn e r.

“  M a y o r  H a m ilto n , i f  y o u  h a v e  to  k n o w .”

“  B u t  h e — b u t  h e  h a s n ’t  g o t  a n y  m o n e y ,”  

H o rn e r p ro te s te d . “  W h y , h e ’s  so b la m e d  
p o o r— ”

“  W e  k n o w  a ll a b o u t  t h a t ,”  s a id  D a w e s
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d r y ly .  “ H e  is p o o r b e ca u se  h e  g iv e s  h is  
m o n e y  a w a y . A n d  b e in g  th e  k in d  o f  m an  

h e  is, h e  h a s  m o re  fr ie n d s  th a n  a ll o f  u s  p u t 

to g e th er . A n d  n o t a ll o f  ’em  are  p o o r. I t ’s 
n on e  o f  o u r b u sin ess  w h ere  h e  g o t th is  

m o n e y , is  i t ? ”

“  I n  sm elter s to c k , y o u  s a y , M r . D a w e s ,”  

sp o k e  S a m u el S c h w a rtz , h is  a n x io u s  e y e s  

w id e  op en .

“  T h e  s to c k  is  to b e  ch o sen  a t  o u r d iscre ­
t io n ,”  M r . D a w e s  w e n t o n . “  N o w , g e n tle ­

m en , a s  a  b a n k e r  I  d o n ’t  lik e  to  ta k e  a  low - 
d o w n  a d v a n ta g e  o f  a n  im p lic it  tru st  lik e  

th a t . A t  th e  sam e tim e, as a  d ire cto r  in  
M r . S c h w a r tz ’s c o m p a n y  I  a m  p re p a re d  to  

g r a b  th is  m o n e y  a s  a  w in d fa ll fro m  h e a v e n  

a n d  u se  it  to  k e e p  th e  sm elte r g o in g , p ro ­
v id e d  th e re  seem s a  c h a n c e  fo r  th e  sm eltin g  

b u sin ess  to  b ra c e  u p  im m e d ia te ly . D o e s  
th is  p la tin u m  th in g  o ffer a n y  p ro m ise ? ”

S c h w a rtz  w a s  o n  h is  fe e t. “  O u r  p ic k ­

in g s  o u t o f  a  th o u sa n d  to n s o f  th a t  o re  w ill 
b e  th ir ty  th o u sa n d  d o lla r s ,”  h e  a sserted . 

“  I t  w ill k e e p  u s  a flo a t  t ill S e p te m b er. B y  

th e n  th e  n ew  c o p p e r  fro m  M u ll ic a  H ill  w ill 

b e  co m in g  in — ”
P e te r  H a r le y  in te rru p te d . “ W ill y o u n g  

B ro w n  m a k e  g o o d , th o u g h ?  H o rn e r s a y s  

h e ’s n o  a c c o u n t.”
B e n jy  D a w e s  ste p p e d  to  th e  w in d o w . 

“  L o o k  h e re , if  y o u  th in k  h e ’s  n o  g o o d ,”  

sa id  h e.
In  fro n t o f  th e  R e d  S ta r  G a r a g e  th e ir  la te  

v is ito r  w a s  d o in g  b a tt le  w ith  a  ro u gh n eck , 

w h o se  n am e, if  th e  g e n tle m en  a t  th e  w in ­
d o w  h a d  c a re d  t o  a s k , w a s  H o w fe r .

T h e y  sa w  H o w fe r  sw in g  a  h e a v y  fo o t  to  

k ic k . B u t  th e  k ic k  w a s  n e v e r  d e liv e re d , 

fo r  so m eth in g  h a p p e n e d  th a t  c a u se d  H ow r- 
fe r  to  e x e cu te  a  su d d e n  re tro g ra d e  m o v e ­

m e n t th ro u g h  th e  c le a r  m o u n ta in  a ir  a n d  

la n d  o n  h is  sh o u ld e rs  u n d e rn e a th  th e  red  
p u m p . N e x t  m in u te  h e  w a s  ru n n in g  fo r 

th e  ra ilw a y  y a rd .
“  R ig h t  sp an g  on  th e  j a w ! ”  cr ied  B a n k e r  

D a w e s , in  e x c ite m e n t ra re  fo r  him .
“  T h e re  h a s  b e en  ta lk  h e re  to -d a y  th a t  

m a k e s m e t ir e d ,”  o b se rv e d  M o s e s  L a m b e rt, 

a s  th e  co m m ittee  o f  c re d ito rs  re tu rn e d  to  
the  tab le . “  I ’ll te ll y o u  h o w  n o -a cco u n t 

S tep h en  B ro w n  is. T h r o u g h  th e  w o rst 

n ig h t o f  m y  b o y  D i c k ’s life  S te v e  B ro w n  
stood  b y  h im , th o u g h  D ic k  d id n ’ t k n o w  it.

A n d  w h en  D i c k  o p en ed  h is  e y e s  in  th e  field  

h o sp ita l n e x t  m o rn in g , th ere  w a s  S te v e  
B ro w n , f ig h tin g  th e  d o c to rs  fo r  h im .”

M r . L a m b e rt g lo w e re d  a t  A . P . H o rn er.
<! A n d  I ’ll te ll y o u  a n o th e r th in g . B o th  

D ic k  an d  I  h a v e  u rg e d  h im  to co m e in  w ith  
D ic k  on th e  Pioneer. W e ’v e  o ffered  to  

m a k e  a  jo b  fo r h im . B u t  h e  w o n ’t listen  to  

us. H e  k n o w s the  p a p e r is b a r e ly  m a k in g  

e xp en ses. Y e t  H o rn e r c a lls  h im  u n safe . 
G en tlem e n , I  m o v e  w e  e x te n d  M r . 

S c h w a r tz ’s lo a n s  fo r th ree  m o n th s .”

S c a rc e ly  h a d  th e  m o tio n  b e en  c a rr ie d  
w h en  cries  arose  fo r  ice  w a te r . T h e  o v e r­

w ro u g h t Sam  S c h w a rtz  h a d  tu rn e d  u p  h is  
to e s  in a  first-c la ss  fa in t.

C H A P T E R  V I I I .

FLO O D  TID F..

IT  is n o t w ritte n  in th e  G o o d  B o o k  o r  a n y ­

w h ere  else  th a t  th ere  is v ir tu e  in  a d m ir­
in g  fa ilu re . I f  th e  n e ig h b o rs  w h o  h a d  

fro w n e d  a t  S tep h e n  sm iled  on h im  n o w , 

th e y  v io la te d  no la w  o f  h e av en  o r e a rth .
B o u lto n  w a s  h is  th a t w e e k . T h e  th in g  

th a t  d id  m o st to  tu rn  th e  tide o f  fe e lin g  in 
h is  fa v o r  w a s  h is  b e h a v io r  on  th e  d a y  o f  th e  

so -ca lle d  “  r io t .”

P e o p le  sa id  th e  w itle ss  to w n  m a rsh a l a n d  
h is  d e p u tie s  w o u ld  h a v e  b een  s la u g h te re d , 
a n d  go o d  e n o u g h  fo r  th em , b u t  fo r  S te v e  

B r o w n ’s p re se n ce  o f  m in d . A n d  see  h o w  
fin e ly  h e  a c te d  w h en  M a y o r  D o c  H a m ilto n  

o ffered  h im  H u m m e l’s  jo b . T u r n e d  it d o w n  
a n d  a sk ed  th e  m a y o r  to g iv e  th e  m an  a n ­

o th e r  ch a n ce .
A ll th e  to w n  re a d  a b o u t th e  rio t. T h e  

D e n v e r  Globe p rin te d  a  lo n g  p iece  a b o u t  it  

on  th e  f irs t  p a g e ; a  p ie ce  w ritte n  b y  D ic k  
L a m b e rt, w h o  w a s  th e  B o u lto n  co rresp o n d ­

e n t fo r  th a t  g r e a t  n ew sp a p er. B ig  a n d  

b la c k  w ere  th e  h ead lin es:

OFFICIOUS POLICE

Raid Maas Meeting of Boulton Unemployed

Challenge Right of Ex-Service Men to Learn 
of Jobs in New Platinum Mine

S tirr in g ly  D i c k  L a m b e rt  to ld  h o w  e a rn e st 
y o u n g  S. L . B ro w n , w h ile  co p in g  sin g le­
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h a n d ed  w ith  th e  u n e m p lo y m e n t p ro b le m  in  
th e  B o u lto n  d is tr ic t , h a d  b e e n  a tta c k e d  b y  

th e  lo ca l c o n sta b u la ry , a n d  h o w  h is  co o ln ess  
in  re scu in g  b lu n d erers  fro m  th e  w ra th  o f  

th e  o u tra g e d  c ro w d  h a d  p re v e n te d  b lo o d ­
sh e d .

I t  w a s  a  go rge o u s ch a n ce  to  fill sp ace , 

a n d  D ic k  L a m b e rt  se ized  it. H e  w a s  to  b e  
m a rrie d  to  D a is y  W o rra ll soon  a n d  h e  

n eed ed  th e  m o n ey .

H e  in fo rm ed  th e  w o rld  w h y  th e  m e etin g  

w a s  ca lle d , w h a t  F r a z e r  h a d  in  th e  h ills , 
h o w  the  m o n e y e d  m en  o f  D e n v e r  h a d  le t an  

o p p o r tu n ity  s lip  b y ,  a n d  h o w  S. L . B ro w n  
p lan n e d  to  o u tfla n k  th e  h a rd  tim es a n d  b e a t 

th e  g a m e  o f  a  c o v e to u s  E a ste rn  sy n d ic a te , 
n o t n am ed . H e  m a d e  S te v e  o u t to  b e  a  

c o n s id e ra b ly  g re a te r  h e ro  th a n  th e  F re n c h  
gen era lissim o  th e n  v is it in g  A m e ric a .

P u b lic ity  b e g e ts  m o re  o f  th e  sam e. T h e  
Globe on  th e  fo llo w in g  d a y  p rin te d  a n  e d i­

to ria l e n tit le d , “  S w e a t V e rs u s  D o lla r s ,”  a n d  

to ld  th e  s to r y  o v e r  a g a in , in te rp re tin g  it  a s  
a  sign  th a t  th e  go o d  o ld  A m e r ic a n  sp ir it  w a s  

s till a liv e  a n d  k ic k in g .

H e re  w a s  a  fea rle ss  son  o f  C o lo ra d o  w h o 
s a w  a  fo rtu n e  in  th e  h ills . D id  h e  fo ld  h is 

h a n d s  a n d  w ish  fo r  a  m illio n a ire  to  h a p p e n  
a lo n g  a n d  h e lp  h im ?  N o t  so. H e  w en t 

a fte r  th a t  fo rtu n e  w ith  true, p io n e er co u rag e . 

H e  c re a te d  h is  o w n  c a p ita l o u t  o f  h a rd  

w o rk . F ie  said , “  P e o p le  b e lie v e  th a t  n o th ­

in g  c a n  b e  s ta r te d  w ith o u t  th e  a id  o f  a  p lu ­
to c ra t . W a tc h  u s  b lo w  th a t  su p e rstitio n  

h ig h e r th a n  P ik e ’s P e a k .”
C a m e  a  s ta ff  re p o rte r  a n d  a  s ta ff p h o to g ­

ra p h e r  to  w o r k  u p  a  fu ll-p a g e  S u n d a y  a r ­

tic le . D i c k  L a m b e r t  p ilo te d  th e m  a ro u n d . 
T h e y  to o k  p ic tu re s  o f  S . L .  B r o w n ’s h u m b le  

h om e, o f  h is  p ro u d  l i t t le  m o th e r, a n d  o f  th e  
te n t  in  th e  B ro w n  b a c k  y a r d , w h ic h  h is  

tea m sters  w o u ld  o c c u p y  a s  s lee p in g  q u a r ­
te r s  w h ile  in  B o u lto n .

T h e y  w e n t u p  to  th e  h o m e ste a d  an d , d e ­

sp ite  D a n ie l  F r a z e r ’s  o b je c tio n s, p h o to ­

g ra p h e d  th e  g ir ls  a n d  th e  lode. T h e y  
sn a p p e d  th e  m u le s  a t  th e  W a tk in s  ran ch , 

a n d  even  a im ed  th e ir  ca m e ra  a t  th e  

S c h w a rtz  sm elte r, th e  h o m e liest o b je c t  b e ­

tw een  th e  ra n g e  a n d  th e  A tla n tic  O cea n .

P e o p le  n e v e r  th in k  less o f  a  n e ig h b o r 

w h en  th e y  see  h im  w ritte n  u p  g lo w in g ly  in  

a n  o u t-o f-to w n  p ap er, n o r w h e n  su c h  m en

a s  M a y o r  D o c  H a m ilto n , L e m  Q u in n , P e te r  
H a r le y  a n d  B e n jy  D a w e s  s p e a k  w ell o f  

h im . S te v e  B r o w n ’s  s to c k  sto o d  a t  p a r , as 
in  th e  d a y s  w h en  h e  w a s  a  ris in g  y o u n g  a d ­

v e rtis e r  o f  p o st-h o le  d igg ers.

B ill  W a tk in s  a n d  h is  b ro th e rs  ca m e  to  

to w n  w ith  a  d ro v e  o f  tw e n ty  so p h istica te d  
m u le s. N e x t  d a y  te n  o f  A . P . H o r n e r ’s 

c a r ts  w e n t  in to  th e  h ills  w ith  lo a d s  o f  p ro ­

v is io n s  w h ic h  P e te r  H a r le y  &  S on s, w h o le ­

sa le  g ro ce rs , h a d  b een  g la d  to  le t  th e  n ew  
m a g n a te  h a v e  on  cre d it.

D o w n  ca m e  m o re  m u les  a n d  u p  w en t 

m o re  ca rts , th ese  la d e n  w ith  c o o k -sto v e s , 
k e ttle s , d ish es, co ts , m a ttresses, b la n k e ts  
a n d  w all ten ts , a ll re n te d , th ro u g h  th e  in ­

tercess io n  o f  D ic k  L a m b e rt , fro m  h is  b e st 

g ir l ’s  fa th e r , D e a c o n  W o r ra ll, tru ste e  fo r  
th e  B o u lto n  C a m p m e e tin g  A sso c ia tio n  o f  

b lesse d  m e m o ry .

A lo n g  w ith  th is  ca rg o  w e n t p ic k s  a n d  

s h o v e ls  a n d  m a u ls , a  p o rta b le  fo rge , a  k e ro ­
sen e a ir  p u m p  a n d  a  b a rre l o f  fu e l fo r  th e  

sam e; a  p a ir  o f  ro c k -d rillin g  m a ch in es  a n d  
a  k e g  o f  g ia n t  p o w d e r, p u rc h a se d  o n  tick  

fro m  th e  im p lem e n t h o u se  o f  L em  Q u in n .
A s  th e  re p o rt  sp rea d  th a t  S te v e  B ro w n  

h a d  a  g o o d  th in g  in  S o u th  C a n o n , h e  b e g a n  

to  h e a r  sp ee ch es  lik e  th is : “ I f  y o u  h a d  le t

m e k n o w , m y  b o y , I ’d  h a v e  b e en  g la d  to  

s ta k e  y o u . C o u ld  y o u  use  a  lit t le  re a d y  
c a s h ? ”  S u c h  in q u ire rs  h e  w o u ld  p ro m ise  

to  k e e p  g r a te fu lly  in  m in d . T h u s  h is  ro ll­
in g  sn o w b all grew .

P ro u d  w a s  lit t le  M r s . B ro w n  o f  h e r son, 

as a n y  m o th e r w o u ld  b e  w h en  p eo p le  -took 
to  c a llin g  u p o n  h e r  to  te ll h e r  w h a t  a  w in n er 

h e  w a s. S till sh e  h a d  h e r  d o u b ts . S h e h a d  
seen  sn o w b a lls  b e fo re — S te p h e n ’s fa th e r  

h a d  b e en  a n  a r t is t  a t  ro llin g  th em — a n d  she 
h a d  seen  th em  f ly  to  p ie ce s  in g lo rio u s ly  a t  

th e  fo o t o f  th e  h ill,
O n e  e v e n in g  she re sted  on h e r p ia z z a  a n d  

lo o k ed  a t  th e  m o u n ta in s  a s  th e  su n set fa d e d  

b e h in d  th em . S o m e w’e ek s she s c a rc e ly  n o ­

t ic e d  th em . A t  o th e r  tim es th e y  op p ressed  
h er, b u rd en e d  h er w ith  th e ir  v a stn e ss, 

th e ir  m y s te r y , th e ir  c r u e lty . W h a t  a  s to re ­

h o u se  o f  tre asu re  th e y  w ere— a n d  w h a t  a  

to m b  fo r  lu c k le s s  tre a su re  h u n ters!

T h e ir  h u n g er fo r  m e n ’s l iv e s  h a d  n o a p ­

p e a sin g . T h e y  c h a n g e d  th e ir  lu res  a s  

o fte n  a s  a  tro u t fish er. In  h e r  g r a n d fa th ­
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e r ’s  tim e it h a d  b een  p la c e r  go ld . L a te r  it  
h a d  been  s ilv e r. S te p h e n ’s fa th e r  h a d  w orn  

M r . B r y a n ’s  c ro w n  o f  th o rn s  u p  th e re  in  

M id d le  C a n o n . T h e n  co p p e r a n d  n ick e l 

a n d , m o re  re c e n tly , tu n g sten  h a d  set m e n ’s 
h e a r ts  to  th r illin g . T o - d a y  it  w a s  p la t i­

n u m . T h e  s to ries  p rin te d  in  th e  D e n v e r  

p a p e rs  h a d  b ro u g h t f i f t y  s tra n g ers  to  B o u l­
to n  w ith in  a  w ee k . A n d  h e r  son  w a s  n o  

le ss  b e w itc h e d  a n d  e n tice d  th a n  a n y  o f  

th ese .

A  m e rry  w h is tle  ca m e  d o w n  th e  s tre e t 
a n d  tu rn e d  in  a t  th e  g a te . H e r  so n  lo o k e d  

so  fin e  th e se  d a y s . H e  rem in d ed  h e r o f  h is  
fa th e r , co m in g  to  c o u rt  h e r in  th e  lo n g  ago .

“  H e llo , m y  g ir l ,”  sa id  S te v e , a n d  s a t  

d o w n  o n  th e  p o rc h  s te p s  a t  h e r fe e t. H e  

h a d  ta k e n  su p p e r w ith  D ic k  L a m b e r t ’s  
p e o p le  a n d  lis te n ed  to  M o s e s  L a m b e r t ’s 

ta le s  o f  S ta te  p o litics . F u ll  o f  go ss ip  a n d  

g o o d  ch e er, h e  fa ile d  to  n o te  th a t  h is  m o th er 
w a s  w o rrie d , u n til sh e  sa id :

“  M rs . W o r ra ll w a s  h e re  to -d a y , S te ­
p h e n .”

“  Y e s ? ”
“  S h e s a y s  M r . H o rn e r is te llin g  a ro u n d  

th a t  h e  is  g la d  h e  h a s  n o th in g  to  lo se  b u t 

so m e c a r ts  a n d  h a rn e s s .”

“  W h a t  does h e  m ean  b y  t h a t ? ”
“  H e  s a y s  y o u  w o n ’t  m a k e  exp en ses. 

W o rse  th a n  th a t, y o u  a re  le tt in g  th e  F ra ze rs  
in  fo r  a  crash . T h e  d e b ts  th a t  y o u  a re  ru n ­

n in g  u p  w ill ta k e  th e ir  m in e .”
“  H o o t!  ”  sa id  S te v e .

“  I t  is  a ll v e r y  g ra n d  a n d  fine, S tep h e n . 

B u t  w h a t w ill th e  e n d  b e ? ”
S h e  h a d  tr ie d  h e r  h a n d  a t  m a k in g  a  b u d ­

g e t  fo r  h im . S u p p o se  h e  sh o u ld  su cce e d  in 

p u tt in g  dowm a  th o u sa n d  to n s  o f  th e  F ra ze r  
ro c k  in  th e  sm elte r y a r d  b e fo re  w in ter. 

S u p p o se  th e  o re  sh o u ld  y ie ld  $10 0 ,0 0 0  

w o r th  o f  m e ta l. O u t  o f  th a t  h e  w o u ld  h a v e  

to  p a y  a  th ird  fo r  sm e ltin g  a n d  re fin in g , a n d  

a  th ird  m o re  fo r  w a g e s  a n d  bo n u ses. A d d  

$ 10 ,0 0 0  fo r  fo o d  fo r  h is  crew ', a n d  $5,000 

fo r  o p e ra tin g  m a te r ia ls  a n d  in c id en ta ls , in ­
c lu d in g  ren t a n d  re p la ce m e n t o f  e q u ip m e n t. 

T h e r e  w a s  m o re  th a n  $80,000 go n e, a n d  h e  

h a d  still to  s e tt le  w ith  T h o m a s  W a tk in s  for 

m u le  h ire  a n d  feed .
“  W h a t  w ill th e  F ra z e rs  m a k e , S te p h e n ? ”  

“  M o th e r , I  k n o w  w h a t  I ’m  d o in g .”

“  I  su re ly  h o p e  so , so n .”  S h e  g a ze d

th o u g h tfu lly  a cro ss  h e r s id e -y a rd  g a rd e n  to  

th e  b lu e  sh a d o w s o f  th e  fo o th ills . “  B u t  I  
d o n ’t  k n o w  h o w  y o u  ca n  b e  so s u r e .”

I t  h a d  b e en  h a rd  fo r  h im  to k e e p  h is  u lte ­
rio r  a im  fro m  th e  k n o w le d g e  o f  th is  c le a r­

e y e d  lit t le  m o th e r w h o  h a d  b e e n  h is  b e st  

fr ie n d  a n d  co u n selo r a ll h is  life . Y e t  h e  
h a d  n o t to ld  h e r, e n th u s ia s tic  th o u g h  h e  w a s  

o v e r  h is  id e a . T o -n ig h t  sh e  wra s w o rrie d , 

a n d  h e  saw  s u d d e n ly  th a t  she h a d  a  r ig h t to  

w 'orry. M o re  th a n  th a t, h e  sa w  w h a t  h is  
re a l reaso n  w a s  fo r  w ith h o ld in g  h is  p la n  

fro m  h e r. H e  w a s  n o t su re  th a t  she w o u ld  
a p p ro v e .

“  M o th e r , y o u  a re  g o in g  to  k n o w  th e  

g r e a t  se cre t b e fo re  lo n g ,”  h e  said . “ I ’ll 

g iv e  y o u  a  h in t. T o -m o rr o w  I ’m  d r iv in g  
so m e  D e n v e r  p eo p le  u p  to  th e  m in e .”

“  Som e D e n v e r  p eo p le , S te p h e n ? ”

“  C a p ita lis ts , m o th e r. N o w  d o n ’t y o u  
s e e ? ”

S h e  lo o k e d  p e rp le x e d . H is  p la n , a s  sh e  
a n d  th e  to w n  u n d ersto o d  it , w a s  to  w o rk  th e  
m in e  h im se lf, d isre g a rd in g  c a p ita lis ts . T h a t  

w a s  w h y  e v e r y b o d y  p ra ise d  h im  so. T h a t  

w a s  w h y  th e  n ew sp a p ers  p rin te d  p ie ce s  
a b o u t  h im . T h a t  w a s  w h y  h er p a sto r, th e  
R e v . M r . S m a ll, h a d  p re a ch e d  a  serm on  o n  

D o in g  W ith  O u r  M ig h t  W h a t  O u r H a n d s  
F in d  to  D o .

“  N o , I  d o n ’t  see , S tep h e n , u n less  y o u  

m e a n  th a t  y o u  a re  tr y in g  to  sell th e  m in e  
fo r  th e  F r a z e r s .”

“  T h a t ’s  i t . ”
“ B u t ’s a ll th is  ta lk in g  a n d  p la n n in g  a n d  

h a rd  w o rk  a n d  p re p a ra tio n — ”

“  P re ss  a g e n t s tu ff, m o th e r, th e  sam e a s  

D i c k ’s sto ries  in  th e  p a p e r s .”
H e r  e ye s  sn a p p e d . T h e r e  a re  h u m an  

w e a th e rv a n e s  th a t  p o in t a n y  w a y  th e  w in d  

b lo w s . T h e r e  a lso  a re  h u m an  co m p ass  
n eed les  t h a t  p o in t tru e  u n d e r a n y  a n d  a ll 

c ircu m sta n ce s . M r s . B r o w n ’s  re a ctio n  to  
h e r  so n ’s  d isc lo su re  w a s  in sta n t.

“  T h e n  a ll th is  fin e  sp lu rg e  o f  y o u rs  is  

o n ly  a  b lu f f? ”
“  C a ll  i t  th a t  i f  y o u  l ik e ,”  h e r so n  a n ­

sw ered  lig h tly . “  I  c a ll i t  a d v e rtis in g . W e  
a re  d o in g  w ith  th e  m in e  w h a t  I  u se d  to  d o  
w ith  the  H o n e y m a n  d ig g er. W e  a re  d e m ­

o n stra tin g  it , t h a t ’s a l l .”

“  T h e  F ra z e rs  d o n ’t  know 7 th is , S te p h e n .”  

N e ll  F r a z e r  h a d  b een  in  to w n  o n ly  a  fe w
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d a y s  b e fo re , a n d  h a d  ta lk e d  lo n g  w ith  M rs . 
B ro w n  o f  th e  b ra v e  th in g  S te v e  w a s  d oin g.

“  T h e y  th in k  y o u  s in c e re ly  m ean  to  w o rk  

th e  m in e  fo r  th em . T h e y  h a v e  n o id e a  o f  
s e llin g .”

“  W h e n  th e y  see  h a lf  a  m illio n  d o lla rs  
th e y  w ill  sell q u ic k  e n o u g h .”

H e r  silen ce  to ld  h im  w h a t h e  h a d  k n o w n  

in  h is  h e a rt  a ll a lo n g . S h e h a d  n o a p p ro v a l 

to  g iv e  to  su ch  a  co u rse  a s  h e  h a d  ta k e n . 
S h e  w a s  d isap p o in te d  in h im .

“  Y o u  a re  o ld -fa sh io n ed , lik e  th e  F r a z ­
e r s ,”  h e  to ld  h er. “  Y o u  d o n ’t  u n d e rsta n d  
m o d e rn  a d v e rtis in g  m e th o d s .”

“  I  d o n ’t u n d e rsta n d  g a m b lin g  w ith  o th e r  
p e o p le ’s p r o p e r ty ,”  she rep lied .

H e  rose fro m  th e  step s, s tre tc h e d  h is  lo n g  
arm s, k issed  h is m o th e r go o d  n ig h t, a n d  

w e n t in d o ors to  b ed . H e  h a d  to  b e  u p  

e a r ly  to  d r iv e  h is  c a p ita lis ts  in  to  -S o u th  

C a n o n . B u t  h e  did  n o t sleep  u n til lo n g  
a fte r  h e  h e ard  h is  m o th e r co m e in . H e  la y  

a w a k e  a rg u in g  w ith  h is  co n sc ie n ce . W h a t  

w a s  th ere  in  h is  sch em e th a t  w a s  w ro n g ?  

N o th in g-— e x ce p t th a t  h e  h a d  n o t to ld  th e  
F ra ze rs .

W e ll ,  h e  w o u ld  see them  to -m o rrow .

C H A P T E R  I X .

GOOD SAM ARITANS.

MA Y O R S  o f  th e  r ig h t so rt d o  m o re  
th a n  p re sid e  a t  co u n cil m e etin g s  a n d  

resp o n d  to  to a sts  a t  c iv ic  b a n q u e ts . 

T h e y  k n o w  a  l i t t le  o f  w h a te v e r  g o e s  on  
w ith in  th e ir  to w n , a n d  ta k e  a  fa th e r ly  in te r­

e st in  th e  a ffa irs  o f  th e ir  co n stitu e n ts . S u ch  

a  m a y o r  w a s  D r . J o h n  H a m ilto n , th e  b ig ­

g e st  a n d  jo llie s t  m a n  o f  m e d ic in e  in  C o lo ­
ra d o , n o w  s e rv in g  h is  f if th  term  a s  c h ie f  

e x e c u tiv e  o f  B o u lto n .
E a r ly  in th e  y e a r  o f  o u r s to ry , D r . H a m ­

ilto n  re c e iv e d  a  le tte r  fro m  o n e  A rth u r  
L a ir d , o f  th e  L u tw e ll M in in g  S y n d ic a te , 

N e w  Y o r k  a n d  L o n d o n , in q u irin g  in to  th e  
h e a lth  a n d  w o r ld ly  co n d itio n  o f  D a n ie l 

F ra ze r . I t  w a s  a  c o u rte o u s  le tte r , a n d  h e  

re p lied  in  th e  sam e sp irit.

D a n ie l F ra ze r , h e  sa id , w a s  h is  m o st in ­

terestin g  p a tie n t  a n d  o n e  o f  h is  b e st frien d s. 

A  tra g e d y , th e  d e a th  o f  h is  w ife , h a d  le ft  

h im  b a d ly  b ro k e n  u p , a n d  th e  p a ssa g e  o f

th e  y e a rs  h a d  n o t h e a le d  th e  e ffects o f  h is  
b lo w . S e n sitiv e , in te lle c tu a l, rid d en  b y  a  
N e w  E n g la n d  co n sc ie n ce , h e  b e lie v e d  h e  

h a d  b e en  to  b la m e  fo r  h is  w ife ’s d e a th ; a n d  
th o u g h  so u n d  e n o u g h  in  b ra in  a n d  b o d y , he 

su ffered  fro m  a  s ta te  o f  m in d  from  w h ich  
D r . H a m ilto n , w ith  a ll h is  c u r a tiv e  a rts , h ad  

b een  u n a b le  to  re ca ll h im .

“  H is  tro u b le ,”  th e  p h y s ic ia n  w ro te , 

“  m ig h t b e  c la sse d  a s  a  m ild  fo rm  o f  shell 
s h o c k .”

In  J u n e  tw o  s tra n g ers  c a lle d  u p o n  th e  
d o cto r. T h e  y o u n g e r  w a s  A rth u r  L a ir d ; 

th e  e ld er , a  fu s s y  l i t t le  m a n  o f  e v id e n t im ­
p o rta n c e , w a s  H . H . B . L u tw e ll. T h e y  d e ­

sired  to  lea rn  m ore  a b o u t D a n ie l F ra ze r , 
w h o m  th e y  e x p e c te d  to  v is it  in the  h ills  n ex t 
d a y .

I t  w a s  soon a p p a re n t to  th e  g o o d -n a tu re d  
m a y o r  th a t  th e  s tra n g e rs  h a d  th e  fr ie n d lie st 

in te n tio n s  to w a rd  h is  o d d ly  a fflicted  p a tie n t.

“  H e  sa v ed  m e a  fo rtu n e  o n c e ,”  L u tw e ll  
d e c la re d , “  in  a  m in e -sa ltin g  c a se , th e  s lic k ­
est tra p  I  e v e r  w a lk e d  in to .”

“  W e  b o th  o w e  h im  a  lo t ,”  L a ir d  a d d ed . 

“  A n d  n o w  th a t  m y  ca rb o ru n d u m -h e a rte d  
a sso c ia te  h e re  b e g in s  to  g ro w  s o ft  a n d  p h il­
a n th ro p ic  in h is  o ld  a g e — ”

“  T o  b la ze s  w ith  y o u ,”  sn a p p e d  L u tw e ll. 
“  A m  I  s o ft  w h e n  I  g o  a fte r  a  m o u n ta in  o f  

p la tin u m  o re  w o rth  a  h u n d red  d o lla rs  a  
t o n ? ”

D r . H a m ilto n  re jo ice d  in th e  go o d  n ew s. 
In t im a te ly  a s  h e  k n e w  th e  F ra ze rs , h e  h a d  
n o t  h e a rd  o f  th e ir  m in eral find .

‘ ‘ M r . L u tw e ll  h a s  lo o k e d  fo rw a rd  fo r  

y e a i s ,”  sa id  L a ir d , “  to  th e  p lea su re  o f  d o ­
in g  go o d  w ith  h is  m o n e y . T h u s  fa r  h e  h a s 

b e e n  d e te rred  fro m  h is  p u rp o se  b y  h is  

ch ro n ic  d rea d  o f  a c q u ir in g  a  re p u ta tio n  a s  
a n  e a s y  m a r k .”

“  A n d  w h o  w ill  b la m e  m e ? ”  L u tw e ll d e ­
m a n d ed . “  L o o k  a t  th e  p o or R o c k e fe lle rs  
-— a th o u sa n d  b e g g in g  le tte rs  a  d a y ! ”

“  T h is  seem s to  b e  th e  c h a n c e  h e  h as 

w a ite d  fo r ,”  L a ir d  co n tin u e d . “  H e  w ill 

e m u la te  th e  g o o d  S a m a rita n  o f  H o ly  W r it , 
a n d , lik e  th a t  e x ce lle n t m a n , h e  w ill g o  a  

lo n g  w a y  fro m  h o m e to  p erfo rm  h is  c h a r ita ­

b le  a c t. T h e  S a m a rita n  w a s  tra v e lin g  in 

J u d e a  a t  th e  tim e, i f  y o u  re ca ll, on  th e  ro a d  

fro m  J eru sa le m  to  J e r ic h o .”

M r . L u tw e ll w rith e d  u n d e r th is  exp o su re
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o f  h is  k in d ly  in te n tio n s. I t  is c le a r  th a t  h e  

w a s  one o f  th o se  ra re  so u ls  w h o  d is lik e  to  be  

c a u g h t  in  g o o d  w o rk s. H e  c h a n g e d  th e  

s u b je c t.
H e  sa id  to  th e  d o cto r, “  Y o u  w ro te  u s 

th a t  F r a z e r ’s  ca se  is  lik e  shell s h o c k .”
“  S p e a k in g  b r o a d ly , it is. I  d o n ’t  s e t  u p  

a s  a  p s y c h o lo g is t. B u t  h is  tro u b le  is  o f  
t h a t  n a tu r e .”

“  L o s t  h is  g r ip , e h ? ”

“ L o s t  h is  fa ith  in  h im se lf, I  sh o u ld  s a y , 

a s  a  re su lt o f  b ro o d in g  o v e r  th e  a c c id e n t 
th a t  c o st  M r s . F r a z e r  h e r  life . H e  s a v e d  h is  
o w n — h e  ju m p e d  w h en  h e  sa w  th e  e le v a to r  

fa ll in g — a n d  h e  h a s  c a lle d  h im se lf a  co w a rd  

e v e r  s in c e .”
L u tw e ll a n d  L a ir d  e x ch a n g e d  g la n ces , 

a n d  th e  o ld e r  m a n  v o lu n te e re d , “  L a ir d  a n d  

I  a re  e x p e rts  in sh ell s h o c k .”

“  I n d e e d ? ”  s a id  th e  d o cto r.
“  T e ll  h im  a b o u t  i t , A r th u r . I t  w a s  y o u r  

c a s e .”
L a ir d  tu rn e d  to  th e  p h y s ic ia n . “  I  ca m e  

h o m e fro m  th e  w a r  a  w re c k , sir. A ll  go n e  

in  m y  n erve . S o m e  d a y s  I  w a s  m y se lf. 
T h e n  so m eb o d y  w o u ld  d ro p  a  b o o k  b e h in d  

m e, p erh a p s, o r  — ”
“  I  k n o w ,”  D r .  H a m ilto n  a d d ed .

“  M y  w ife  h a p p e n s  to  b e  M r . L u t w e ll ’s  
fa v o r ite  n ie c e ,”  L a ir d  resu m ed , “  a n d  o u r 

c h ild re n  are  l ik e  g ra n d ch ild re n  to  h im . So 

w h e n  th e  d o c to rs  g a v e  m e  u p , h e  g o t  b u s y . 
O n e  e v e n in g  M rs. L a ir d  a n d  I  w e n t to  th e  

o p e ra . A  b ru te  in  th e  c ro w d  jo s t le d  h er, 

g a v e  h e r th e  e y e , in su lte d  h e r  w ith  a  re ­
m a rk . H e  w a s  a  b i g  c h a p , b u t  I  w a llo p e d  
h im  a ll o v e r  a  b lo c k  o f  w e t a sp h a lt  p a v in g . 

W h e n  th e  co p s  d ra g g e d  m e off h im  I  w a s  

a ll  r ig h t  a g a in . B e e n  m y s e lf  e v e r  s in c e .”
“  R e m a r k a b le ,”  th e  d o cto r  co m m en ted .

“  T h e  m an  I  th ra sh e d  w a s  o n e  B in g  
O ’B rie n , fa m o u s  in  th e  p riz e  r in g ,”  L a ir d  

co n c lu d e d . “  M r . L u tw e ll h a d  h ire d  h im  

to  s tir  m e  u p  a n d  m a k e  m e re d isco v e r  m y  

so u l, o r  w h a te v e r  i t  w a s  th a t  I  h a d  lo s t .”

“  I t  c o s t  m e o n e  h u n d re d  d o lla r s ,”  L u t ­
w e ll g ru m b le d .

T h e  re co lle c tio n  h u rt  h im  so  th a t  h e  
fish ed  a  b o ttle  o f  ta b le ts  fro m  h is  p o c k e t 

a n d  m e d ica te d  h im se lf,

“  D o c to r , co u ld  w e  w o rk  som e su c h  c u re  

on  D a n ie l F ra z e r?  G e t  h im  fig h tin g  m a d , 

y o u  k n o w , a n d — ”

D r . H a m ilto n  fro w n e d . “  F r a z e r  h a s  
e n o u g h  to  s ta n d  a lre a d y , I  th in k .”

“  Y o u  m ig h t s a y  th a t  o f  a  d ro w n in g  
m a n ,”  L u tw e ll a rg u e d . “  Y e t  i f  h a n d in g  

h im  a  h a r d  k n o c k  o n  th e  b e a n  w o u ld  h e lp  

y o u  s a v e  h im , y o u  w o u ld  le t  f ly ,  w o u ld n ’t  
y o u ? ”

T h e y  sp en t an  h o u r w ith  th e  m a y o r , th e n  
w e n t b a c k  to  th e  P a la c e  H o te l.

T h r e e  d a y s  p assed . O n  th e  e v e n in g  o f  
th e  th ird  d a y  h e  sa w  th em  co m in g  u p  th e  
s tre e t.

“ H e re  w e  a re  a g a in ,”  th e y  a n n o u n ce d  
g lo o m ily .

W h e n  th e y  h a d  sa t d o w n  w ith  h im  in  h is  

su m m e r-h o u se  a t  th e  ed ge  o f  th e  la w n , th e y  
to ld  h im  a  ta le  th a t  ca u sed  h im  to  o p en  h is  

e y e s  a s  it  p ro gresse d , a n d  to  sh o u t w ith  
la u g h te r  a t  its  co n clu sio n .

“ R i c h ! ”  ro a re d  th e  d o cto r. “  Y o u  g a v e  

F r a z e r  a  p s y c h o th e r a p y  tre a tm e n t, a n d  h e  
k ic k e d  y o u  o u t .”

“  I t ’s n o  la u g h in g  m a tte r  w ith  m e ,”  sa id  
L u tw e ll . “  I ’v e  b e en  c a lle d  a  p ira te  a n d  a  

w o lf , a n d  its  h u r ts .”

“  W e  fig u red  it  w o u ld  b e  e a s y  to  e x p la in  
to  h im  a fte rw a r d — lik e  s a y in g , ‘ E x c u s e  it , 

p le a s e ,’ ”  L a ir d  o b serve d . “  W e  d id n ’ t 

c a lc u la te  w h a t  a  ro a rin g  lio n  w e  w ere  g o in g  
to  ro u se . T h e r e  seem s to b e  n o th in g  fo r  us 

to  do  b u t  to  fo ld  o u r te n ts  lik e  th e  A r a b s  

a n d  s ile n t ly  s tea l a w a y  fo r a  se a s o n .”
“  T h a t ’s  o n e  k in d  o f  s te a lin g  I ’v e  n ev er 

b e e n  a c c u s e d  o f ,”  L u tw e ll g ro w le d . “  S tea l 

a w a y ?  M y  fo o t! T h in k  o f  m y  g o o d  
n am e. A n d  th in k  o f  a ll th a t  p la t in u m .”

H is  fe e lin g s  g o t  th e  b e tte r  o f  h im . “  A  

s w e e t p a ir  o f  g o o d  S a m a rita n s  w e  lo o k  
l i k e ! ”  h e  e x p lo d ed . “ N e v e r  a g a in  w ill I  

g o  o u t  o f  m y  w a y  to  b e  k in d , I  s w e a r to  

M a h o m e t. N e v e r  a s  lo n g  a s  I  liv e ! ”

L a ir d  s ta te d  th e ir  o b je c t  in  c a llin g  u p o n  

D r .  H a m ilto n  th is  e v e n in g .
“  O u r  w o u n d e d  v a n ity  a sid e , th e  first 

c o n sid e ra tio n  w ith  u s  is  th e  F r a z e r ’s  w e l­

fa r e . W e  w a n t  to  m a k e  su re, b e fo re  w e  
le a v e  to w n , th a t  th e ir  p re se n t p la n  w ill go  

th ro u g h  w ith o u t  a  h itc h , i f  th e re  is  a n y  w a y  

w e  c a n  g u a ra n te e  i t . ”

“  W e  w a n t  to  b e fr ie n d  th em  th o u g h  th e y  

h a v e  w ro n g e d  u s ,”  L u tw e ll a d d e d  v ir tu ­

o u s ly .

A t  th e ir  fa re w e ll b r e a k fa s t  th a t  d a y
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D a n ie i F r a z e r  h a d  s a id  e n o u g h  to  g iv e  them  

a n  id e a  o f  th e  lea se  th a t  S te v e  B ro w n  h a d  
ta k e n  a n d  th e  o p era tio n  th a t  h e  c o n te m ­

p la te d . M u le s  w ere  in v o lv e d , a n d  c e rta in  

ca rts , a n d  a  sm elter in  B o u lto n .
“  S a m  S c h w a r tz ’s  s m e lte r? ”  q u e rie d  th e  

d o cto r. “  S c h w a rtz  is  to  b e  c lo sed  u p . H is  

cre d ito rs  m e et a t  th e  b a n k  to -m o rrow . I t  

m ean s th a t  y o u n g  B r o w n  w ill h a v e  to  sh ip  

h is  o re  to  D e n v e r .”
“  H e  c a n ’t  a ffo rd  to  sh ip  h is  s tu ff  a n  in ch  

b e y o n d  B o u lto n ,”  L u tw e ll  d e clared . “ I ’v e  

d o n e  som e figu rin g . H e  m a y  go  in  th e  
h o le , a s  i t  is. .P ro b a b ly  w ill. P r o b a b ly  

• w o n ’t  b e  a b le  to  s c a re  u p  e n o u g h  c re d it  to  

g e t  s ta rte d . A b su rd  id e a , d o in g  w ith o u t 
c a p ita l. M ig h t  a s  w e ll d o  w ith o u t  h is  

h e a d .”
T h e  sp e a k e r  p u ffed  o u t  h is  c h e e k s  in d ig ­

n a n tly .
“  D r iv in g  in to  to w n  th is  e v e n in g  I  a sk e d  

h im  if  h e  w o u ld n ’t  ta k e  u s  in  a s  s ilen t p a r t­
n ers  a n d  le t  u s  p u t  u p  th e  m o n ey . W h a t  

d id  h e  d o ?  P o in te d  h is  w h ip  a t  a  sign  o n  a  
d ir ty  lit t le  fa c to r y . S ig n  sa id , ‘ N o  H e lp  

W a n te d .’ ”
“  In  b r ie f ,”  sa id  th e  p h y s ic ia n , "  y o u  

w o u ld  lik e  to  c a p ita liz e  th e ir sch em e fo r  

th e m  w ith o u t  th e ir  k n o w le d g e .”

T h a t  w a s  it , th e  go o d  S a m a rita n s  a g re ed . 
T h a t  w a s  w h a t  th e y  w ere  g e ttin g  a t. A n d  

since- th e  c lo s in g  o f  th e  lo ca l sm elte r w o u ld  

b e  an  o b s ta c le  in  th e  F r a z e r s ’ w a y , w h a t  
c o u ld  b e  d on e to  k e e p  th e  p la n t  g o in g ?  

W h a t  w a s  n ee d ed ?
C h e e r fu lly  D r . H a m ilto n  u n d e rto o k  to  

ta k e  th em  to  see  B a n k e r  B e n jy  D a w e s .

“ W e  s ta y  in  th e  d a rk  t ill  th e  g ra n d  fin a le  
a t  th e  end  o f  th e  s e a s o n / ’ L u tw e ll  w a rn e d . 

“  T h e n  w e  b re e ze  in  lik e  a  c o u p le  o f  fa ir y  

g o d m o th e rs  a n d  k n o c k  th a t  o ld  ra m ro d  o f  a  

p ro fe sso r  m a n  o ff h is  p in s  w ith  a  s c u ttle  o f  

c o a ls  o f  fire . H e  c a lle d  m e a  la n d  v a r ie ty  
o f  C a p ta in  K id d , re m e m b e r.”

N e x t  m o rn in g  th e  g o o d  S a m a rita n s  re ­

su m e d  th e ir  in te rru p te d  jo u rn e y  to  N e v a d a , 
w h ere  th e y  h a d  p ro p e rtie s  to  in sp e ct. A t  

th e  sam e h o u r D r . H a m ilto n  w a s  h ig h  on  

th e  B o u lto n  P la te a u , sp ee d in g  h is  p a ir  o f  

b r is k  b a y s  to w a rd  th e  F r a z e r  p la c e . T h e  
c i t y  m en  h a d  to ld  h im  so m eth in g  th a t  in te r­

e ste d  h is  m e d ica l m in d  fa r  m o re  th a n  th e ir  

a c c o u n t o f  th e  p la tin u m  lo d e , T h e y  h a d

s a id  th a t  D a n ie l F ra z e r  h a d  co m e b a c k  to  
h im se lf.

R e tu rn in g  fro m  S o u th  C a n o n , th e  d o c to r  

h a d  a  s tra n g e  s to r y  to  co n fid e  to  B a n k e r  
D a w e s .

“  F ra z e r  is  a  d ifferen t m a n ; y o u ’d  h a r d ly  
know- h im ,”  h e  re p o rted . “  A lth o u g h  I  ta k e  

n o  s to c k  in  n e w -fa n g le d  th e ra p ie s  a n d  o p a- 

th ie s  a n d  ism s, I 'm  o b lig e d  to  b e lie v e  th e  

c h a n g e  in  h im  c a m e  a s  th o se  N e w  Y o r k e r s  
to ld  u s  i t  d id . T h e y  s tu n g  h im  h a rd  w h ere  

h e  liv e s — in  h is  sen se  o f  h o n o r. A n d  so m e ­
h o w  it  b ro u g h t h im  t o .”

“  D id  y o u  le t  h im  know ' w h a t  th e y  h a d  
d o n e  fo r  h im ? ”  a sk e d  th e  b a n k e r . -

“  N o , I  d id n ’t . T h e  tre a tm e n t is  s till 
w o r k in g  o n  h im . Y o u  o u g h t to  h e a r  h im  

d iscu ss  th em  a n d  a ll th e ir  b re ed . W h o o s h !”

A s  th e  d a y s  w e n t on  th e  m a y o r  w a tc h e d  
w ith  in te re st  th e  p ro g re ss  o f  th e  F ra z e r  
v e n tu re  a n d  lis te n e d  to  th e  m a n y  ru m o rs 

a flo a t  re g a rd in g  it . O n e  re p o rt h a d  the  
L u tw e ll  S y n d ic a te  t r y in g  to  b u y  th e  sm elter 

a s  a  m o v e  to  b r in g  S te v e  B ro w n  to  tim e. 

S o m ew h ere  a  d is to rte d  fra g m e n t o f  th e  tru th  
h a d  le a k e d  o u t. D r .  H a m ilto n  sm iled  a t  
th is  y a r n  a n d  h e ld  h is  p ea ce.

B u t  h e  d id  n o t sm ile  w h e n  h e  h e a rd  th a t 
S te p h e n  B r o w n  w a s  c lo se te d  w ith  th ree  n ew  

s tra n g e rs  a t  th e  P a la c e  H o te l. H e  w en t 
th ith e r  a n d  h a d  a  ta lk  w ith  L o n  M a d ig a n , 

th e  h o te l k e e p e r, th en  so u g h t a n d  fo u n d  
B e n jy  D a w e s  a t  th e  b a n k e r ’s h om e.

“  T h e  th in g  L u tw e ll  w a s  a fr a id  o f  is 
a b o u t  to  h a p p e n ,”  s a id  h e . “  T u d o r  
W h e e lin g  a n d  h is  c ro w d  a re  a t  th e  P a la c e . 
Y o u n g  B ro w n  h a s  b e e n  w ith  th em  a ll a f ­

tern o o n . H e 's  to  d r iv e  th e m  u p  to  F r a z e r ’s  
to -m o rro w .”

“ T h o s e  c u t th r o a ts ! ”  cr ied  th e  b a n k e r .
“  T h e y ’ll s te a l F r a z e r  to  death.®

“  M o re  th a n  th a t, th e y  w ill  c a p tu re  th e  
m in e  fro m  L u tw e ll . I  re g a rd  L u tw e ll a s  a  

c lie n t o f  o u rs .”
“  W e  w a n t  h im  in te re ste d  in  th e  B o u lto n  

d is tr ic t , c e rta in ly . W e  m u st p ro te c t  h im . 
W h a t  h a v e  y o u  h e a r d ? ”

“  W h e e lin g  h a s  h a d  sc o u ts  re co n n o iterin g  

F r a z e r ’s lo d e. T h e y  w e n t u p  d isgu ised  as 
la b o re rs  lo o k in g  fo r  jo b s. T h e y  ca m e d ow n  

y e s te r d a y . W h e e lin g  h e a rd  th e ir  rep o rts , 
th en  sen t fo r  S te v e  B r o w n .”
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“  W h e r e ’s L u tw e ll n o w ? ”
“  S o m ew h ere  in N e v a d a ? ”

“  B e tte r  w ire  h im ,”  th e  b a n k e r  a d v ised . 

“  A n d  send w o rd  to  F ra z e r  to  lo o k  o u t .”
“  I ’ll h a v e  a  ta lk  w ith  S te v e  B r o w n ,”  said  

D r . H a m ilto n . “  H e  c a n ’t  k n o w  w h a t a  

ch u m p  h e  is, ta k in g  th a t  b u n ch  o f  re p tile s  

u p  th e re .”
P u z z le d , D a w e s  a sk e d : “  W h a t 's  h is  id ea, 

a n y w a y ?  I  th o u g h t  h e  w a s  go in g  to  w o rk  

th e  m in e  h im s e lf.”
“  I  d o n ’t  k n o w ,”  th e  d o cto r  co n fe ssed . 

“  I  c a n ’t  m a k e  h im  o u t .”
A  b u s y  m a y o r  w h o  is  a lso  a  b u s y  p h y s i­

c ia n  c a n n o t a tte n d  to  e v e r y th in g  h e  sees to  

d o . B e fo r e  H a m ilto n  le f t  th e  b a n k e r ’s 
h o m e  h e  h a d  b e e n  su m m o n ed  to  an  a ll- 

n ig h t b a tt le  fo r  a  p a t ie n t ’s l i fe  a t  a  fru it  
ra n c h  fiv e  m iles  a w a y . W h e n  h e  re tu rn e d  

to  to w n  in  th e  m o rn in g  h e  w a s  to o  la te  to  
h a v e  h is  t a lk  w ith  S te v e  B r o w n , w h o  h a d  

le f t  a t  d a y b r e a k  w ith  th ree  o f  th e  le a d in g  
s p ir its  o f  th e  n o to r io u s  T u d o r  W h e e lin g  

r in g , b o u n d  fo r  th e  F ra z e r  h o m estea d .
D r . H a m ilto n  p a u se d  o n ly  lo n g  e n o u g h  

to  sen d  a  te le g ra m , th e n  h e a d e d  h is  tea m  

o f  b a y s  fo r  G re e n le a f G u lc h .

C H A P T E R  X .

A M A T T E R  O F  H O N O R .

IT  is a  c u r io u s  th in g, a n d  w o r th y  o f  a  
p a ss in g  g la n ce , th a t  M r . L u tw e ll, w h en  
m a k in g  h is  p re p o stero u s  p ro p o sa l to  

D a n ie l F 'razer, h a d  k e p t  T u d o r  W h e e lin g  

in  m in d  a s  a  h o rrib le  m o d el to  im ita te  in 

w h a t  h e  h a d  to  s a y .
O n ly  b y  im a g in in g  h im se lf su ch  a  sco u n ­

drel a s  T u d o r  W h e e lin g  h a d  M r . L u tw e ll 

b een  a b le  to  assu m e a n d  p u t  o v e r  th e  ro le  
o f  in iq u ito u s  tem p ter. K n o w n  a n d  d e te sted  
w a s  M r . W h e e lin g  w h e re v e r  m in es w ere  

b o u g h t a n d  sold.
W e  m a y  th in k  o f th is  cre a tu re  a s  b la c k -  

jo w le d , sm a ll-e y e d  a n d  co rp u le n t. I n  b ro a d  

h o r izo n ta l strip es  o f  b la c k  a n d  w h ite  h e  

w ou ld  h a v e  seem ed m o re  a p p ro p ria te ly  c la d  
th a n  in  the  s k ir te d  b ro a d c lo th  c o a t a n d  th e  

h ig h  s ilk  h a t  w h ic h  h e  w o re  h a b itu a lly  in  

p u b lic .
H is  a ir  a s  h e  w a lk e d  th e  stre e ts  o f  th e  

C o lo ra d o  c a p ita l w a s  th e  se lf-co n scio u s  a n d

su p erd ign ified  a ir  o f  o n e  w h o  e x p e c ts  to 
m eet h is  a n c ie n t h is to ry  a t a n y  tu rn in g  an d  
is  re a d y  to  fa c e  it  d o w n  h a rsh ly .

H e  h a d  th ree  offices in  D e n v e r , a n d  a t 

le a s t  a s  m a n y  h o m e s; w h ic h  m a y  o r  m a y  
n o t e x p la in  w h y  th e  la w , w h ile  e v e r la s tin g ­

l y  fin d in g  h im  o u t, co u ld  n e v e r  fin d  h im  in .

N o t  in v a in  h a d  th e  a d ro it  D ic k  L a m b e rt  
p lie d  th e  D e n v e r  p ress  w ith  a c c o u n ts  o f th e  
h e ro ic  u n d e rta k in g s  o f  S. L . B ro w n . F o r  

M r . W h e e lin g  re a d  th o se  a c c o u n ts  a n d  sa id  
to  h im se lf:  “ F r a z e r ?  A in ’t  th a t  th e  o ld  
g in k  w h o w a s  m o o n in g  a ro u n d  th e  m in in g  
e x ch a n g e  la s t  w in te r?  S u re  it  is .”

F u r th e r  h e  c o g ita te d : “  P la tin u m , e h ?
L e t  m e see. H a v e  I  e v e r  so ld  p la tin u m  
sh a re s  to  th e  m asses?  I  tro w  n o t. A n d  

p la tin u m  is  a ttr a c t iv e . I  m u st lo o k  in to  
th is .”

W i t h .a  g o lf  c a p  on  h is  h e a d  in p la c e  of 
th e  h ig h  s ilk  h a t , y e t  s till in ve ste d  in  b ro a d ­
c lo th , h e  ro d e  b e sid e  S . L . B ro w n  on the  

fro n t se a t o f  the  m o u n ta in  s ta g e  a n d  re ga led  
h is  in g en u o u s  y o u n g  d r iv e r  w ith  fla tte r y .

I f  f la t te r y  b e  e v e r  ju s tifie d , M r . W h e e l­
in g ’s w a s ;  fo r  th e re  w ere  sign s o f  b u sin ess—  
S te v e  B r o w n ’s  b u sin ess— a ll th e  w a y .

M e n  w ith  p ic k s  a n d  sh o v e ls  w ere  fillin g  

a  w a sh o u t a t  th e  to p  o f  G re e n le a f G u lc h . 
T h e y  g re e te d  S . L .  B ro w n  w ith  lo u d  a n d  

g la d  cries. A t  th e  m u le  ra n ch  th e  W a tk in s  
b o y s  w e re  s ta r tin g  w ith  lo a d s  o f  h a y  fo r  th e  
F ra ze r  p la c e . T h e ir  rh e u m a tic  sire , e la te d  
o v e r  th e  in cre ase  o f  in d u s try  in  th ose  p a r ts , 

h a d  d isp en sed  w ith  h is  can es.
B e lo w  th e  lo n g  h ill w h ere  th e  ro a d  clipped 

fro m  th e  p la te a u  to  S o u th  B o u lto n  C r e e k  

a  te n t w a s  p itc h e d , an d  th ree  s p a n  o f  h a r­
n essed m u les  w ere  p ic k e te d . F ro m  th e  te n t 
em erged  a  h a rd - lo o k in g  y o u n g  m a n  w ith  a  

lo v e -s to ry  m a g a zin e  in  h is  h a n d . I t  w a s  
th e  ro u g h n e c k  H o w fe r .

C o n tr ite  a n d  u s e fu l h e  lo o k ed  a s  h e  
to u ch e d  h is  h a t  to  S te v e  B ro w n  a n d  th e  

D e n v e r  s tra n g ers. H is  jo b  th ere  w a s  to  
h o o k  on  th e  sp a re  te a m s a n d  g iv e  th e  ore 
ca rts  a  l i f t  to  th e  ta b le -la n d .

I n  a n o th e r m ile  th e  tra v e le rs  tu rn e d  a sid e  
in to  th e  b ru sh  to  le t  a  p ro ce ssio n  o f  la d en  

c a r ts  tru n d le  p a st. T h e  d r iv e rs  o f  th e  c a r ts  

w a v e d  a n d  sh o u ted . T h e  la s t  o n e  b le w  a  

k is s  fro m  to o th less  gu m s, a n d  s w e p t h is  

a rm  in  a  w id e  g e stu re  o f d r in k in g  a  h e a lth
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to Steve Brown. He was old Abe Whit­
tlesey, the town drunkard, in whose defense 
Steve had lately clashed with the police.

The carts would make the Watkins ranch 
by sundown, rest there overnight and finish 
the trip to Boulton on the morrow.

At the Frazer place things were lively. 
Nell, clad now in khaki, was sending Mig­
uel with a wheelbarrow load of red-hot 
dried-apple pies for the work camp up the 
canon, where stood the tents, near enough 
to the house to be neighborly, far enough 
away not to be a nuisance.

Smoke rose from the cook tent. Men 
were washing up for supper. A dozen black 
mules munched hay in the corral. Enough 
ore had been blasted and broken that day, 
Nell said, to start six carts on the road next 
•morning.

“ And you have done it all without a 
cent!” exclaimed the convinced Mr. Wheel­
ing. “ I ’ll say you are a wizard, young 
man.”

Nell’s brown eyes looked up at Steve and 
echoed the sentiment.

But when, late that night, she and her 
father sat on die porch, with Stephen Brown 
between them, there was only sorrowful re­
proach in those eyes that had so warmly 
beamed.

The men from Denver had gone to bed. 
A splendid moon filled the canon with light 
and spread a carpet of tree shadows across 
the dooryard. The creek sang its never- 
ending song.

“ Stephen,” spoke Daniel Frazer, “ who 
told these men our mine was for sale?”

The sharpness of the question was not 
lost upon Steve.

“ Because it is not for sale, you know. 
Certainly not to men like Tudor Wheeling. 
I  wonder you brought him here, after our 
experience with Lutwell.”

“ I didn’t ask him to come,” Steve re­
plied.

“ He says you encouraged him to think 
he might buy us out.”

“ If he makes you an offer, there’s no 
harm done, is there? You don’t have to 
accept.” 1

“ The harm, Stephen, is that he was led 
here by an assurance, clearly stated to him, 
that the mine was in the market.”

‘‘ His coming won’t hurt us, sir. I t ’s 
good advertising. He will go back to Den­
ver and talk. By and by the right people 

'will hear—”
“ The right people, Steve?” This query 

was Nell’s.
The moment had come to which her 

young man had looked forward uneasily 
ever since the evening when he had con­
ceived his great idea, down there on the 
bowlder among the tree shadows. He drew 
a long breath and took the plunge.

What he was aiming at, of course, he 
said, was to sell the mine for the Frazers 
at a suitable price, or to bring to their 
aid enough capital to make the mine pay.

The selling method he had chosen was 
getting results. Tudor Wheeling had not 
been the first inquirer from the outer world. 
The Dorado Litharge Corporation, with 
millions to spend, had also been attracted 
by Dick Lambert’s publicity. The Litharge 
people had an agent in Boulton this week, 
nosing around at the smelter, securing sam­
ples of the Frazer ore and shipping them to 
Denver by registered mail.

Tudor Wheeling’s visit was a blessing in 
disguise. It w’ould become known to the 
Litharge crowd and serve to whet their in­
terest.

“ In fact,” Steve concluded, with more 
boldness than the silence of his listeners 
warranted him in feeling, “ everything is 
playing into our hands. Lutwell and Laird 
went to the courthouse with Lem Quinn 
to look at your title. That proved to Lem. 
that we had something good. Result: he 
gives us credit for all the hardware we need. 
Poor old Hummel gave us our biggest boost 
of all when he raided our labor meeting. 
And now Lutwell, I hear, is trying to buy 
the smelter so as to control our output. 
That will help us with the Litharge people 
when they get wind of it.”

“ So,” said Daniel Frazer in a strange, 
new, chilled-steel tone, “ all this activity on 
your part ”—he swept his arm toward the 
sleeping work camp— “ is only a pretense, 
a sensational trick.”

“ I call it good business,” Steve replied.
“ We defraud no one. We simply take a 
new way to tell the world what we’ve got. 
Instead of hiring a high-priced promoter,

3 A
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we sell the mine ourselves and save his 
commission. Instead of paying thousands 
of dollars for newspaper space, we put on 
a practical demonstration that gets us the 
space free of charge. The newspapers even 
pay Dick Lambert for filling it.”

Frazer brought down his hand with a 
slap on the arm of his chair. “ We borrow 
the goods and the good will of the business 
men of Boulton under false pretenses,” he 
declared. ” They help us because they 
sympathize with us. We use their help for 
another purpose than the one we stated,” 

Nell spoke, and her voice sounded 
grieved. “ Do you mean, Steve, that you 
have never once intended to go through 
with the plan as you told it to us? You 
have schemed all the while to fool people— 
our friends in town, and us as well?”

It was more than he could take sitting 
down. He rose before them, rebuked yet 
defiant.

“ We cheat nobody,” he maintained. 
“ The people who help 11s will get their 
money back when we sell the mine. Wheth­
er we sell the mine or not, we shall break 
even by December and pay them what we 
owe them. And the people who buy the 
mine will get their money’s worth, don’t 
worry.”

“ Suppose we should sell out to-morrow,” 
said Nell. “ What about all these men 
you have coaxed to come here and help 
you? You promised them six months of 
work.”

“ I ’ll take care of them,” he answered. 
" The buyer will have to settle with me for 
my lease, remember.”

Daniel Frazer sprang up and paced to 
the end of the porch and back. •* The 
humbug of it, Stephen—the hypocrisy!” 

Look here, sir,” Steve insisted, pacing 
beside him: " anybody can see we can’t 
make a cent the way we are going. Not 
in fifty years. Anybody’ who stops to think 
a minute knows there’s a catch in it. A. P, 
Horner knows; so do other men.”

“They know,” Frazer sent back severely, 
that we are sharpers; that morally we 

belong in the Tudor Wheeling class.”
" If we dispose of the mine at a good 

price they will say we belong in the 
Morgan-Rothschild class.”

4 A

Impatiently the old gentleman waved 
away that bright prospect.

" You were to tell me your plans, Ste­
phen, and you did not keep your word. 
And why? Because you had deceit in mind, 
and you knew I would never be a party 
to it.”

" That’s a hard word, sir.”
'■ No other word fits,”
” Back in 1 9 1 4 ,” the culprit retorted, 

“ I had deceit in mind, I suppose, when I 
demonstrated the Honeyman digger and 
took orders for diggers on the strength of 
the holes I dug. Am I doing a worse thing 
now? I'm showing people our mine at 
work, that’s all.”

' Listen!” Nell warned.
Down by the stables Dr. John Hamilton's 

team and runabout came into sight.
Through the moonlight Frazer went to 

meet him, Steve Brown following dutifully.
“ Hello!” hailed the newcomer. “ I 

heard you were selling your mine. Is the 
deal closed? Am I too late to say a 
word?”

” We are not selling the mine,” Frazer 
answered stiffly. “ We have said we will 
work it ourselves, and work it we will until 
our debts are paid and our promises kept. 
Stephen, will you look after the doctor’s 
team?”

CHAPTER XI.

AS ADVERTISED.

PERHAPS the moon should have shim­
mied in zigzags across a startled sky, 
and the mountains tumbled their 

bowlders into the canon; but the moon 
sailed serenely on her scheduled course, and 
the hills maintained their stony decorum. 
The catastrophe was all in Steve Brown’s, 
soul.

For the life of him he could see nothing 
dishonorable in his scheme, beyond the fact 
that he had kept his inner purpose from 
the Frazers until he had set the wheels in 
motion. He had meant only to do for them 
what they could not or would not do for 
themselves.

Bitterly he vowed to show Daniel Frazer 
an example of honor that should make the
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rigorous old gentleman’s head swim. He 
would go on with the plan as he had first 
explained it to the family. While it would 
not profit them, it could be carried out 
without any loss to them, aside from a few 
hundred wagonloads of ore; and it would 
at least provide jobs for the bunch of loyal 
good fellows asleep in the tents up there in 
the moonlit canon.

And when he had finally redeemed his 
word, what then? Was it not significant 
that he had been sent to-night to put up 
Dr. Hamilton’s horses?

Reduced to the ranks of the unem­
ployed, a captain of industry no longer, he 
would hang around Zeke Pelham’s barn 
again, a codfish on the sands of time, urged 
by the virtuous A. P. Horner to be the 
master of his fate, and warned by Mr. 
Horner in the same breath that vaunting 
ambition often o’erleaps itself and falls with 
a dull and sickening thud.

No, on second thought, he wouldn’t stand 
that. Boulton might laugh; he would not 
stay to hear. He saw a lugubrious picture. 
He saw himself bidding Nell good-by in De­
cember, when his lease had run its fatal 
course. He would clear out, leaving the 
field to the strictly moral Bruce Plorner, 
the model son who had never tricked, cheat­
ed or lied in his pure life.

Yet never! Nell in the arms of that 
shrimp?

A silent figure in khaki, venturing down 
from- the house, pitied him as he sat alone 
on a log beside the stables, counting his dead 
hopes.

“ Steve.”
He did not look around. But that was 

all right.
Lightly she went to him, sat down beside 

him, tried to thrust a small object into his 
hand. He looked. It was a dark brown 
and misshapen lump exhaling a faint odor 
of licorice—his pledged plug of chewing 
tobacco.

“ Is the lease canceled, then?" he asked.
“ Not necessarily, Steve. But since you 

have bought everything else on the deferred 
payment plan, why not the lease? Rather 
than deprive you of your favorite means of 
consolation I ’ll extend you credit. What 
they call a moratorium,” she explained.

He took the humble token of her com­
passion and laid it down in the moonlight 
and the dew.

u Listen, Nell; the Dorado Litharge peo­
ple will be here next. They are big and 
sound and respectable. Suppose they offer 
your father a whale of a lot of money—a 
fortune. Will he still balk?”

“ Yes, Steve, if they come in answer to 
your advertising."

After a minute he asked: ” Do you think 
I ’ve been dishonest?”

“ No more than any man who takes a 
sporting chance,’’ she answered. “ The 
debts you have run up are ours, of course.” 

“ Not legally.”
“ Morally they are. But they will be 

paid by the end of the year, and your prom­
ise to the men will be kept, so that's that.” 

“ I used to think I was square,” he com­
plained, ” but I haven’t got corners on me 
like your father has.”

She had no comment to make on the an­
gularity of her parent.

“ Will he go ahead with the work as 
planned ? ”

yi He will if you don’t,” she replied.
“ Have I said anything about quitting?” 
“ But our bargain is a hard one, Steve. 

1  wouldn’t hold you to it for the world.'’ 
He reached for the symbol of agreement 

on the grass before them. “ It takes two 
to break a bargain,” said he, and dropped 
the dark brown object into bands that 
closed upon it quickly.

“ You will have your year's work for 
nothing, Steve.”

As his biographer 1 am proud of the re­
sponse that he made. He said: “ Oh, well, 
I ’ll get to see you oftener than other sum­
mers—maybe once a week. Tobacco's a 
filthy W'eed, anyway. It stunts the growth.” 

A rabbit bound for the garden came hop­
ping along in the moonlight and looked them 
over without fear. Something rose and 
fell with a plop in the purling waters of 
the creek; possibly the big rainbow trout 
that lived under the farmyard bridge.

“ Midnight,” said Steve. “ Shall I see 
you home?”

Her answer was irrelevant. “ Dr. Hamil­
ton thinks,” she remarked, ” that motor 
trucks could get in here from Boulton.”



WHEN A MAN'S BROKE. 531

" So could airplanes, ' 1 he sighed. “ But 
■we haven’t got ’em.”

•' Now that you have mended the road, a 
five-ton truck could make the round trip 
in two days, couldn’t it?”

“ In one,” he declared, remembering the 
lorries in France.

He had thought of motor trucks before; 
had spoken of them that day with Tudor 
Wheeling. If he could increase his delivery 
of ore without adding to his operating ex­
penses he could put the Frazers on the way 
to fortune. But with his present equipment 
six tons a day was his limit.

If Thomas Watkins had only gone in for 
motor vehicles instead of mules!

Again Nell changed the subject. “ When 
Mr. Lutwell and Mr. Laird were here, did 
you hear them speak of papa’s health in 
any way?”

“ No, but Miguel did, at the workshop 
that afternoon; and they talked to me about 
it coming up.”

" What did they say?”
” Oh--asked questions.”
“ About his mentality?”
“ Yes, I suppose so. Why, Nell?”
She ignored his query and asked: -1 This 

evening, at supper and afterward, did you 
notice any—any difference in him?”

He could answer yes to that. Uncom­
monly cool and alert Daniel Frazer had 
seemed in his talk with Tudor Wheeling. 
As for the briskness with which he had 
later hurled the harpoon of his displeasure 
into another poor fish—

” You mustn’t mind, Steve. He has had 
a good deal to stand in the last few days. 
Your men have taken possession here with 
hardly a word to him. They have come to 
me about everything, as you told them to. 
That would have been all right a few weeks 
ago, but it is different now.”

After a minute she asked: “ Did Mr. Lut­
well and his friend talk about mind-healing 
and things like that?”

“ The young one did. He gave me a line 
of talk about shell shock. Why do you 
want to know?”

i:i I just wondered,” she answered vague­
ly. “ Dr. Hamilton has told us some very 
strange things in the last hour.”

She rose and put out her hand. Imagine

telling a girl like her good night with a 
handshake. But Steve was in disgrace to­
night.

Next day, driving back to Boulton, he 
expected hazing from Tudor Wheeling and 
his men.

‘ A peach of a salesman you are! ” Wheel­
ing snarled. ” What do you mean, wast­
ing our time, offering goods you’ve no title
to sell?”

” If people take you for a burglar,” Steve 
retorted, eying the big biped calmly, “ is it 
any fault of mine?”

Thereafter he was left free to reflect hovf 
handsome a line of motor trucks would 
seem, rolling over the plateau road. A vain 
day dream now.

Had he foreseen Daniel Frazer’s opposi­
tion, he would have plunged deeper at the 
start and managed somehow to place a 
string of such vehicles in service.

It was too late, however, to correct the 
mistake. This morning, when he suggested 
that his credit might still be good enough 
to add such rolling stock, Frazer’s answer 
had been an uncompromising, “ No, not 
one more cent of other people’s money do 
we risk.”

CHAPTER XII.

COALS O F FIR E .

THROUGH the rest of June and the 
weeks of a hot July Steve Brown went 
on, according to the terms of his bar­

gain, at the treadmill task he had wished 
upon himself.

How many people knew of his plight he 
neither knew nor cared. Now and then he 
caught sight of a smile of pity, and held 
his head a little higher, tightened his jaws 
and stuck to business.

The fellows at the mine strained their 
hearts for him and worked by no rule of 
hours save the ancient rule of sun to sun. 
They understood what he was up against.

At the smelter in mid-July Sam Schwartz 
put through his first run of the ore. With­
in a week he placed in Steve’s hands a flat 
plate of silvery metal no larger or heavier 
than a man could carry in a suit case. It
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looked small for all the work that had gone 
into it.

The check that came from Denver looked 
bigger, but it belonged to other people, and 
had melted to its decimal point in a day. 

Dick Lambert wrote in the Pioneer:

It is rumored that the Dorado Litharge Cor­
poration has made overtures to Daniel Frazer 
for the purchase in part or whole of his min­
ing claim in South Canon, about which so 
much has been said this summer.

We are authorized by S. L. Brown, the 
lessee of the property, to say that Mr. Frazer 
contemplates no change in the ownership of 
the mine at this time.

A shaft sunk in the lode has reached the 
depth of thirty feet, at which point the chal- 
cocite continues to be as rich in the platini- 
ferous mineral, sperrylite, as at the surface.

We understand that the first month's clean­
up went above thirteen thousand dollars.

On the day when Steve Brown, armed 
with one of Zeke Pelham’s historic guns, 
went to Denver with his first platinum bar, 
Daniel Frazer came down from the mine, 
driving his own team and light wagon. 
Having stabled his animals in Pelham's 
barn he made for Dr. Hamilton’s home.

Town Marshal Hummel was swinging his 
official dub in front of the Palace Hotel. 
“ Why, hello, there, perfesser!” he ex­
claimed in the facetious tone of one who 
greets the village fool.

Frazer fixed him with a look, left him 
abashed and passed on.

In due time he swung in at Dr. Hamil­
ton’s gate, mounted 'the steps and halted 
at the screen door.

Sounds from within betokened a dinner 
party. Silver tinkled on glass. Mrs. Ham­
ilton’s society voice was heard to urge some 
one to have a second cup of coffee, and 
some one responded gallantly that since he 
left home he had not, until this evening, 
tasted real coffee; and if Mrs. Hamilton 
would be so good—

Another voice spoke. “ Chief, aren’t you 
forgetting the coffee they gave us at the 
Palace Hotel? You praised that to the 
waitress, if I remember.”

“ I suppose he praises every woman's 
coffee,” Mrs. Hamilton laughed. “ I sus­
pect that Mr. Lutwell is a great flatterer.” 

Daniel Frazer rang the bell.

To the summerhouse on the lawn the 
men folk retired after the late-arriving guest 
had been regaled. The cigars lighted, Dr. 
Hamilton remembered that he had some 
telephoning to do, and left the three to hold 
their peace conference without him.

The moment was an awkward one for 
Arthur Laird, and more so for Mr. Lutwell, 
who, now that he had his enemy in his 
power, looked cross-eyed at his cigar, fidget- 
ted in his chair, cleared his throat noisily 
and otherwise betrayed an uneasiness odd in 
one so astute and worldly wise.

He had not reckoned on the gleam of 
quiet humor that shone from under Daniel 
Frazer's gray eyebrows.

“ Hamilton advised me you would Ire 
here to-day.” Frazer began. “ I am more 
deeply touched than I can tell you.”

“ Let’s don’t discuss it,” said Lutwell.
“ But we must,” Frazer insisted gently. 

“ Y’ou are good to come back this way.” 
“ Good? The dickens!” Lutwell puffed. 

“ Is a man good when he comes after some­
thing he’s greedy for?”

He blustered in a grizzly manner.
“ 1 tell you, Frazer, I ’ve set my heart 

on owning a partnership in that mine of 
yours. I've talked nothing else all the way 
to Nevada and back. Ain't that so, 
Arthur?”

Laird nodded gravely, closing one eye to 
his mentor of other days.

“ Before we discuss the mine,” said 
Frazer, “ I must speak of the great service 
you did me when you were here in Junfe. 
Hamilton has told me everything.”

“ Pooh! Pooh!” said Lutwell.
“ And of the injustice I did you when 

you were my guests. I am not ashamed, 
for I  acted according to natural instinct.”

“ We all do that,” Lutwel! broke in. 
“ I ’m doing it now when I covet your 
mine.”

“ Nevertheless, I offer you my regrets for 
what I said, as well as my thanks for what 
you did. I called you hard names. Mr. Lut­
well, A pirate, for instance.”

“ Did you? I ’d forgotten.”
“ And a wolf.”
“ Shucks!” Lutwell growled. ” You 

ought to hear what they call me in Wall 
Street.”
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He laid his cigar on the rail of the sum­
merhouse and began a series of strange mas­
sagelike movements, patting himself on his 
sides, his chest, his legs, until Laird brought 
forth from somewhere a small bottle and 
passed it over to him.

Saved! ” Mr. Lutwell muttered, swal­
lowing a tablet. “ Now let that woman’s 
coffee do its worst.”

CHAPTER XIII.
A N E W  START.

ON the first day of August there were 
queer, wide, cleancut tire tracks in 
the dust of Steve Brown’s side street 

as he came home to dinner. He had no­
ticed them in Arapahoe Street, too, and, be­
hold, they turned the corner with him.

In the shade of the maples in front of his 
mother’s cottage stood a caravan of box 
trucks—motor trucks, all of a kind, all in 
army gray, all new; six of them.

Small children were clambering over their 
sides. The neighbor women were out in a 
swarm to view the odd sight in that quiet 
thoroughfare.

And here came Dick Lambert, grinning, 
holding out his one hand—the hand that 
was such a good hand when a friend needed 
help.

“ Congratulations, old bean,” Dick was 
saying.

Yes, and here was A. P. Horner, brush­
ing Dick aside to exclaim: “ Stephen, my 
dear boy, let me be the first one in town 
to tell you how proud of you we are. I 
speak, I believe, for every man, woman, 
and child in the community when I say—” 

“ Sign this receipt, will you, Steve? And 
here’s your bill of sale.”

It was Max Herring, proprietor of the 
Red Star Garage. “ I think you’ll find ’em 
all in good order. Pretty, ain’t they?”

Steve stared at a painted legend on the 
side of the first truck. The legend stared 
right back at him as follows:

THE FRAZER-LUTWELL COMPANY,

S. L. Brown, Cen. Man.
‘ When you get ready to insure them,”

spoke Air. Horner suggestively, “ just let 
me know.”

S. L. Brown escaped to the cool, dim 
quiet of home. His mother, hastening in 
after him, paused at the door and finished 
her entrance softly ,̂ and sudden tears 
blurred her sight.

For a young woman whose cheeks looked 
much like roses had her arms around the 
young man’s neck and was kissing him 
where it would do the most good.

“ We couldn’t stand it, Steve,” said Nell 
Frazer some time afterward, “ to see you 
working your head off for nothing. And 
papa had to make amends to Mr. Lutwell 
sooner or later, anyway. Besides, he want­
ed to cinch a man of honor for a son-in-law 
when he had one in sight. And so— ”

But Steve had taken pencil and paper and 
was calculating weeks until December, tons 
per week, and other dry matters of a purely 
commercial nature.

Their check to the Lutwell Syndicate at 
Christmas more than paid for the trucks. 
They paid all bills outstanding. They en­
abled the Watkins mule ranch to show a 
profit for the first time in four years. They 
made it possible for eleven marriages to take 
place in the Boulton district around New 
Year’s. And, best of all, to Steve’s way 
of thinking, they deposited in Benjy 
Dawes's bank to the credit of the Frazer 
family a sum of money closely resembling 
thirty-two thousand dollars.

Steve says there is a lot of comfort in 
having an heiress for a wife in this uncertain 
world.

These events happened last year. To-day 
prosperity has begun to visit Boulton 
again.

If you follow the example of that ever- 
welcome goddess you will hear explosive 
sounds at times from the mountains west of 
town—sounds like the popping of machine 
guns.

By this you will know that motor trucks 
are climbing Greenleaf Gulch up to the 
plateau, and so over to Frazer's. There 
are a score of them in operation this year, 
and the lode has. yet to show the first sign 
of pinching out.
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By ELIZABETH YORK MILLER
A uthor o f  " T h e  Greatest Gamble, ”  "D ia n a  the H u n ted ,"  " Doubles and  Q u its ,"  ate.

W H A T  H A S  O C C U R R E D  I N  P A R T  1.

DICK ARDELL, about to be married to Evelyn Harland, r o c s  with a friend to spend the evenin'; 
at the house of Mnrchesu di Trevi. The next morning he wakes up to find himself on a 
bench on the embankment with a valuable diamond-studded pendant in the shape of a cross 

in his pocket. It develops later that the marrhesa has been murdered and the cross stolen. AH 
Dick recalls is that, missing his cigarette case, he went back for it. He has a fearful pain in his. 
head, so his pal, Jimmy Creigli, takes him to his rooms, summons a doctor and builds an elaborate 
alibi to the effect that the crack on his head was sustained by slipping on the stairs of the under­
ground railway. Meanwhile, the valuable pendant has been stolen from Dick's pocket and later sent 
to Evelyn with a card from Dick, apparently in his writing. But he and Jimmy realize that this 
is the Ledbury fist, a style of penmanship ail members of. their unit at Clavering School acquired. 
Dick teHs Evelyn that he did not mean to give her the cross; she suspects he intended it for 
another woman and breaks the engagement. Meanwhile, he and Jimmy have a call from the real 
Marchesa di Trevi, from whom it appears llicit the woman who impersonated her had stolen the 
famous pendant. She is engaged to Bruce Norwich, a bounder who was at school with Jimmy 
and Dick. Events are now at such a pass that Dick resolves to go to the police and tell the truth 
regardless of what the result will be to Jimmy and himself.

CHAPTER IX.

WAVERING.

DICK was confronted by a very dis­
agreeable task, no less difficult be­
cause self-imposed.

He was supposed to be still an invalid

and the doctor protested vigorously when 
he announced his intention of getting up 
and out.

“ Young man. you are very rash,” said 
the doctor.

“ He’s sixteen kinds of an ass,” muttered 
Jimmy Creigh.

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory W eekly fo r January 6.
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" I must go down to Ravenstoke.'’ Dick 
said. ” There are things which must be 
attended to.”

jimmy looked a little hopeful.
" Oh, you’re going to Ravenstoke before 

—before you plunge into solitary confine­
ment?”

” Yes. I ’ll let you know in plenty of 
time,” Dick replied.

The doctor did not understand this 
veiled allusion. “ You are most unwise— 
most rash,” he said severely. " If anything 
happens to you, please don’t blame me.”

“ I wish to heaven something would hap­
pen to him,” Jimmy murmured sot to voce.

Dick said he would go down to Raven­
stoke the next day.

Jimmy Creigh retired to his box of a 
study and wrote to Evelyn. He had a 
great horror of jail. He had never been 
confined in one in his life and the idea was 
sickening. His family would hate it, too. 
This may read as though intended for a 
joke, but it was anything but that to Jimmy 
Creigh. The letter he wrote to Evelyn was 
composed with the main intention of keep­
ing himself out of further trouble. He 
wrote desperately.

Did she, with her sweet, gentle nature, 
desire to drive Dick Ardell to suicide? 
“ To-morrow—” he wrote, “ which is Tues­
day, when you will get this letter, Dick is 
going down to shut up Ravenstoke. I hap­
pen to know that he is making a new will 
to-day. He is not quite in his mind, I 
think. By your cruel desertion of him over 
such a little thing, you have broken his 
heart and blasted his life. He has as good 
as told me that he doesn’t care about living 
any more, and the doctor is terribly worried 
over him. Whatever you decide to do, you 
mustn’t let him know I ’ve written to you. 
He would never forgive me, but I am so 
fond of Dick that I can’t help doing what 
little I can to prevent a catastrophe. Per­
haps you could get word to the housekeeper 
at Ravenstoke to put away that revolver 
Dick keeps in a drawer in his dressing-room. 
A man in his mood shouldn't be subjected 
to unnecessary temptation.”

Jimmy’s round face was bathed in per­
spiration as he composed this letter. In a 
postscript he thoughtfully added the time

of the train by which Dick would arrive at 
Tunbridge Wells.

Evelyn received the letter at breakfast 
the next morning. Fortunately, her mother 
had not yet come down and her father was 
absorbed in the paper. He followed the 
development of the Kensington murder 
mystery as avidly as a morbid flapper.

“ They’ve got that butler! ” he exclaimed. 
‘‘ I knew all along he had something to do 
with it. They’re holding him on a charge 
of theft. Some of the jewelry’s been re­
covered, but not the pendant she was wear­
ing.”

Evelyn paid no attention. She had read 
Jimmy Creigh’s letter and it had upon her 
the effect which he hoped for.

Mrs. Harland bustled in, consciously 
over-cheerful, and Evelyn put Jimmy’s let­
ter out of sight.

“ Well, my darling, and what are you do­
ing to-day?” The remark was not ad­
dressed to her husband and he knew it. 
“ I t ’s such a lovely day—a perfect June 
day, all sunshine and flowers. Good to be 
alive, isn’t it?”

“ I hadn’t thought of doing anything spe­
cial.” Evelyn replied.

9 Oh, but you must. 1 can’t have you 
moping all the time. What will people say? 
First thing you know, somebody will be 
spreading a rumor that Dick Ardell jilted 
you.”

Evelyn hung her head and tears glittered 
on her eyelashes.

” Leave the gel alone, can’t you?” grum­
bled Thomas Harland. /

Evelyn got up, excusing herself from the 
table. She had finished her breakfast.

“ 1 think I ’ll go over to Tull’s and see if 
he’s got any settings to spare of those fancy 
Leghorns.”

Evelyn, as the prospective bride of a gen­
tleman farmer—until recently—had been 
interesting herself in poultry.

“ If you’ll wait an hour or so, I ’ll go with 
you,” said her mother.

“ I ’m going to cycle,” Evelyn objected.
“ My darling, you’ll get fearfully hot!”
- I want to cycle, mother.”
Thomas Harland laid down his paper.
“ Why can’t you let the gel do what she 

wants?” he demanded.
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His wife stared coldly at him. “ She 
generally does—without any need for you 
to back her up,”

Evelyn slipped away and left them 
arguing.

Could it possibly be true what Jimmy 
Creigh had written? It suddenly occurred 
to her that a world without Dick would be 
no world at all; that she had never really 
believed their separation could be final. 
Yet if what Jimmy wrote were true. Dick 
had seen no hope for reconciliation, even in 
the remote future. Had Dick felt himself 
to be too wicked even to pray for forgive­
ness?

Rut Evelyn didn’t particularly want him 
to pray for forgiveness now. Rather, she 
felt that the role of suppliant should be 
hers.

She had always adored Dick. Looking 
back, when had she not loved him? She 
blushed to remember that at the youthful 
age of ten she had made him promise to 
wait until she grew up. How jealous, then, 
she had been of twenty-years’ old Gertrude 
Morrison, now married this long time. 
Dick, at seventeen, had been just a little 
sweet on Gertrude.

All the same, he had waited for Evelyn 
to grow up, and now—on the eve of their 
wedding—at the very first demand upon 
her trust in him, she had thrown him over. 
She was agonized by what she had done, 
and cruelly tortured by jealousy. At one 
moment she felt that she wanted him at any 
cost to her self-respect: and the next, that 
she could not share so much as one of his 
thoughts with another woman.

Rut Jimmy Creigh’s letter had frightened 
and shocked her into a complete realization 
of the truth. It was that she belonged to 
Dick even more than he belonged to her. 
Perhaps she had no claim on him: but if he 
still wanted her, he had every claim on her. 
It was weak, if you like; but one feels that 
it was woman, at her sweetest and best.

Mrs. Harland had been right about the 
perfect June day.

The countryside shimmered in a haze of 
golden sunshine. There was a delicate riot 
of butterflies over the blossoming hedge­
rows; a w'aft of warm fragrance from the 
flower gardens with their burden of early

summer, a hum of bees, a murmur in the 
tree-tops and the sweet, sharp cry of the 
lark.

Evelyn cycled into the town, bought a 
newspaper for herself, then pedaled back to 
Smeeth Farm and interviewed Mr. Tull on 
the subject of Leghorn settings. Smeeth 
Farm lay in the hollow just below Dick 
Ardell’s estate, and it was a long push up 
the hill to Ravenstoke. Evelyn reached 
the top as warm as her mother had pre­
dicted she would be. It was fiercely hot, 
more like August than June.

The train by which Jimmy Creigh had 
said Dick would arrive was due in about 
twenty minutes now. How quickly he 
reached Ravenstoke would depend upon 
whether he motored or took a horse-drawn 
cab from the station. Evelyn felt that she 
dared not risk a pretence at meeting him by 
accident. The “ accident ” might not occur 
conveniently. So she cycled boldly up to 
the house and told Mrs. Morlev, the house­
keeper, that Mr. Ardell was coming and 
that she would wait for him.

Rumors of the broken engagement had 
already reached Mrs. Morlev.

“ Yes,” she said. “ I ’ve had a telegram. 
Won’t you come in, Miss Evelyn?”

Evelyn said no, she would rather wait 
outside. It was such a pleasant day. She 
propped her bicycle against a tree on the 
lawn and settled herself in the summer­
house, from which she could obtain a full 
view of the driveway, and not fail to be 
observed. Then, in order to appear occu­
pied, she opened the paper she had bought. 
Of course, the first news she turned to was 
the Kensington murder mystery.

It was true, as her father had said, that 
both the butler and most of the jewelry 
had been found. The butler confessed to 
theft, but not to murder. His story was 
long and circumstantial and included an 
emphatic statement that he did not even 
know his mistress had been murdered until 
the next morning.

There was only one article of jewelry still 
missing, the jeweled cross which the woman 
had been wearing. The real Marchesa di 
Trevi had given a detailed description of 
this to the police, and a full-sized sketch 
was reproduced.
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Evelyn Harland stared at it, scarcely be­
lieving the evidence of her own eyes.

CHAPTER X.

FOR T H E  W O M A N ’S SAKE.

OULD such things be?
One knew, of course, that a murder 

had been committed; that murders 
are committed. But they lay so outside 
the ordinary person’s experience as to seem 
unreal.

Warm as it was, Evelyn Harland turned 
cold from head to foot. The clover-scented 
breeze blowing from Ravenstoke meadows 
seemed like an icy blast. That missing 
pendant—eight large pearls and eight dia­
monds set in a cross of ebony—it stared 
back at her from the newspaper literally as 
large as life. That was the ornament which 
had come to her with Dick’s card, the wed • 
ding-gift as she had assumed, and which 
he had demanded back, saying it had been 
sent ‘‘ by mistake.”

She remembered that Dick had shown 
considerable agitation over it; that jimmy 
Creigh, apparently, had known nothing 
about it. It was impossible to imagine that 
it was anything but the same pendant. 
Evelyn bad examined her supposed gift too 
closely not to recognize this detailed de­
scription.

She was suddenly afraid.
What did it mean? How had Dick got 

hold of that cross? Lie was in the bogus 
marchesa’s house the night she was mur­
dered. But, of course, he left, he and Mr. 
Charles, before any of the others.

Murder! A terrible word. To slay a 
fellow creature, a helpless woman at that—• 
what fiend could have done such a thing? 
The butler, probably. But Evelyn could 
not bring herself to read about the capture 
of the butler and his long-winded statement. 
Her attention, her whole and horrified at­
tention was only for the drawing of that 
jeweled cross which in some way had come 
into Dick’s possession, and which the police 
had not yet traced. Dick had it. Why 
hadn’t he explained?

The sense of horror increased. She dared 
not let her thoughts run to speculation.

There were some things which would not 
bear thinking about, and could not possibly 
be true.

One of the maids came across the lawn 
with a pitcher of lemonade.

“ Mrs. Morley thought you might be 
thirsty, miss,” she said.

“ Oh, thank you very much,” Evelyn re­
plied.

The maid set the tray down on the sum­
mer-house seat.

“ Mrs. Morley wonders if you’d like a 
few sandwiches or biscuits?”

” Thank you, no. That lemonade looks 
delicious. Tell Mrs. Morley it was awfully 
kind of her to think of it.”

Evelyn drank some of the lemonade. It 
was as delicious as it looked. Never had 
she felt so thirsty.

There was the rumble of a vehicle ap­
proaching as she set the glass down, and 
presently one of the station cabs hove into 
view.

With this new knowledge upon her, this 
horrified sense of fear, she wondered what 
she could find to say to Dick. So much 
would depend upon his own manner.

He jumped out, paid the driver and the 
old cab rattled off. Then he saw her stands 
ing in the entrance of the summer-house, 
and hurried across the lawn to greet her,

” Evelyn 1 How did you know that I was 
coming down to-day?”

Jimmy Creigh had asked her not to men­
tion his letter.

“ Mrs. Morley said she had a telegram,” 
she replied breathlessly.

Yes, there was a decided change in Dick. 
Could it be due only to his illness? He 
was ghastly white and seemed to have aged 
incredibly. She felt that an immense bar­
rier had reared itself between them.

His restless gaze fastened on the news­
paper she had left on the seat. Then their 
eyes met and he realized what was in her 
mind. She could scarcely have helped rec­
ognizing the description and sketch of that 
unique pendant.

“ Well?” he asked quietly. “ Did you 
come over to ask me if I killed Alma 
Stern?”

“ No—no, Dick. I came for quite an­
other reason. Because I wanted to tell you
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how sorry I am we quarreled the other day. 
1 bought the paper in Tunbridge Wells and 
read about—about that only a few moments 
ago.”

“ Well?" he asked again. “ And what do 
you think about it?”

There were queer little lines at the cor­
ners of his mouth which disturbed her. 
They made him look hard and cynical.

“ I don’t know what to think, Dick. But 
I—oh, I won’t believe you ever did anything 
so horrible. I won’t—I won’t ' Nothing 
could make me believe it.”

“ ‘ Former sweetheart convinced of 
prisoner’s innocence,’ ” Dick muttered. 
“ Thanks very much, Evelyn.”

“ Don’t 1 ”
“ That’s how it will read. I ’m sure I 

ought to be grateful. Is there—something 
1 can do for you? "

She stood looking at him, her soul in her 
eyes, drooping pitifully.

“ I thought perhaps you needed me, 
Dick—as I felt 1 needed you. Oh, I don’t 
care what you’ve done!” she blazed out 
suddenly, her love for him eclipsing every 
other emotion. m I don’t care, Dick. You 
could only have been mad if—but, then, I 
don’t believe that. Even if you were mad, 
you couldn’t have done that. Why, Dicky 
dear, the only thing dad ever held against 
you was that you hate hunting and say it’s 
cruel.”

Dick laughed sharply.
“ Therefore, I couldn’t have strangled a 

woman for her jewelry—or whatever other 
reason it might have been.”

“ Don’t ! ” She put her hands to her 
face.

His voice was hoarse as he turned away.
“ The truth is, I don’t know myself,” he 

said. “ If what Jimmy says-Af all this 
talk about the subconscious mind has any­
thing to do with it—I might even have 
bought a case for that confounded thing 
and sent it to you. For one thing is cer­
tain: if I suddenly went mad and killed 
that unfortunate woman, it was because I 
admired the pendant she was wearing, and 
wished I could get one like it for you,”

Evelyn sank down on the seat where she 
had waited and cradled her head in her

The housekeeper, peeping out for a mo­
ment at one of the windows, exclaimed to 
herself: “ They're a-making of it up, the
dears! Well, that’s a blessing.”.

She retreated to the rear of the house 
and kept the maids busy about her. Per­
haps the young master would persuade Miss 
Evelyn to stop to lunch, after they had 
“ made it up.” It mightn’t be absolutely 
proper, but it would be pleasant, and sure­
ly, just for once, that particular Mrs. Har- 
land couldn’t complain.

“ I went back to the house afterward,” 
Dick was saying. “ Only Bill-Charley and 
Jimmy know that. I ’d left my cigarette 
case, and I went back to fetch it. I've 
cabled Bill-Charley that he must come 
home. I don’t know what I ’m in for. 
That’s all very problematical.”

" You-—went—back!” Evelyn exclaimed. 
Dick pulled himself up sharply. The 

last thing in the world he meant to do was 
to make a bid for her credulous sympathy. 
She might pity him, if she liked, but she 
must not be persuaded to believe him inno­
cent. The risk for her was too great.

It was bad enough to have Jimmy lying 
for him, unasked, and messing things up 
generally with tales of orange peel and the 
underground railway stairs, without drag­
ging Evelyn into it.

“ Yes, I went back,” Dick said.
“ And—and then what happened? You 

got your cigarette case?”
“ No, I didn’t. 1 came away again with­

out it.”
“ Dick, I don’t think I understand.” 
m There’s nothing more I can tell you. 

Evelyn, will you go home now1? Whatever 
happens, I don’t want you to worry too 
much. You were right when you said you 
were through with me. I t ’s done—finished. 
I ’m not worthy of you, and thank Heaven, 
I ’ve still got enough decency in me to 
know it.”

“ Dick, you’re going to kill yourself! I 
know you are. Jimmy says you keep a 
revolver in your dressing room— ”

“ So Jimmy’s been writing to you, has 
he? For what it’s worth, Evelyn, I give 
you my word of honor that suicide is about 
the last thought in my mind. I—I ’d rather 
hang.”arm.
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“ You've got to let me be with you—” 
“ I don’t want you," he said determined­

ly brutal. “ Can’t you understand? I ’m 
not quite the person you thought I was— 
nor that I thought I was myself.”

“ You don’t want me—even when I say 
I  believe in vou? And I do believe in you, 
Dick.”

“ No—I don’t want you.”
“ You don’t love me?”
He hesitated. What right had he to 

adopt half measures with this sweet child 
who adored him as passionately as he 
adored her?

“ I tell you, I ’ve changed. That ought 
to be enough for you. Evelyn. You don’t 
want to force me to speak more plainly than 
that.”

He let her go away by herself, a pitiful 
little figure pushing her bicycle, shaken to 
the very soul and blinded with tears.

“ After this,” Dick muttered to himself, 
“ there isn’t-anything I can’t go through.”

CHAPTER XL

T A K IN G  IT  U P  W IT H  T H E  PO L IC E .

BUT Dick had to go through a few 
things which he had not counted upon. 
His “ confession ” directly involved 

quite a number of other people. It was 
not merely a matter of going to the police, 
telling his story, and letting them do what­
ever they chose with him. To his horror, 
he found this oiit too late. He had expect­
ed that Jimmy Creigh might come in for 
something verging upon the unpleasant, but 
it never occurred to him that Evelyn would 
be drawn into the affair.

Detective Inspector Lewis, who had 
charge of the case, received him in an office 
in one of the towers of the old stone build­
ing known as New Scotland Yard. Despite 
the fact that it was sunny, it could not be 
called a cheerful room. Inspector Lewis 
evidently had a passion for collecting souve­
nirs.

There was a glass case of handcuffs, each 
pair labeled with the name of the notorious 
criminal they had served to manacle; there 
were old revolvers, guns and other weapons 
arranged in patterns as wall decorations;'

there was a bullet-riddled shield with which 
some unfortunate police constable had pro­
tected himself during the famous Sydney 
Street siege; there were framed photo­
graphs of criminals, their victims, and the 
scenes of their crimes. Short of the Black 
Museum, Detective Inspector Lewis’s office 
was probably the most interesting and most 
gruesome of all the apartments in Scotland 
Yard. Dick Ardeil wondered, uneasily, if 
one day he would figure in some way among 
these morbid exhibits.

“ I ’ve come to tell you what I know 
about the Stern murder,” he began bluntly. 
“ Or, rather, what I don’t know.”

The inspector, from behind his big flat- 
topped desk, invited the visitor to be seated. 
“ I haven’t been informed that you knew 
anything,” he replied. ” Will this be in the 
nature of new evidence?”

“ I believe so.”
“ You wish to make a statement, Mr. 

Ardeil?”
“ Yes—that is what it would amount to,” 

Dick said.
The inspector coughed and pushed a but­

ton, which brought a tali young policeman 
with a notebook.

“ This is Mr. Richard Ardeil, who was 
one of the party who went back to Alma 
Stern’s house the night of the murder. He 
wishes to make a statement, which may be 
produced as new evidence. Will you take it 
down, please?”

The policeman secretary nodded and 
seated himself with his notebook at the side 
of the desk. Another man—also in uni­
form—entered the room and stood near the 
door.

A series of chills chased themselves down 
Dick’s spine. He bad let himself in for it 
now with a vengeance.

“ This is a voluntary statement, of 
course?” Inspector Lewis queried, but more 
as a fact than a question.

“ Oh, yes—quite. How—er—how should 
I begin?”

“ Just as you like. What is it you most 
particularly want to state?”

Dick cleared his throat.
“ The truth is. inspector, I may be the 

man who murdered that unfortunate 
woman—”
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The official raised his eyebrows, but did 
not appear to be overwhelmed by this star­
tling announcement.

‘‘ Are you giving yourself up on that 
charge, by a voluntary confession? Because 
in that event I must warn you that what­
ever you say may be used against you as 
evidence.”

“ Yes, I know that perfectly. And cer­
tainly I am not making a confession of mur­
der. I say I may have done it, but if I 
have, I have no recollection of such a—■ 
such a monstrous act. 1 had left my ciga­
rette case behind and went back to fetch 
it. It was probably my ring which the 
butler heard. The dead woman, who was 
known to me as the Marchesa di Trevi, 
came to the door herself. I remember 
speaking to her. I have now a vague rec­
ollection that she asked me to wait while 
she went upstairs to fetch my case. Inch 
by inch my memory has crept back to that 
point. The next thing I remember is being 
on the Thames Embankment at dawn, with 
a damaged head.”

He went on, gaining a little confidence 
as he proceeded. The secretary took it 
down, and it seemed to Dick Ardell that 
the sound of his own voice, challenging the 
silence of that gruesome room, was a terri­
ble thing.

Every now and then Inspector Lewis in­
terrupted with a question.

“ You believe that somebody picked your 
pocket?”

“ Yes. I can account for the loss of the 
pendant in no other way.”

“ Yet you have it here?”
Dick had produced the jeweled cross, to­

gether with the case it had acquired and 
his own visiting card.

He told how it had come back into his 
possession.

“ Somebody sent it to Miss Harland,” 
he said. " She thought it was I. I let 
her believe that it had been sent by mis­
take. In fact, she jumped to the conclusion 
that I had really intended it as a present 
for some one else. You see, it is my visit­
ing card.”

“ And your handwriting?” the inspector 
asked.

“ You must judge of that for yourself,”

Dick replied. " Or experts must. I will 
copy down what is written.”

He did so, and was pleased to observe 
that his hand did not tremble perceptibly.

Inspector Lewis examined the two speci­
mens and pursed his lips.

“ This is a very characteristic fist, Air. 
Ardell,” he observed.

Curious that he should have hit upon 
that word.

“ At my school—Clavering—it was called 
the Ledbury fist,” Dick explained nervous­
ly. “ Ledbury, our old housemaster, inaug­
urated the style, but no one ever quite 
achieved his precise perfection.”

“ You mean that quite a lot of other 
men have adopted this method? It is more 
like printing than ordinary handwriting.”

“ Yes. It was old Ledbury’s theory that 
modern handwriting had degenerated, and 
that legibility should be the first aim of 
chirography. His own writing had almost 
a Greek form—1 mean as regards neatness. 
It was very small. Afy own, if you notice, 
is smaller than the writing on my card. 
Mr. Creigh, who was also at flavoring, 
writes even more loosely than this forgery.” 

“ Oh, Air. Creigh was at your school?”
“ Yes.”
“ I see. And you say that Air. Creigh 

can corroborate some of this evidence?”
“ Yes. He was present when I found 

the pendant had been taken from my 
pocket, and he was aiso present when I got 
it back from Aliss Harland.”

“ .Ariel Mr. Creigh made up the story of 
how you were injured?”

“ Well—yes. You see, I was not myself 
at the time— ”

“ A Dr. Thatcher you mentioned, who at­
tended you?”

“ Yes.”
“ Was he your own doctor?”
" Xo. Air. Creigh’s.”
” I see. And you have no idea, Air. Ar­

dell, who put the pendant into your pocket, 
who took it out again, and who sent it, 
with your card and an inscription, to Miss 
Harland?”

“ Xo, I haven’t.”
' ‘ You cannot account for this case, or for 

the card?”
“ Xo, I cannot.”
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‘‘ You mentioned that when you first 
found the pendant in your pocket there was 
a length of broken chain attached?”

® There was.”
“ Are you aware that a part of that chain 

•—which had evidently been torn from the 
neck of the dead woman—was found close 
beside her body?”

“ Yes, I read that.”
“ Have you the portion which you say 

was attached to the pendant when you first 
discovered it to be in your possession?”

“ No. The envelope in which I had 
placed it was left in my pocket, but the 
piece of chain was missing as well as the 
pendant.”

” How long would it have been?"
“ I couldn’t say, exactly. Perhaps about 

five inches. Just a fragment.”
“ Thank you, Mr. Ardell. In view of 

some evidence we already possess, which has 
not as yet been published, this is most use­
ful and interesting. Will you please give me 
Miss Harland’s address? We shall require 
a statement from her.”

" What for?” Dick exclaimed.
Her address, please,” Inspector Lewis 

replied, rather tersely.

CHAPTER XII.

S I F T I N G  KVTDF.XCF.

THE next day the gruelling was con­
tinued, and this time Jimmy Creigh 
came in for his share of it. Evelyn 

Harland—attended by her mother—and Dr. 
Thatcher, were also present, and there are 
no words to do justice to Mrs. Harland’s 
feelings.

The pendant had been shown to the real 
Marchesa di Trevi, who identified it as her 
property.

Dr. Thatcher described the injury to Mr. 
Ardell’s head. He had been told by Mr. 
Creigh, he said, that Mr. Ardell had slipped 
on*'a piece of orange peel and fallen back­
ward on the stairs of Charing Cross under­
ground station. The nature of the injury 
was quite compatible with such a story and 
he had accepted the explanation without 
question. He had known Mr. Creigh about 
ten years. Mr. Ardell. he had never met

before he was called to Mr. Creigh’s rooms 
to attend him.

Then came the turn of Jimmy Creigh.
‘‘ May I ask,” was one of Inspector 

Lewis’s first questions, “ why you took it 
upon yourself to make up this story of how 
Mr. Ardell hurt his head?”

Jimmy, it may be supposed, was not feel­
ing any too comfortable. His round moon- 
face looked the picture of dejection.

“ Well, you see, inspector, it’s like this— 
if a chap’s your pal, why —”

“ Just a plain answer if you please. We 
can save a lot of time by sifting out these 
things before the magisterial inquiry. Why 
did you make up the story?”

“ Because I didn’t want Mr. Ardell to he 
arrested,” Jimmy said bluntly.

“ You thought it likely that he had com­
mitted that crime?”

“ I thought it jolly unlikely.”
“ Did you believe his various statements 

about the pendant?”
“ No. not all of them. I thought he was 

off his head, and I still think so.”
“ Do you realize that in taking the liber­

ty of making up that false story you have 
laid yourself open to a very serious charge?” 

“ I suppose so.”
** You sent a wireless telegram to another 

of Mr. Ardell’s friends, a gentleman who 
might know something about this affair?”

“ Yes, I did.”
“ And that telegram was so worded as to 

convey a warning or a double meaning.” 
Jimmy drew in a long sigh and mopped 

his forehead.
“ Well, why don’t you arrest the whole 

blooming lot of us and get it over with?" 
he exclaimed. “ This isn't a court of law, 
I take it.”

“ No, and if you prefer to answer ques­
tions in a court of law, you are at perfect 
liberty to do so,” Inspector Lewis said 
severely. “ I can arrest you on a very seri­
ous charge. It is within my discretion to 
do so. To be quite frank with you, Mr. 
Creigh, the only reason why I ’m not issuing 
a warrant for your arrest, is because we 
want to save ourselves unnecessary bother.” 

“ Thank you,” said Jimmy, hoping that 
his voice sounded humble enough.

“ Very well. sir. In short, you went to
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all these pains, merely because you believed 
your friend was incapable of the act of mur­
der?”

“ I told you he was off his head. He 
talked a lot of wild nonsense. It seemed 
Only fair to give him a chance to get well 
and think things over.”

“ Thank you. Mr. Creigh. I ’ll come back 
to you later.”

It was now Evelyn's turn.
Dick walked over to one of the windows 

and stood with his back to the room while 
it was going on. This inquiry, informal as 
it was, had quite unnerved him. How was 
it going to end? It was his first experience 
of what may go on behind closed doors, and 
it seemed a most peculiar proceeding alto­
gether.

Evelyn was talking, giving her evidence 
in very low tones, but with none of the 
hesitation Jimmy Creigh had so foolishly 
betrayed.

She said in reply to a question that Mr. 
Ardell's manner that day she and her 
mother lunched with him was noticeably 
strange only because it was so unusual for 
him to suffer from headaches. Her mother 
had drawn the conclusion that he had been 
drinking heavily the night before.

No, on that occasion, Mr. Ardc-Il did not 
mention having gone to the house in Ken­
sington. He had mentioned dining with a 
friend at the Savoy.

About three days later a package came 
to her containing the pendant in a case ac­
companied by Mr. Ardell's card. She had 
assumed the pendant to be a present for 
herself, but had not shown it to her mother 
as she was still feeling unkindly tow'ard 
Mr. Ardell.

” And you—did you feel unkindly toward 
him?” Inspector Lewis asked.

Dick drew in a long breath and pressed 
his hand to his forehead. All this talk of 
headache made him feel ghastly, and he re­
membered Dr. Thatcher’s warning.

‘‘ I was a little hurt because I did not 
understand,” Evelyn said.

“ Are you at the present moment engaged 
to.be married to Mr. Ardell?”

" Must I answer that question?”
" Just as you please. But as I explained 

to Mr. Creigh, it will be less embarrassing

and troublesome if you give me all the help 
you can. What w'e want to find out is who 
murdered the Stern woman. Your evidence, 
Miss Harland, may not be necessary in 
court, but it is very necessary for me to have 
as full a knowledge of everything pertaining 
to the case before a charge of murder is 
brought against anybody. I asked you if 
you are still engaged to be married to Mr. 
Ardell, but if you don’t care to answer— " 

“ I am not engaged to him now.”
“ Thank you. Will you look at -that card 

very carefully and tell me if you can iden­
tify the handwriting?”

There was a breathless silence. To Dick 
Ardell, with his back to the room, it seemed 
never-ending.

Then came Evelyn's answer: “ No, in­
spector, I cannot identify it.”

" When you received the card with the 
pendant did you assume it to be the writing 
of any one you knew?”

" Yes, I thought it was Mr. Ardell’s, but 
it isn’t.”

” You are quite certain?”
“ Positive.”
“ You would take your oath on it? You 

may be required to do so.”
Yes, I would swear that it is not Mr. 

Ardell’s handwriting.”
“ Have you any idea whose it might be?” 

No idea at all.”
" You have no theory as to who might 

have sent you this piece of jewelry, or his 
or her reason for doing so, if it was not sent 
by Mr. Ardell3”

For the first time Evelyn hesitated, but 
the hesitation was not because she feared to 
get Dick into further trouble, but because 
she was turning over something in her mind 
which had occurred to her before.

” I have thought a great deal about it.” 
she said slowly. “ Particularly since learn­
ing that Mr. Ardell did not send it to me.” 

What you mean is, since learning that, 
he claims not to have sent it.”

‘ Yes. I have thought that it must have 
been sent by somebody of his acquaintance 
who dislikes him and wants to have him ac­
cused of that horrible crime.”

” Do you know of any one who dislikes 
Mr. Ardell to such an extent?”

No, I don’t.”
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Does it seem to you a sensible idea?”
“ It seems the only sensible one to me,” 

Evelyn said firmly.
As soon as Inspector Lewis had finished 

with her, Mrs. Harland began to hurry 
Evelyn away. Dick walked quickly to the 
door and Evelyn turned a white but pitifully 
smiling face to him.

“ Good luck,” she said. “ It's rather 
beastly for you, isn't it? I wish I could 
help you more.”

“ You have helped me, and much more 
than you realize,” he replied gravely.

Inspector Lewis looked up from some 
notes he was making and spoke to Dick.

“ I have nothing more to ask you now, 
sir," he said.

“ You mean I can go?”
“ Yes, but I want you to hold yourself in 

readiness whenever we may require you. 
That is to say, don’t leave London. Where 
are you staying?”

“ With me,” Jimmy Creigh put in hope­
fully.

It seemed almost incredible to him that 
old Dick wasn’t immediately to have a pair 
of those ghastly handcuffs screwed on to his 
wrists; or that he himself wasn’t, for that 
matter.

“ I believe you have Mr. Creigh’s ad­
dress,” the inspector said to the stenogra­
pher, who nodded.

" Oh, just one thing, Mr. Ardell. Can 
you think of any one who might have suffi­
cient cause to dislike you to the extent of 
trying to fasten this crime on you? Yes­
terday you mentioned that type of hand 
writing to be characteristic of your old 
school."

“ By jove, yes!" Jimmy Creigh chipped 
in. ® There was Bruce Norwich—he didn't 
love you much, did he, Dick?”

CHAPTER XTIL

T R A C I N G  B R U C E  N O R W I C H .

IT was very irritating as Jimmy Creigh 
said to Dick that evening when they 
were having a subdued meal together in 

the privacy of his flat, most irritating that 
that inspector Johnnie with his haw-haw 
manner and airs and graces—you'd never

take him as having ever been a common or 
garden policeman, would you?—well, any­
way, it was tiresome of Lewis to turn you 
inside out and keep you on a hot grid, and 
all that, when he'd got some priceless infor­
mation up his sleeve that he wasn’t giving 
away, only to every blessed newspaper in 
London. Making a complete fool of you 
when all the time the thing was coming out 
in the papers.

And the thing which had come out that 
very evening was the request, accompanied 
by a photograph of the man, that a certain 
Bruce Norwich, known to have been a great 
deal in the company of the murdered woman 
for several months before her death, would 
acquaint the police with his present where­
abouts and explain his movements on the 
night of the crime.

Jimmy Creigh had every reason to feel 
irritated. For three solid hours after he 
had blurted out Bruce Norwich's name to 
Inspector Lewis, Dick and he had been 
persuaded into retailing an intimate his­
tory of their lives, particularly as regarded 
old days at Clavering. And the inspector 
hadn’t dealt a bit gently with them either. 
Jimmy had been badly frightened by his 
severe attitude. It seemed it was a rather 
serious thing to suggest that somebody 
might have tried to fasten a murder on 
you.

“ And all the time,” raged Jimmy, “ that 
mincing-tongued ! Miss Nancy ’ of the po­
lice peerage had this priceless thing up his 
sleeve. Why couldn’t he have told us, in­
stead of making us tell him?”

“ I don’t know,” Dick said wearily. He'd 
had all the discussion he wanted for one 
day.

At this point the telephone rang, and 
Jimmy answered it. When he came back 
he was struggling into his overcoat.

“ It was Justina,” he said. “ She wants 
me.”

“ Justina?” Dick asked in some bewil­
derment.

Jimmy grinned. “ Oh, well, if I must 
be formal, the Marchesa di Trevi has com­
manded my immediate attendance.”

“ What "for?”
“ How do I know? Or perhaps we can 

both guess.” Jimmy replied. “ She told
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us she was engaged to that little beast, you 
remember. To-night’s papers may have up­
set her. She sounded like it over the phone. 
So-long, old son. If you get lonely turn 
on the gramophone. There’s a good Ca­
ruso record on the bottom shelf. That ’ll 
make you feel nice and creepy.”

“ I say, Jimmy—’’ Dick called after him. 
“ Do you call her Justina?”

” Not as yet,” Jimmy flung back, " but 
you'never know, and I ’d like to be word- 
perfect if ever it so happened I was called 
upon to play the part.”

He was not in the least flippant, how­
ever, when the most correct of elderly men- 
servants admitted him to the big house in 
Cavendish Square and showed him through 
a somewhat hushed atmosphere to the little 
maple paneled room where Justina di Trevi 
had received him on former occasions.

“ Everybody is out,” she exclaimed in 
stricken tones. Even Angelo. They have 
no hearts, and have gone to the opera. 
Even Angelo says that nothing matters so 
long as it is not known that I ever was 
engaged to marry that horrible little brute. 
Fancy even my stepson having no feelings 
for me, and he more like my brother than 
anything else! Ah, Mr. Creigh, I somehow 
felt that you wouldn’t fail me.”

“ No, I wouldn’t ,” Jimmy replied sol­
emnly. He took the little hand she offered 
him and wondered if he could manage a 
Continental form of salutation with the 
grace it demanded. But the hand was 
withdrawn before he could decide.

“ Sit down here.” The marchesa patted 
a divan which was comfortably big enough 
for two. “ Do you know what Angelo says? 
There has been a policeman to talk with 
him. Not an ordinary policeman, you un­
derstand, but a very fine fellow. Of course 
they are all fine, but this one—he is grand, 
magnificent.”

“ Lewis, by any chance?” Jimmy Creigh 
inquired bitterly.

“ Ah, that is the name. Inspector Lewis 
—Detective Inspector Lewis.”

“ Yes, and pretty soon it will be Governor 
General Detective Inspector Lewis. I know 
the fellow. You’d better tell the marchese 
to be careful of him. His other name is 
Slippery Sam.”

■'Oh!” The marchesa was horrified. 
" Angelo has talked quite a lot to him. 
Shouldn’t he have done so?”

I don’t suppose he could help himself,” 
Jimmy said with a sigh. " Other people 
have talked to him, too. But what did he 
and your stepson converse about? * Con­
verse ’ is a word that Slippery Sam would 
approve of.”

” It was mostly about the theft of my 
dressing case, a year ago, as I have told 
you,” the marchesa replied. * According 
to this detective person, whom I gather you 
do not like— ”

■' You have gathered correctly. But go 
on. please.”

” According to him, Bruce—I should say 
Mr. Norwich, for I ’ve nothing more to do 
with him—he was concerned with this Alma 
Stern and others in a gang of robbers. To 
me, the idea is incredible. The men of the 
gang, according to Angelo, traded upon the 
foolishness of rich and titled ladies, while 
the women, making themselves out to be 
something which they were not, deceived 
gentlemen in high positions. Can you con­
ceive of anything like that, Mr. Creigh?”

“ It has been done,” Jimmy admitted. 
" I have heard of it, although it’s never 
come my way before. But you were say­
ing—”

“ That Angelo says if it hadn’t been for 
him holding out about money matters, that 
Mr. Norwich would have made a fool of me. 
And it may be true. I have written him a 
letter, and I want you to do something for 
me, Mr. Creigh. I feel I can trust you. 
I t ’s a very horrid letter. I want it to get 
to Mr. Norwich at once.”

She produced the missive in question, a 
fat envelope addressed bluntly and briefly:

BRUCE NORWICH 
^ G E A N  CLUB

” But where,” asked Jimmy Creigh, “ is 
the AEgean club?”

“ Oh, I ’m so sorry. I thought you’d be 
sure to know. The address is 62 Charpen 
Street.”

And where is that?”
“ My dear man, you live in London!”
” Yes, but not in all of it. I suppose 

there’s a street directory in the house.”
4 A
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The marchesa rang for the butler, but 
he could give no information as to the 
location of Charpen Street, and there was no 
directory in the house.

“ Do the police know that you address 
your letters to Norwich at this /Egeart 
Club?” Jimmy asked.

The marchesa was horrified by the sug­
gestion.

“ Certainly not. Nobody knows, not 
even Angelo; and the police are not aware 
that 1 was ever acquainted with Mr. Nor­
wich.”

It seemed to Jimmy quite clear that she 
had cut her acquaintance most decidedly. 
Yet here was this letter. Being but hu­
man, he could not help wondering at the 
nature of its contents. The little lady was 
wily and might be up to anything. Still, 
Jimmy thought, it would be useful to know 
what sort of club a fellow like Bruce Nor­
wich belonged to.

Charpen Street? He asked permission 
to use the telephone, and rang up his own 
club for the desired information. In due 
course the hall porter told him that Char- 
pen Street lay back of Holborn and ran into 
Red Lion Square.

“ That’s a funny neighborhood for a 
club,” Jimmy soliloquized as he set forth, 
after having promised the marchesa that he 
would return and report to her upon the 
success of his errand.

C h a p t e r  x i v ,

A N E W  ALLY  OR W H A T ?

JIMMY CREIGH was in a hurry, and 
hailed a cab, but he did not direct the 
driver to take him to 62 Charpen Street, 

He told himself that he was much too clever 
to do anything like that. He left the cab 
in Holborn and then began to explore the 
neighborhood.

It was a warm summer’s evening, and 
the streets were filled with people taking 
the air, but there was not much air to be 
taken with impunity in Charpen Street, 
which he finally discovered to be a narrow, 
dirty alley ending in a cul-de-sac.

“ Now7, I should call it the Augean Club, 
not the /Egean,” muttered Jimmv.

5 A

Where and what was No. 62 ? Far down 
the crooked alleyway he found it—a news­
dealer’s place of business which seemed to 
have chosen for itself an uncommonly mod­
est and retired position. Jimmy was glad 
that he had not troubled to get into eve­
ning clothes that night. Charpen Street 
would have wondered at his magnificence, 
and as it was he felt himself conspicuous.

There was a gas street lamp nearly op­
posite the newsdealer’s, and it occurred to 
Jimmy that here was a good place to halt 
a moment and light a cigarette. A woman 
brushed by him and turned to give him a 
brief, suspicious stare. In his surprise he 
all but dropped the match. Her face was 
familiar to him and to all playgoers. She 
wras Rosslyn Bates, a well-known variety 
actress.

“ If I ’m not careful,” thought Jimmy, 
“ I ’ll be taken for a ‘ tec.’ ”

When Miss Bates went into the news 
shop, otherwise the zEgean Club, the whole 
thing was reasonably clear to Jimmy 
Creigh. This was one of those places which 
sooner or later—unfortunately, generally it 
is later—attract police attention. The pro­
prietor dispensed other wares than penny 
dreadfuls and sporting editions, and also 
had set up as a rival to the general post 
office. For a consideration, one who had 
reasons for not wishing his private address 
to be made public could receive letters here 
at his “ club,” so to speak.

Jimmy crossed the narrow street and in­
spected the shop window. I t contained a 
motley collection of yellowed and fly-blown 
literature of the lighter order, specimens of 
cheap stationery, postcards, lead pencils, 
bottles of ink, and the like. A notice pasted 
on the window read: “ Orders for Printing 
.Taken Here.”

Jimmy was trying to think of some rea­
sonable excuse for entering—for he had 
not the slightest intention, in these circum­
stances, of delivering the Marchesa di 
Trevi’s letter—when Rosslyn Bates emerged 
and again flung him that inquiring stare. 
Perhaps she thought she knew him. Any­
way, Jimmy took it as such, and raised his 
hat.

The woman hesitated, smiled yaguely, 
and offered him her hand.
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“ I don’t remember your name, but your 
face is quite familiar,” she said.

“ My name is Creigh,” he told her. “ I 
had the pleasure of meeting you once at a 
supper party at my brother’s. Reggie 
Creigh—he’s the real ‘ lad of the village ’ in 
our family.”

“ Oh, of course—of course,” Miss Bates 
murmured. Then she asked: “ What are
you doing here, Mr. Creigh?”

He answered glibly: “ Somebody told
me I  could get a little ‘ coke ’ at this place, 
but I ’m wondering if they’ll deliver the 
goods without an introduction.”

Rosslyn Bates hesitated; then she ex­
claimed: “ Don’t tell me it’s for your­
self!”

“ Oh, no—no! Not at all. I t ’s for my 
dog. He’s getting old, and I ’ve got to pull 
out one of his teeth. The brute might bite 
me if I operated on him in cold blood.”

“ You beautiful liar!”
“ I know I ’m a liar, but this is the first 

time any one has ever called me beautiful,” 
said Jimmy. “ Look here, Miss Bates— 
you don’t know me at all, and I don’t know 
you. There’s no occasion for us to trust 
each other, but I ’m going to ask a favor 
of you.”

“ Dear me, you do sound exciting!” the 
woman exclaimed. “ What can it be, Mr. 
Creigh?”

“ Are you in a hurry—going anywhere?” 
“ Not until considerably later. I ’m in 

that Moonlight Cabaret show at the Duch­
ess Club. I  don’t go on until eleven 
thirty.”

Jimmy consulted his watch.
“ Then you can spare me an hour?” he 

hazarded.
“ What’s the game?”
“ I ’m not sure. But come along. "Where 

can we talk quietly?”
Miss Bates shrugged her shoulders.
“ There’s no such thing where I'm con­

cerned. I ’m too well known. What I 
mean is, if you don’t want to be conspicu­
ous. However, I am at your disposal.”

In a couple of minutes they were back in 
Holborn. An old inn, now a public-house 
with eating-rooms attached, suggested itself 
as a likely spot for that quiet talk Jimmy 
wanted. He asked Rosslyn Bates if she

would come in and have something, and 
they found a comer table in the oak tavern 
room, which at this hour boasted few cus­
tomers. Miss Bates said she would be very 
glad for a few sandwiches and a small bottle 
of sparkling wine. Jimmy gave the order 
which included ginger beer for himself.

“ Now what is it?” she asked.
“ Well, you wanted to know what I was 

doing in sweet scented Charpen Street, and 
now I ’m going to ask you the same ques­
tion.”

“ Frankly, it’s none of your business,” 
the woman retorted with her broad, engag­
ing smile.

He looked at her closely. She might be 
getting a bit passee, but she was a genius in 
her way, and she did not have the appear­
ance of being a drug fiend.

“ Sorry,” said Jimmy.
“ My dear man, I went to get some co­

caine, if you must know.”
“ I wonder if you’re a beautiful liar?” 

Jimmy Creigh rejoined. “ Well, I ’ll tell 
you what I really went for. Do you read 
the newspapers, Miss Bates? I mean the 
murders?”

“ Yes, I do,” she said tersely.
“ Well, I was strolling around Charpen 

Street this evening to see if by any chance 
I  might happen to run into a man named 
Norwich—a fellow who was once at school 
with me.”

“ Good heavens!” Rosslyn Bates ex­
claimed. “ Bruce Norwich?—that inde­
scribable little pest!”

“ I  think you’ve managed to describe him 
quite accurately. Did you see that he’s 
wanted by the police?”

“ I saw' it in the papers this evening. 
That’s why I—” she checked herself ab­
ruptly. “ Look here, Mr. Creigh, as you 
say, we don’t know each other, but I used 
to know' your brother fairly well and Reggie 
was one of the best. I ’ll trust you if you’ll 
trust me.”

“ I t ’s a bargain,” Jimmy agreed, wonder­
ing if he were being wise or stupid.

“ Thank you. Well, I knew Alma Stern. 
I  knew' her years ago. She was older than 
she looked, poor thing. We were kiddies 
together, both trained as circus acrobats, 
but I got out of it and went on the halls,
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and somehow we drifted apart. She was a 
good little kid in those days, and now I 
blame myself for not having kept more in 
touch with her.”

To Jimmy’s consternation, Miss Bates’s 
mouth began to quiver and she hastily fum­
bled for her handkerchief.

“ Don’t cry—don’t please! Somebody’ll 
think I ’m ill treating you,” he implored.

“ No—it’s all right.” She took a few 
gulps of wine. “ Mr. Creigh, Alma Stern 
was my sister. When I ran into her here 
in London a few months ago, she told me 
she was the widow of an Italian nobleman 
who hadn’t left her any too well off. You 
know what the papers say?”

Jimmy nodded.
“ Well, she told me all about it. How 

she’d got mixed up with a set of rogues and 
one thing led to another, and finally to her 
impersonation of the Marchesa di Trevi. 
I t was all done to trap that millionaire 
banker, Praga. They were going to black­
mail him. Alma told me she was getting 
frightened, losing her nerve, and I begged 
her to come and live with me and I  would 
take care of her. She half-promised, and 
then she said, ‘ If I did that, and my hus­
band ever found me again, he’d kill me. 
I ’m desperately afraid of him.’ ”

“ Was she married to Norwich?” Jimmy 
asked quickly.

Miss Bates shook her head. i; No, I ’m 
sure she wasn’t married.to Bruce Norwich. 
I saw them together a great deal—they used 
to meet at my flat—and he was always beg­
ging and imploring her to marry him. The 
funny part of it was, she was in love with 
him. I can’t understand it, but for some 
women he has a certain amount of fascina­
tion.”

“ Yes,” said Jimmy, “ it would seem so.”
He was thinking of Justina di Trevi and 

the undelivered letter.

CHAPTER XV,

JIM MY CREIGH IS INDIGNANT.

ROSSLYN BATES was silent for a mo­
ment. Then she said, “ I t was I  who 
first told the police that Bruce Nor­

wich might know something about my poor

sister’s death. I  told them all I knew, and 
that’s why they are looking for him.”

“ H-m,” said Jimmy, “ but what led 
you to that rotten little dope hole in 
Charpen Street? How did you know you 
might get news of Norwich there?”

Miss Bates leaned toward him, her voice 
shaking.

“ I had tea with my poor sister the after­
noon before she was murdered. She was 
very upset about something, and cried a 
great deal. She said she wanted to get out 
of the dangerous position she was in, that 
Count Praga was not the sort of man who 
would allow himself to be blackmailed 
easily and they might all find themselves in 
prison. But she was caught in a net, she 
said. And then she added, ‘ Rosie, if any­
thing should happen to me and you want to 
get into touch with Bruce, inquire at 62 

Charpen Street. That’s where he has his 
letters sent.’ ”

* Didn’t you tell the police that?”
“ Yes. But they’re keeping away pur­

posely. That is to say, the man who runs 
the news-shop, a horrid creature by the 
name of Blount, doesn’t know it’s being 
watched. He traffics a little in cocaine—■ 
filthy, adulterated stuff, I ’m told—and for 
the moment he’s being let alone in the hope 
that Norwich will find it safe enough to in­
quire for letters. So far, he hasn’t done so, 
I  feel sure. I am working for the police, 
and I go two or three times a week ostensi­
bly for cocaine. Now perhaps you’ll tell 
me how you happened to get that address?” 

" Well,” said Jimmy, “ I can only admit 
that it was given to me by a lady—some­
body who once had a fancy for Norwich. I 
just strolled around on the off chance of 
running into him. Same as you. But 
there’s nothing in this private detective 
business if the police already know. I say 
—you aren’t spoofing me, by any chance?” 

Rosslyn Bates’s eyes glittered.
“ I told you that Alma Stern was my sis­

ter,” she said. “ Do you imagine I  would 
wish to shield a man who murdered her?” 

“ No, I  don’t suppose you would. I 
wonder how my friend, Ardell, comes into 
it?” he added.

“ Ardell?” Her interest quickened. “ He 
was at the house that night, wasn’t he? But
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it was quite plain he wasn’t concerned at 
all. Isn’t that so? He’d only just met my 
sister, hadn’t he?”

Jimmy could have bitten out his tongue 
for its rashness.

“ Quite so. Only, of course, he's inter­
ested. You see, he was at school with Nor­
wich, too.”

Rosslyn Bates seemed fairly well satisfied 
with this meager explanation of Dick’s po­
sition, but it had been a near shave for 
Jimmy. He now vaguely realized the mo­
tive of Detective-Inspector Lewis’s star- 
chamber proceedings. There must be some 
object in keeping Dick out of the public 
eye. For instance, an arrest would have 
meant publicity, even the arrest of a Jimmy 
Creigh.

He saw Miss Bates into the cab which 
would take her to her cabaret show and 
then went back to Cavendish Square. By 
this time, the little Marchesa di Trevi was 
in a fever of anxiety. In a few moments, 
she told him reproachfully, her stepson and 
other relatives-in-law would be coming 
home from the opera and that would pre­
vent anything in the nature of confidential 
conversation.

“ Well, and did you deliver my letter?” 
she demanded breathlessly.

He handed it back to her.
“ Take my advice and burn it,” he said.
As she started to protest he told her hur­

riedly exactly what the Aegean Club was 
and that the police .had the place under sur­
veillance.

“ Furthermore, you’re a very foolish lit­
tle woman even to think of trying to get 
into communication with that fellow again.”

The marchesa began to cry.
“ And if I were your stepson, I ’d lock 

you up,” Jimmy continued, unmoved by the 
sight of her distress. “ Here, give me that 
envelope; vTe’ll have it on the coals at 
once.”

The marchesa let out a faint shriek.
“ I t ’s—it’s full of money!” she ex­

claimed.
Jimmy stared at her, open-mouthed with 

amazement. He felt himself to be the most 
outraged person on earth. To think that 
she had tried to make such a cat’s-paw of 
him!

Her pretty little face mantled with an 
emotion which might have been shame, but 
was more likely indignation. In an an­
noyed way, she tore open the envelope and 
extracted from it some folded banknotes. 
These she thrust into a drawer of her desk. 
The envelope with the rest of its contents 
she tore to bits and put on the fire, as 
Jimmy had suggested.

“ Now are you satisfied?” she asked.
“ Not in the least,” he replied stiffly. I ’ll 

sav good night, marchesa—and also good- 
by.”

He turned away, but she ran after him 
and caught hold of his arm.

“ Oh, Mr. Creigh—do you wish to break 
my heart? You don’t understand.”

“ I understand considerably more than I 
want to,” said Jimmy. “ You tried to get 
me—m e!—to deliver a letter filled with 
money to a notorious crook who is being 
hunted for murder. That money—had he 
received it—might have helped him to get 
away.”

“ No—no! You don’t understand,” she 
wailed.

But Jimmy was in no mood to hear any 
more. His dignity had been deeply wound­
ed, and something else besides. As he left 
the house he told himself furiously that 
never, so long as he lived—if it were a hun­
dred years—would he trust a woman again. 
Hereafter the seclusion of the Crusty Bach­
elors’ Society for him.

Evelyn Harland had developed what her 
mother described as nerves, and her father 
called the fidgets. Never before had she 
been unpleasantly self-willed, but the same 
could not be said of her now.

“ What she ought to do is to forget Dick 
Ardell,” said Mrs. Harland. “ And the 
sooner the better. I shall take her abroad, 
I think.”

Evelyn, informed of this idea, said noth­
ing, but that night she prayed a little more 
fervently than usual, and the next morning, 
when the maid came in with her early cup 
of tea, she learned that her mother was laid 
up in bed with one of the severe attacks of 
gout to which she was subject. Evelyn had 
not petitioned for her mother to be stricken 
with gout, and it was rather a warning to
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her, since it proved that one may desire 
something very much and get it, yet at the 
same time be grieved.

Mrs. Harland, in the throes of her painful 
complaint, was by no means a pleasant 
companion. As a matter of fact, she in­
finitely preferred her own society—which 
nobody grudged her—and that morning, 
after a short session at the telephone, Eve­
lyn intruded upon her with a request.

“ Aunt Annie has just been on the tele­
phone,” Evelyn said, putting it somewhat 
cryptically, “ and she particularly wants me 
to come up to town for a  few days. Lois 
and Margery are going to that big Arts’ 
Ball. Uncle Stephen has got tickets and 
promised to take them, and Jimmy Creigh 
is going, too. Would you think it very 
selfish of me, mother, if I accepted her invi­
tation?”

“ Did you tell Aunt Annie about me?”
“ Yes, and she says if you wish her to 

she’ll come down and nurse you—”
“ Good heavens! What put such an idea 

into her head! You know perfectly well I 
can’t stand anybody around me but Tomp­
kins when I ’m like this.”

“ Yes, mother. I  told Aunt Annie so. I  
told her you didn’t even want me—”

“ Well, go—go by all means, my darling. 
Have a good time, if you can. I wish you 
could persuade your father to go with you. 
All I want is to be let alone.”

“ Poor mother! Are you quite sure— ?” 
“ My darling child, by this time don’t 

you know that it’s the only thing I  do 
want?”

And Evelyn had got what she wanted— 
permission to leave this haunted country­
side for London. She was not very truthful 
with herself, however. I t  was humiliating 
to confess, even to her inner consciousness, 
that she wanted to be in town because Dick 
Ardell was there,

CHAPTER XVI.

MIXING GAY W ITH GRAVE,

JIMMY CREIGH was a frequent visitor 
at the house of the Loveday family in 
Wilton Place. Mrs. Loveday was a 

cheerful person, quite unlike her sister, Mrs,

Harland, and Lois and Margery were Eve­
lyn’s cousins, of course. The three girls 
were all about of an age and Evelyn always 
had a jolly time when she came up to visit 
the Stephen Lovedays. Lois and Margery 
were to have been two of her bridesmaids 
and this was the first time she had seen 
them since the engagement was broken.

The Loveday girls were very “ modern,” 
and some of the things they did rather 
shocked Evelyn, although she was often 
secretly thrilled by their daring. Among 
other characteristics they possessed an en­
tire lack of reticence.

That afternoon at tea, following upon 
Evelyn’s arrival, Jimmy Creigh looked in 
for a moment, as he said, and remained 
a couple of hours. Evelyn’s broken en­
gagement was discussed freely before her 
by her cousins, much to Jimmy’s embarrass­
ment, and he himself was asked all sorts 
of questions the answers to which might 
help Lois and Margery to understand why 
Evelyn and Dick Ardell were not going to 
be married. Evelyn herself had failed to 
give them any satisfaction.

She sat a little apart, her eyes deeply 
serious, as Jimmy miserably dodged the 
queries hurled at him.

“ Why don’t you ask Evelyn?” he ex­
claimed finally.

“ We have,” said Lois, the red-haired sis­
ter wTho was thinking of going on the stage, 
“ And all Evelyn says is that practically 
Dick jilted her.”

“ Oh, that’s not true—by jove, it isn’t ! ” 
Jimmy retorted. “ I was there when she 
fired back his ring at him.”

“ Then you do know what happened, 
Jimmy!” Lois and Margery chorused.

“ He doesn’t know what happened after­
ward,” Evelyn put in.

“ Well, what happened then?” asked 
Margery, the sister who was going in for 
poetry.

“ I don’t feel privileged to tell you,” Jim­
my replied. “ And neither of you can have 
very much feeling for Evelyn to discuss her 
like this.”

“ Oh, Eve doesn’t mind,” Lois said airily, 
“ She’s going to the ball with us to-morrow 
night. Her heart isn’t broken. I  hope you 
haven’t  forgotten that we’re going as a
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troupe of masked Pierrots, Jimmy, and also 
that you promised to bring some men, and 
none of us are to know who the others are.” 

“ Aren’t we? Well, a good many of us 
seem to know who we are,” said Jimmy 
mockingly.

Lois grinned. “ You wait until to-mor­
row night, Jimmy Creigh. We’ve got two 
other girls. I won’t tell you their names, 
and we’re all going to wear red wigs—”

“ That’s one thing you won’t need,” Jim­
my put in.

“ You shut up. Have you been to Karl- 
son’s yet about your costume?”

“ No, I haven’t,” said Jimmy.
Margery exclaimed with disgust.
“ Isn’t that just like him?”
“ I haven’t had time,” Jimmy said de­

fensively. “ You've no idea what a lot of 
bother I ’ve been having lately.”

“ Oh, yes, we know how busy you are,” 
scoffed Lois. “ I t ’s lucky I interviewed 
Karlson myself. He has a lovely Pierrot 
set, a dozen costumes exactly alike for the 
men and girls—you know, made alike. But 
the men’s "wigs are short-haired, bobbed, 
and the girl’s have pigtails.”

“ Shan’t we look pretty!” exclaimed 
Jimmy.

“ 1 think we shall be very effective,” Lois 
remarked. “ The costumes are of orange 
silk, which matches the wigs, and the ruffs, 
caps, buttons and masks are black. And 
we girls are all about of a height. I hope 
you’ll try to have your men the same.”

“ Thanks. I ’ll put that down in my note­
book. Anything else?”

“ Yes, you’re to call for the men’s cos­
tumes and distribute them separately, and 
not tell any of your guests who the others 
are—”

“ M y  guests, eh? Not much they aren’t. 
Any silly ass I can induce to come will jolly 
well pay for his own ticket and refreshment 
—and mine, too, if he likes.”

“ Arrange that the best way you can,” 
said Margery. “ We all know how stingy 
you are. Only, for Heaven’s sake, Jimmy, 
don’t spoil this rag. We’ve already got one 
man ourselves. We won’t tell you who he 
is—”

“ How clever of you. To rake up one 
between the three of you!”

“ He’s so stupid!” moaned Lois. “ Jim­
my, don’t you see, the whole fun of it is that 
we won’t know who each other are—is? 
Of course we depend upon you to bring nice 
men— ”

“ Thanks, I ’ll put that down, too. WTere 
does this gang of golliwogs meet?”

“ Oh, we have a box. No. io  in the log­
gia. Didn’t I tell you that daddy— ”

“ I know who your one man is,” Jimmy 
interrupted triumphantly. “ I t ’s your 
father.”

“ Isn’t he mean? Isn’t he hateful?” the 
sisters inquired plaintively of each other.

A fewr more instructions were given to 
him. He was to tell each of his guests not 
to speak in a natural voice, and the masks 
were to be kept on all the evening. It was 
to end just as much of a mystery as it be­
gan.

“ Do you clearly understand?” Lois de­
manded.

“ I t ’s going to be a big mystery,” scoffed 
Jimmy Creigh. “ Already half of us know 
who the other half are, and the girls you 
have enticed know who you are, and the 
fellows I hope to lasso will know who did 
it to them, and, anyway, it will be beastly 
wearing a mask all the evening—”

“ Jimmy Creigh, I loathe and hate you! ” 
Lois cried in exasperation. “ There will be 
twelve of us altogether—twelve. You’ve 
only got to get four men besides yourself. 
There’s a chance for a wonderful mix-up, 
even if some of us do know a few that will 
be in it. And the masks are of wired lace, 
as light as possible. I  never before thought 
you w7ere a spoil sport. You’re not a bit 
like your old self, Jimmy. What on earth 
has come over you lately?”

Jimmy rose, evading Evelyn’s eye. She 
knew what had come over him, and over 
her, too. Poor old Evelyn!

“ I t ’ll be all right,” he said, as though in 
reply to Lois’s criticism.

Evelyn smiled at him and it was a smile 
that hurt—“ jabbed him,” as he said to him­
self when he thought it over.

“ I ’m sure it will, Jimmy,” Evelyn re­
plied.

They both meant the cloud that was 
hanging over Dick, but the Loveday sisters 
naturally took his solemn declaration for a
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promise that he guaranteed the success of 
their mysterious Pierrots.

“ Good old Jimmy~~of course it will! 
Don’t forget—ten o’clock to-morrow night, 
box No. 1 0  on the loggia floor. Give each 
man you ask the box number.’’

Jimmy left them and his frame of mind 
was none too easy. This party had been 
planned weeks ago, and in the stress of cir­
cumstances he had forgotten all about it. 
His code forbade him to let down Lois and 
Margery, but it promised to be a very near 
thing. Time was so short, and he hadn’t 
asked a single soul as yet. Dick’s trouble 
had put the whole thing out of his head un­
til this afternoon, when he happened to re­
call it and went flying around to Wilton 
Place, hoping devoutly that by some lucky 
chance there had been a hitch in the girl’s 
plans. But he might have known better. 
Lois and Margery were not the sort of girls 
who plan failures.

Jimmy ticked off on his fingers all the 
things he had to do, but the most important 
of them all was to find four men, besides 
himself, ready and willing to be mysterious 
Pierrots. Much as he loathed the idea, he 
said to himself that if only he could get 
them he would promise to pay for their

tickets and treat them—moderately—to 
champagne at supper. Of course Mr. Love- 
day’s box was an attraction.

Jimmy Creigh belonged to five clubs and 
he ranged them all that evening. Two of 
them were quite frivolous clubs which spe­
cialized in dinners and dancing, but he 
caught nothing at those two. Everybody 
he knew who could go and had planned 
to do so, was already promised to a partner 
or a party. He thought desperately of ask­
ing somebody he didn’t know, but on the 
whole that was too risky. Not in these 
days.

At the staidest of his clubs he found one 
man, a dull dog of an under-secretary every­
body dodged as the world’s prize bore, who 
professed a willingness to be a mysterious 
Pierrot, Jimmy had seized upon him as a 
last hope. After all, the Hon. Mr. Watson 
Clinks was eminently “ nice ” — Lois 
couldn’t object to him on that score—and he 
said he could dance. I t  was quite certain 
none of their gay crowd would ever guess 
who he was.

As Jimmy was concluding negotiations 
with Mr. Watson Clinks, the hall porter ap­
peared to tell him that he was wanted on 
the telephone.

T O  B E  C O N T I N U E D  N E X T  W E E K .

u  u tr tr 

P E R H A P S l
ARY JANE, I knew and loved you—« 

i  * You wore a gingham gown; 
Beneath your pink sunbonnet’s brim 

Your April eyes looked down.
Of all the arts that break men’s hearts. 

Nothing at all you knew,
And when we parted—on a day—

I first—and last—kissed you!

The latest thing in Paris hats,
The costliest silks you wear;

And diamonds glitter on your hands— 
Like fireflies in your hair!

You chose of old ’twixt love and gold, 
But could you choose again,

I  think you’d choose the country lad 
You flouted then!

R. E. Alexander.



By ALBERT DORRINGTON
A WHITE queen had never reigned on 

/  \  the island of Vahiti, with its con- 
«* A tented armies of plantation work­
ers, recruited mostly from the Solomons and 
Ellice groups. Yet, Paula Wyngate might 
have worn a crown of pearls as an emblem 
of her popularity with the dark and white 
people who flourish among the fifty trade 
islands of the little-known Vahiti Archi­
pelago. Socially she ruled within the wind­
swept beach consulates, where French, 
American and British traders foregathered 
at certain periods of the year to dance and 
admire each others’ wives, after the custom 
of men long exiled from civilization.

Her husband. George Vandelour Wyn­
gate, represented an affluent Dutch firm 
whose headquarters were in Macassar. The 
foreign consuls with the ugly wives helped 
Wyngate. They revealed to him the secret 
hoards of crafty headsmen, the uncounted 
barrels of shark oil. the new coffee lands, 
the ungathered stores of vanilla., camphor 
and sandalwood. Every one threw business

in Wyngate'1!  direction because it pleased 
his wife and kept her in the archipelago, 
where her society was as badly needed as 
music at a dance.

The Wyngates lived in a pretty bunga­
low, sheltered on the ocean side by belts 
of pandanus and coco palms. In "the rear 
of the bungalow stood a commodious trade 
house, where George, in his white jeans, 
met the little schooner captains and canoe- 
men from the outlying islands.

Paula Wyngate’s mail had arrived from 
Songolo, where her sister Odette was living 
with the wife of Jimmy Blake, commis­
sioner of customs for the Chinese govern­
ment.

Swinging in a silk-tasselecl hammock on 
the lagoon side of the bungalow, Paula 
picked out her sister’s letter from a pile 
of others. Odette was engaged to young 
Frank Dillon, chief officer of the City- of 
Peking, running between San Francisco, 
Singapore and Batavia. Young Dillon was 
a good sailor, but his scanty pay would

552
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hardly provide Odette with print dresses, 
and would hardly allow her to compete so­
cially with the wife of a prosperous head­
man. Yet, Paula liked Dillon better than 
any man of her acquaintance; but as the 
uncrowned queen of Yahiti she had to 
consider Odette's prestige. She opened the 
letter with a sudden intuition of trouble. 
Pretty sisters living from home often de­
veloped a flair in the writing of scare cor­
respondence, she told herself.

M v  d e a r  P a u l a :

I have done it, and it is hard to say at this 
distance whether you will congratulate or dis­
own me. The plain truth is I have decided to 
marry Chiang tu Lee, who has been visiting 
the Blakes a good deal lately. He is twenty- 
three and an M. A. of Oxford. I am writing 
Frank and he will get my letter at San Fran­
cisco about the end of the month.

In these latitudes, my dear Paula, women 
age quickly, and 1 am going to be a good loser 
in the race if I wait for Frank. Of course 
I like him immensely, everybody likes dear 
old Frank; but to put it coldiy, sister mine, I 
cannot see myself cutting any ice socially as 
the wife of Dillon. I cannot even attempt a 
description of Chiang— only a Kipling or a 
Conrad would have the audacity. Please don't 
scold me when you write. The weather in 
Songolo is hot, a hundred and two under the 
veranda! Pray for your little Odette and give 
love to George.

Paula Wvngate crushed the letter in her 
strong white hand. Her soft cheeks grew 
suddenly slack and drawn. She sat up in 
the hammock as though the dazzling tropic 
light had blinded her.

Odette was going to marry a Chinaman! 
She tore the letter in fifty pieces and flung 
the bits where the southeast trade wind 
scattered them over the face of the lagoon.

The trade name of Chiang tu Lee was 
too well known in the archipelago to have 
escaped her. It was the name that stood 
at the head of a dozen big Chinese banking 
institutions; it was the name that owned 
the new flotilla of steamers plying between 
Shanghai and Rangoon, half the rice mills 
in Cambodia and Lombok, Old man Lee, 
the father of Chiang, had amassed a colos­
sal fortune out of opium and silk, and had 
died only a year before, leaving Chiang as 
his sole heir and trustee.

But this fact brought small solace to 
Paula Wvngate. Odette had been too long

with the Blakes. She had lost touch with 
the outside world. Like scores of other 
wrell-meaning young ladies, she had permit­
ted the islands to drug and disturb her sense 
of social propriety. Marry a Chinaman! 
Odette had gone mad!

The mere contemplation of such an event 
caused Paula’s head to spin. I t  would 
mean the end of her and George. No more 
dances and bridge parties at the beach con­
sulates: no more highbrow teas with the 
visiting commodores and captains from the 
various naval units. If Odette insisted on 
carrying out her project, nothing but flight 
would be left for her and George—a 
midnight stampede to the first westbound 
steamer or tramp.

Songolo is fifteen hundred miles north- 
northeast of Yahiti, and steamers called for 
passengers and cargo every fortnight or 
thereabouts. Pauia felt like crying as she 
leaned against the veranda rail. She could 
not tell her husband what Odette had writ­
ten. It would be like beating an inoffensive 
collie. She must go to Songolo at once. 
A steamer was due in about two days.

Passing from the bungalow, she entered 
the trade house, where George was watch­
ing his staff of native boys unpacking some 
cases of cotton trade and hardware. He 
looked up quickly as she entered.

“ Hello, dear! Mail day and a worried 
look!” he greeted genially. “ Anything 
■wrong?”

“ Odette is contracting yellow .fever or 
some other malady, by the tone of her 
latest. I suppose I ’ll have to run up and 
attend to her system.’’'

“ Run up to Songolo!” A look of dis­
may crossed George. “ That’s going to take 
a month!” he protested, a momentary vis­
ion of himself living alone in the bungalow 
presenting itself.

“ My dear hubby, don’t be so selfish. I 
don’t want to go north this weather. Odette 
has been fooling away her life at the Blakes’ 
since last November. She’s got to come 
home—here,” Pauia stated firmly.

George sighed as he sat beside her on an 
upturned biscuit case. “ I wanted the kid 
to come here long ago. Seems to me as if 
the Blakes want to keep her for good. I ’ll 
get the consul to wireless a berth for you
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on the Tivonia, dear. Remember me to old 
Blake. Terrible pity he never had any 
children of his own!”

II.

P a u l a  arrived at Songolo one hot morn­
ing about a week after leaving Yahiti. She 
had sent no message of her coming to 
Odette or the Blakes, deeming it advisable 
to appear on the scene without warning. 
After her luggage had been safely landed, 
and instructions given for it to be sent after 
her, she walked slowly in the direction of 
Blake’s house.

The place was familiar enough; it 
seemed only a few months since she had 
brought her sister to the care of the stout, 
motherly woman who vied with her hus­
band in her admiration for the dashing, 
high-spirited Odette. The house stood at 
the end of a long magnolia-skirted avenue, 
where the white sandstone path gleamed 
like a silver stream in the tropic sun glare. 
The heat seemed tempered by the swinging 
vines of rubvlike petals and oleanders that 
sw'armed in an unforgetable pageant before 
her. But the tropic splendor of her sur­
roundings had little fascination for the 
moment. Her active mind was obsessed 
by the thought of young Mr. Chiang, and 
wondering, after all, if she had not come too 
late.

A native maid met her on the veranda—* 
a  girl from the Line Islands, named Xaura. 
Her dark eyes widened in surprise when 
Paula stated that she had just arrived from 
Vahiti.

“ But Missa Blake nor madam? not here 
this week,” she informed her visitor breath­
lessly. “ They go on a steamer to Macassar 
to see the big rajah, Lotang Bu.”
.. “ Where is my sister Odette?” Paula in­

quired sweetly, yet coldly apprehensive of 
the girl’s answer.

Naura cast rapid glances about the 
house and lawns, and then, unable to con­
trol her excitement, ran through a banyan 
grove calling: “ Odette, Odette! Come, 
please, quick! Oh, come, Missev Odette!”

Paula watched her with a faint smile, 
yet subtly resenting the fact that the Blakes 
had left her sister, unchaperoned probably,

in a house where boys like Chiang came to 
play tennis, no doubt.

Glancing down the w7hite road, she saw 
an automobile slide swiftly toward the 
place. I t  carried only one person, a Chi­
nese youth in the early twenties. He was 
dressed in immaculate white Shantung silk 
clothes, with tennis shoes and eyeglasses. 
He pulled up at the veranda and got out. 
At sight of Paula he hesitated, glancing 
about him nervously and was about to re­
enter the car.

“ I beg your pardon,” Paula began eas­
ily. May I suggest that you are looking 
for Odette?”

He pivoted slowly, and she had time to 
note the delicate molding of his ivory-w'hite 
hands, the clear olive skin that many an 
Italian beauty might have envied.

His glancing eyes met hers shyly as he 
bowed and remained uncovered in the broil­
ing sun.

“ Yes, I called for Odette,” he confessed. 
“ She promised to run out with me to 
Mount Lavender. The road is a good one 
for these parts,” he added with a soft smile, 
the one he used, no doubt, when speaking 
to Odette, Paula imagined.

She nodded at his words, and wondered 
why artists did not put more Chinese boys 
and girls into their pictures. She had never 
seen anything so piquant as this young Ce­
lestial. The blood-red orchid he wore in 
his coat might have come from a pagoda 
or temple garden. She could not guess how 
he wrould look on Broadw’ay or Piccadilly, 
but he fitted Songolo like a bit of pearl set 
in a fan.

“ I t is very good of you to take an in­
terest in my sister,” she said at last, and 
wraited.

The quick look of surprise she had ex­
pected failed to appear. He merely smiled, 
and she confessed that his teeth were as 
white and even as her own.

“ Odette told me that her sister is the 
most beautiful woman in the islands,” he 
stated slowly. " When you spoke I knew 
you were Mrs. Wyngate.”

The inflection of his voice reminded her 
of a famous contralto’s middle-register. I t 
was the kind of voice that could read Keats 
or Shelley without making people wish that
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poets had never been born. I t sometimes 
took Paula Wyngate years to like a person. 
She liked little Chiang at sight, but she 
had no intention of allowing him to marry 
Odette.

“ Odette, Odette! Where are you, Missey 
Odette?” Naura called from the banyan 
grove. “ Here is your lovely sisitah come 
from Vahiti!”

“ These natives are passionately human,” 
he expounded, his soft eyes traversing Pau­
la’s beautiful features.

“ Odette is coming!” Paula exclaimed, 
stepping into the path to greet her sister.

“ Then permit me not to interrupt your 
meeting,” Chiang vouchsafed, getting into 
the car.

Before Paula could stay him the machine 
had slid down the road.

“ I suppose my letter brought you, 
dear?” Odette began, her arms encircling 
Paula affectionately.

“ I t would have brought me from the 
South Pole,” Paula confessed cheerfully. 
“ I couldn’t give a shot like that a miss 
in balk.”

Odette was not as tall as her sister, but 
the red gold of her hair would have awak­
ened the most hardened critic to a sense of 
its beauty. Her skin had the peach velvet 
tone that was the envy of all the island 
beauties, who often gathered at Mrs. Com­
missioner Blake’s receptions. Odette was 
the product of an English university. But 
overeducation-had not warped the peculiar 
brilliance of manner typified in the wit and 
wisdom of her married sister.

“ If my letter hurt your feelings, Paula, 
I ’m sorry.”

“ My feelings, dear, are never in ques­
tion when your happiness is at stake. I am 
assuming that it was Mr. Chiang who called 
here a few moments ago. Let me tell you 
frankly that I like him. He is a gentle­
man of the new school of Orientals that is 
fast ousting the fusty old mandarin type.”

“ Yes, that was Chi, dear. I promised to 
go with him to Mount Lavender, He’s 
dreadfully self-conscious and thought, no 
doubt, that we ought to be left alone.”

“ And your mind is quite fixed on mar­
rying him?”

“ It isn’t my mind: it’s destiny, dear.

I like Frank Dillon, too, but somehow 
Frank is a man any woman could marry— 
any woman without a destiny, I mean.”

Silence fell between them as Naura 
brought tea and fruit to the veranda. Paula 
felt instinctively that the tropics were burn­
ing her sister’s young blood. She had known 
women afflicted with orientalism until it 
made them silly. They raved about Asian 
creeds and certain forms of Buddhism until 
they became a nuisance to their friends.

Paula talked of the pleasures of her trip 
to Songolo, but like a seasoned skirmisher 
beat back again to the Chiang trail. The 
business had got to be handled briskly and 
with finality.

“ And speaking of Mr. Chiang, dear, I 
should like awfully to congratulate you. 
He is, I feel sure, a gentleman in the best 
sense, a young man of astonishingly wide 
culture and taste.”

“ Some of the whites one meets here,” 
Odette interrupted enthusiastically, “ have 
the manners of coolies. Of course Chi has 
got to thank Oxford for his English man­
ner.”

“ His manner does not belong to any 
university,” Paula corrected sweetly; “ it 
is like the sugar in a banana—it belongs to 
the tree. Mr. Chiang is a high born Celes­
tial; he will never be anything else.”

“ What do you mean, Paula?”
“ Just that, dear. If you lived with him 

fifty years you’d find yourself talking al­
ways to a Chinaman. He would never say 
‘ The top ay the mornin’ to ye,’ as poor 
Frank says it.”

“ A bit. of blarney isn’t everything, 
Paula,” Odette countered. “ And look at 
Frank! He isn’t a bit artistic. At the 
present moment Chi is studying the early- 
life of Leonardo da Vinci, and other early 
Italian masters. He knows more about rare 
prints than most dealers. He has translated 
Schiller into Cantonese! Really, Frank 
w-ouldn’t understand these things!”

Paula began to feel that her task was no 
light one. At any moment these two young 
representatives of the East and West might, 
without word or sign, plunge into matri­
mony and defy the world.

In the afternoon Paula visited the prin­
cipal shopping quarter of the town and com­
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pleted a few purchases to while away the 
hours. The following day, while Odette 
was arranging with Mrs. Blake’s housekeep­
er, something in the way of a small dinner 
party in honor of Paula’s visit, Mrs. Wyn- 
gate slipped out alone and walked in the 
direction of the quay, near the offices and 
godowns owned by Chiang tu Lee.

It was a visit of' curiosity, and as she 
walked past the humming rice mills and silk 
warehouses, she saw' how the father of 
young Chiang had founded a gigantic and 
thriving industry. Large and small vessels, 
junks and freighters flew the house flag of 
Lee & Co., a double dragon on a back­
ground of yellow. And all this wealth and 
commerce was invested in the frail anatomy 
of one small Celestial with a gold pince- 
nez!

Passing the main building which housed 
the clerical staff, she was suddenly over­
taken by the swift-running car which had 
brought Chiang to the Blakes’ house the day 
before. I t was driven by a tall Batavian 
in white and gold livery, which also bore 
the double dragon on a circle of yellow.

Halting the car, he saluted her respect­
fully. “ The Hon. Mr. Chiang tu Lee pre­
sents his compliments to Mrs. Wyngate, 
and begs her to honor his establishment 
with- her presence.”

Paula pondered the invitation for a 
breath-giving space, and quickly made up 
her mind. The white and gold livery held 
open the door of the car allowing her to 
enter. A hundred yards along the quay 
front the car halted at the official residence 
of young Mr. Chiang. Paula had passed 
the building ten minutes before and it was 
evident that she had been observed.

The entrance was a study in French deco­
ration and color that was at once soothing 
and refreshing after the blinding white 
sandstone roads. Ushered into a conserva­
torylike foyer, by more of the dragon seal 
livery, her eyes encountered an exquisite 
setting of rare orchids and magnolias, with 
young Mr. Chiang seated in a cane chair 
beneath.

His greeting was restrained, but held 
an unmistakable sincerity that was not lost 
on Paula.

“ I hope you like Songolo, Mrs. Wyngate,

You will not find it so exciting as Paris, 
say, but unlike the great European capital 
it has natural gifts of palms and pearls, 
silk and fruit of the gods. What more, 
eh?” he concluded with his boyish smile.

She sat on an ottoman, where a dozen 
crimson-crested parakeets chattered and 
swarmed in the palms overhead. There was 
a delicious fragrance in everything around 
her, a sense of sybarite cleanliness and 
order that she had never experienced before.

For a little while they talked easily and 
without restraint, but in his musical, way­
ward sentences she began to divine the key­
note of his existence:

Odette!
Paula lay back on the ottoman, half be­

guiled, a little entranced by the soft distilla­
tion of this Eastern magic. But the strong 
white woman in her was not to be denied. 
She was the ambassadress of her race. She 
stood for her caste and the prestige of her 
little island kingdom. She would be defin­
ite with this splendid little Chinaman, defin­
ite beyond misunderstanding.

“ Mr. Chiang,” she began calmly, “■ my 
sister tells me that you have made her an 
offer of marriage, which, I gather, she has 
practically accepted.”

Chiang smiled as one in full possession of 
the sweetest thing in life. “ We are going 
to be very happy, Mrs. Wyngate,” he said 
simply.

“ Your happiness would depend a good 
deal on Odette. She is white, Mr. Chiang!”

He lit a cigarette slowly and then met her 
glance across the table. ® What of that?” 
he asked gravely. “ I am not afflicted with 
those theories. I stand for humanity. My 
ideals and beliefs begin and end there. In 
the abstract there is a difference of what you 
call race.”

“ If the difference between East and West 
was an abstraction, Mr. Chiang, I  should 
have nothing more to say. In this instance 
Miss West happens to be my sister, and 
I fear that her marriage with Mr. East is 
going to spoil her life and mine among the 
only people we know. Against your good 
self I have nothing to say. There are white 
people in these islands unfit to associate 
with you, and I find it difficult to make my 
point quite clear.”
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He sat very still, stilter than anything 
she had ever seen. Not a muscle or lash 
of his dark eyes moved. His face had 
grown rigid.

“ Won’t you answer, Mr. Chiang?” she 
almost pleaded.

He rose from his seat painfully and slow­
ly. I t was some time before he spoke, and 
.when he did his voice had grown very harsh, 
like an instrument that had received ill 
usage.

“ If you had asked for my life,” he said 
with difficulty, “ I could have given it in 
your service.”

“ I t means Odette’s life,” Paula answered 
wistfully. She paused and met his search­
ing eyes steadily. “ And mine, too! ”

He had come quite close to her now as 
one whose breast was bared again for the 
knife. She knew that she had struck him. 
Every fiber in his frail body had felt it. But 
the soul of the East ran like sobbing flames 
in his young blood.

“ Your life, too, Mrs. Wyngate! Am I 
so horrible?” He half whispered.

“ I think you are capable of the noblest 
sacrifice!”

“ If—if you asked it,” he stammered, 
“ how could I refuse? I cannot bring this 
tragedy into your life! ” He paused and his 
breath came like one who had cast himself 
from a great height. He turned his face 
from the tropic light after the manner of a 
child sick with pain.

Paula began to experience her own agony 
of mind, something of the fierce anguish 
that was searching his boyish heart. She 
stood up and placed her hand gently on 
his shoulder. “ I wish I  could have kept 
this out of your life until you were old 
enougli to laugh it away. I, too, know what 
pain is like!”

He turned to her swiftly, his dark eyes 
flinching in the cruel white light. “ Why 
should you suffer one breath of pain, be­
cause I am foolish enough to dream of a 
love that cannot be?”

Paula felt herself being caught in the 
quicksands of his despair. Instinct warned 
her that she must retreat or surrender. Very 
slowly she walked to the foyer entrance, 
the warm perfumes of a hundred islands 
beating upon her baffled senses. She could

not pursue her object further. I t was like 
torturing a child.

He was standing beside her in the hall­
way, his face a mask of suppressed emo­
tions. “ I t is very foolish of me, Mrs. Wyn­
gate, to resist your appeal. But—it was 
so sudden. I could not bring myself to a 
full realization— ” he added brokenly.

“ I t  will come easier after a while,” she 
answered with returning courage. “ Odette 
will understand if it is made clear. There 
is a way to make her see the difference in 
your—”

“ Nationality,” he nodded thoughtfully.
Paula considered the word a moment. It 

did not seem enough. She would have liked 
Chiang to prove something more, something 
that would reveal to Odette the real differ­
ence between East and Wrest. He seemed 
to read the riddle in her mind; a crucified 
smile lingered on his drawn lips.

“ For your sake, Mrs. Wyngate, every­
thing shall be made clear to Odette. There 
shall be no doubt in her mind concerning 
the difference between West and East.” He 
paused as though struggling with his madly 
racing thoughts, while the clamor of the 
port and the shouting of coolies outside, 
broke in upon their perfumed isolation. 
The touch of Paula’s hand against his sleeve 
seemed to wake him to the realities of life.

“ Some day, early this week,” he half 
whispered, “ bring Odette into the Yamen, 
where I  frequently officiate in a judicial ca­
pacity. I think I  know what we want.”

In  the sunlit foyer she turned slowly and 
held out her hand. He kissed it after the 
manner of a young courtier.

“ Good-by! ” he intoned with studied ease. 
Her eyes searched him swiftly, but she saw 
no shadow of emotion on his inscrutable 
face.

III.

P a u l a  breathed nothing to Odette con­
cerning her chance interview with Chiang. 
A couple of days slipped by allowing them 
an opportunity of visiting various places of 
interest in Songolo. Chiang did not again 
appear at the house, neither did Odette refer 
to his absence. Paula was exercised in mind 
anent his invitation to enter the Yamen, a 
place used as a courthouse, where Chinese

557
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criminals were tried by the official repre­
sentatives of the Chinese government. 
Odette informed her that Chiang frequently 
occupied the judge’s chair, as befitted the 
son of the illustrious banker and island mil­
lionaire.

“ Only the natives go to the Yamen,” 
Odette was cheerful to add when Paula sug­
gested a visit. “ The Blakes never go.”

Paula laughed lightly. “ I ’m dying to 
see your little Chiang in the role of a judge. 
Let’s have a peep at this Chinese show?”

Odette demurred, but finally consented 
to accompany her sister to the pagoda­
shaped building in the native quarter of the 
town. I t  was known in Songolo that the 
captain of the notorious junk, Kish Loon, 
was on trial for the murder of a comprador 
and crew of a Songolo tramp steamer. The 
captain of the junk, Feng Ho, by name, 
had proved a curse to small ship owners and 
schooner craft. He rarely spared his victims 
once his gang of howling, chattering cut­
throats spilled over their rails.

For a long time he had eluded the Chinese 
water police and gunboats. But Fate, in 
the guise of a British torpedo destroyer, had 
shot his smelly junk to pieces, and later 
brought him to Songolo to be handed over 
to the authorities. Within an hour after his 
landing he had managed tq escape, but was 
caught some days afterward, in the hut of 
a coolie woman who had given him shelter. 
She also had been arrested.

About the gates of the Yamen was gath­
ered the scum and raffle of the port. The 
lynx eyes of a Chinese official singled out 
the two white ladies on the outskirts of the 
rabble. Without ado he beat his way for­
ward and with many salaams conducted 
them inside to a seat near the judge’s chair.

The place was packed and reeked of sam- 
shu, vanilla and the sour-skinned natives 
of the slums. A droning silence filled the 
Yamen. The judge had not yet arrived. 
Opposite them was a heavily barred door 
through which the felons and murderers 
were sometimes driven like geese. In the 
center of the Yamen, and surrounded by a 
curiously wrought metal screen, stood an 
iron Buddha, ugly, malevolent and leering 
in the direction of the judge’s seat. Above 
the idol’s flat brow was suspended from a

metal bracket in the low ceiling an iron 
glove, the shape and size of a human hand. 
Paula noticed that the palm of the iron 
glove was absent.

A sudden stir among the native officials 
was the signal of the judge’s entry. He was 
dressed in the richly embroidered jacket of 
a mandarin. The coveted stars and but­
tons of the third order were visible on his 
breast. He looked across the Yamen at the 
sweltering, loose-jawed mob, and then his 
glancing eyes found Paula and Odette on 
his right.

The Eastern garb had changed the ap­
pearance of Chiang. He was no longer the 
debonair university student; something of 
the iron Buddha was reflected in his pose 
and lineaments. The fragrant delicacy of 
his movements was gone. He had become 
part of the Asiatic horde in that malodorous 
atmosphere of crime and punishment.

Odette gasped in surprise. Her lips 
moved, but made no sound. Paula's face 
showed no sign of mental perturbation or 
excitement. An Oriental in flowing rai­
ment rose and notified the small group of 
officials gathered around the judge’s seat 
that the proceedings would be conducted in 
English, and that the sentences would be 
made known to the prisoners by Mongolian 
and Cantonese interpreters.

The junkman, Feng Ho, was hustled 
through the gate and into a cage that was 
used as a dock for murderers and despera­
does. After him came a coolie woman car­
rying a baby; she was forced into the cage 
beside Feng Ho. The pirate was naked to 
his ragged loin-cloth. From his wrists and 
ankles trailed heavy prison fetters. He was 
old and toothless; yet, despite his years, he 
grinned truculently in the face of the judge 
and officials.

The proceedings were swift and without 
formalities. The affidavit of the destroy­
er’s commander was taken and handed to' 
the judge as irrefutable evidence of the fel­
low’s guilt. There was no defense. Evi­
dence was forthcoming which showed that 
the coolie woman with the baby had har­
bored and abetted him upon previous occa­
sions when ships belonging to the port had 
been looted and burned. Her latest of­
fense lay in the fact that she had given hint
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shelter after his escape from the destroyer’s 
crew. The facts were clear and beyond 
argument.

Sentence of decapitation was passed on 
the pirate, accompanied by an order that 
the execution should take place immediately 
within the grounds of the Yamen. He was 
seized by his guards and thrust with savage 
force from tire court.

Odette yawned; so swift had been the 
proceedings that she hardly divined the ter­
rible significance of the judge’s order.

The youthful Chiang now fixed his atten­
tion on the coolie woman with the baby. 
Her torn sarong had left her almost bare to 
the waist. The babe in her arms whim­
pered fretfully, its flat, brown face and 
Mongolian eyes expressing an animal sense 
of misery its mother could not ease.

Chiang appeared to study some papers 
which a yellow-braided official had placed 
beside him. He looked at the woman with 
the curious mask-like indifference which 
Paula had seen creep into his face before.

“ Lalu Gan Deth, you are Feng Ho’s ac­
complice!” he stated in English. “ You 
have helped him in the perpetration of 
many crimes. I shall deal severely with 
you according to the law of your country.”

A fat Mongolian interpreter standing be­
side the cage, murmured to the judge that 
the prisoner was saying that Feng Ho was 
a near relative, that he had occupied her 
(house on all occasions.

Chiang waived the argument, while a 
court official demanded instant silence on 
the part of the fat interpreter. An expect­
ant hush fell upon the Yamen.

Chiang examined his manicured finger 
nails intently, while Odette leaned nearer 
her sister. “ The dear boy will let her go; 
he can’t help it. He’s just pretending he 
wants to be severe. I know every phase 
of the silly kid’s mind. Listen!”

Chiang’s voice carried far into the Ya­
men; its nasal intonations bespoke the true 
Celestial. To the expectant Paula it sound­
ed like the fluting of a wolf cub.

“ Lalu Gan Deth, your left hand shall be 
destroyed as befits the associate of murder­
ers and pirates! The penalty will be in­
flicted in the ordinary way, by means of 
fire and the iron glove!”

He turned to an official on his right. 
H Let the sentence be administered without 
delay,” he commanded.

The woman was hauled from the cage 
and pushed unceremoniously toward the 
iron Buddha. The crow'd in the Yamen 
rose to its feet, for this form of punishment 
was the most spectacular and thrilling in 
the whole (Mongolian criminal code.

Paula sat still as death, the loud beating 
of her heart threatening to stifle her. Odette 
cowered in her seat as though an unseen 
hand was gripping her throat. The cold 
brutality of Chiang’s sentence rent the veil 
of reserve that covered her conventional 
silence.

The officials had dragged the shrinking 
Lalu Gan Deth to the screen of the iron 
Buddha, allowing her to retain the baby in 
her arms. Her left hand wras quickly 
forced into the iron glove suspended from 
''the bracket above the idol’s browa Then 
some one touched the leering mouth of 
Buddha with a lighted stick. A thin jet of 
yellow flame shot upward toward the iron 
glove and reached the exposed palm of the 
coolie woman’s hand. A soft cry pene­
trated the Yamen.

Odette struggled to her feet, anger and 
abhorrence flashing in her mutinous young 
eyes. She faced Chiang tu Lee, and her 
voice" grew steady as their glances met. 
“ Mr. Chiang,” she said in an audible voice, 
“ I beg you to stop this inhuman torture! 
I t can satisfy no one but yourself even in 
this house of crime!”

Not for an instant did their glances 
waver, each looking deep into the sou! of 
the other. Then his soft, dark eyes seemed 
to become charged with an insatiable cruel­
ty inherited through countless ages. He 
turned sharply to the ushers standing near.

“ Escort this woman from the Yamen!” 
he said coldly. “ And do not allow' her to 
return!”

Odette reeled from his menacing eyes as 
the ushers led her to the door. Turning 
suddenly she looked back, her lips parted 
in scorn and anger that swept her like a 
mill race.

“ You—you Chinaman!” she flung out. 
“ Oh, you Chinaman! ”

Paula passed out with her hurriedly in
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tim e  to  escap e  th e  lo u d  cries  th a t  b ro k e  

fro m  L a lu  G a n  D e th , s ta n d in g  a t  th e  iro n  
fa c e  o f  B u d d h a .

I V .

L a t e  th a t  e v e n in g , an  officer o f  th e  

Y a m e n , p a ss in g  th e  se cre ta ria l a p a rtm e n ts  
o c c u p ie d  b y  C h ia n g  tu  L e e , h e a rd  u n m is­

ta k a b le  sou n d s o f  g r ie f  e m a n a tin g  fro m  

w ith in . P a u s in g  c u r io u s ly , h e  p ee p e d  in ­

s id e  th e  room  a n d  s a w  C h ia n g  ly in g  o n  a n  

o tto m a n , h is  fa c e  b u rie d  in  h is  h a n d s. T h e  

so u n d  o f  h is  so b b in g  seem ed  to  fill th e  

a p a rtm e n t. W ith  th e  d iscre tio n  o f  h is  k in d  
th e  o ffic ia l w ith d re w . T h e  p r iv a te  so rrow s 

o f  th e  illu s tr io u s  y o u n g  ju d g e  m u st n o t b e  

in te rru p ted .

T w o  d a y s  a fte r  th e  tr ia l o f  F e n g  H o , th e  

B la k e s  ca m e  h o m e. T h e y  w ere  g e n u in e ly  
d isa p p o in te d  to lea rn  th a t  O d e tte  w a s  re ­

tu rn in g  to  Y a h it i  w ith  P a u la . I n  h is  c a ­

p a c ity  a s  co m m issio n er o f  cu sto m s, B la k e  
w a s  a  tra v e lin g  g a z e tte  o f  in fo rm a tio n  re ­
g a rd in g  lo ca l a ffa irs . T h e  a p p o in tm e n ts  

a n d  re s ig n a tio n s  o f  g o v e rn m e n t o ffic ia ls  
w e re  u s u a lly  th e  s u b je c t  o f  h is  cr itic ism s. 

S p e a k in g  to  P a u la , o n  th e  m o rn in g  o f  h e r 

d e p a rtu re , h e  sa id :

“  T h e  C h in e se  L e g a tio n  is  fu r io u s  o v e r  
a n  a ffa ir  th a t h a p p e n e d  in  th e  Y a m e n , th e  

o th e r  d a y . T h e  ju d g e , w h o  h a p p e n s  to  b e  

a  frie n d  o f  o u rs, h a s  b e e n  a sk e d  to  resign . 
T h e y  s a y  h e  sen t a  co o lie  w o m an  w ith  a  

b a b y  to  a  fo rm  o f  to rtu re  k n o w n  a s  th e  iro n  

g lo v e ! ”

P a u la  w a s  s ilen t. N e ith e r  she n o r O d e tte  
h a d  m e n tio n e d  th e ir  v is it  to  th e  Y a m e n .

“  I  m a y  te ll y o u , M r s . W y n g a te ,”  B la k e  

w e n t o n , “  th a t  th e  s i l ly  l i t t le  c h a p  w ill 

n e v e r  l iv e  it  d o w n  in  th ese  islan d s. H e  w as 

su ch  a  d e cen t so rt, a n d  b e tw e e n  o u rse lve s , 

a  g re a t  a d m ire r o f  O d e tte . A s  p ro o f th a t  
so m eth in g  h a d  in te rfe re d  w ith  h is  ju d g m e n t,

h e  sen t th e  co o lie  w o m an  fiv e  th o u sa n d  d o l­
la rs , e n o u g h  to  k e e p  h e r  in  lu x u r y  fo r  th e  

re st o f  h e r  d a y s . S h e ’s  o u t  o f  p riso n , o f  

co u rse , a n d  seem s n o n e  th e  w orse  fo r  h er 
p u n ish m en t. I ’m  r e a lly  w o rrie d  a b o u t  C h i­
a n g ; su ch  a  d e ce n t lit t le  c h a p ! ”

P a u la  a n d  O d e tte  a rr iv e d  s a fe ly  a t  V a -  

h it i. O d e tte  w a s  n o t so b a d ly  b u rn e d  a s  
th e  co o lie  w o m an  w ith  th e  b a b y . S h e  m a r­

rie d  F r a n k  D illo n  w h e n  h e  b e c a m e  c a p ta in  

o f  th e  C i t y  o f  P e k in g , a n  e v e n t b ro u g h t 
a b o u t b y  th e  re tire m e n t o f  h is  a g e d  su p e ­
r io r . I t  is  re co rd ed  in  th e  first y e a rs  o f  h is  

m a rr ia g e , th a t  D illo n  sa v e d  th ree  h u n d re d  

liv e s  a t  se a , a n d  n e v e r  m e n tio n s  th e  fa c t . 
I t  is assu m ed , th e re fo re , th a t  th e  w a y w a r d  
O d e tte  is in  sa fe  k e e p in g .

T w o  y e a r s  la te r , P a u la  re c e iv e d  a  le tte r  
b e a r in g  a  C h in e se  p o stm a rk . I t  w a s  fro m  

C h ia n g . S h e  re a d  it  w ith  a  s tra n g e ly  b e a t­
in g  h e a r t :

D ear M r s . W y n c a te  :
True happiness comes only through repres­

sion of the senses. I loved Odette with a 
purity of mind that resembled a fiery flame. 
M y spirit told me that she was mine. It 
w>as never possible for you to turn us from our 
marriage purpose. But to renounce the sweet­
est pleasure in life was a task almost too great 
for me. Yet the echoes of your crying heart 
reached and penetrated me. M y chance came 
through that— woman in the Yamen. I seized 
it. It was then I made flame eat flame— the 
fire that scorched the woman’s hand burned 
my image from Odette's heart.

In my present sanctuary of transcendent 
purity I have found true happiness, perfect 
content. May the wings of peace descend 
upon you and your people.

T h e  Sh r i n e  of t h e  Se v e n  Stars .

P a u la  s ig h e d  s o ft ly  as sh e  b u rn e d  the  le t­

ter o v e r  th e  y e llo w  flam e  o f  th e  v e ra n d a  
la m p .

“  I  w on d er if  h e  c o u ld  h a v e  lo v e d  O d e tte  

a s  h e  lo v e s  th is  p h ilo s o p h y  o f  h is ? ”  sh e  
m u rm u red .

tr tr_ u u
“ THE MISSING MONDAYS ”

By H O M E R  E O N  E L I  N T

will be our next Novelette. It will be printed in two parts, the first of 
which will appear in our next issue, to confound all our readers by the 
mystery in connection with the second day of the week.
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W H A T  H A S  OCCUR R E D IN P A R T S  I  a nd  11.

GOOD-LOOKING young John Harley is in love with Helen Stevens, but on his small pay does 
not dare risk marriage, so their engagement is kept a secret. One Eraisted bothers him so about 
an investment that to get rid of the bore, John intimates that he has inherited a fortune from 

his Uncle William in Australia. The news spreads, and coming to the ears of John's Aunt Faith, 
causes her to become so chipper that Dr. Fosdyck warns Jack he must not dare intimate that he is 
even one million short of the three she believes he has acquired, so Jack learns she has willed the 
money destined for him elsewhere. But worse than this, she thinks that his covert reference to a 
sweetheart means Mildred Ames, who just then happens in, and prompted by Aunt Faith's happy 
remarks, marches straight into Jack's unwilling arms. Trying to get out of his awkward fix, John 
accepts the proffered aid of Althea Wicks, daughter of a millionaire, and presently finds himself 
engaged to her as well. Helen gets wind of this and hands him back his ring. Desperate, John tries 
first to offend Althea and then her father, but the latter arranges to send him to Europe on a 
business matter amd announces that the marriage must take place at once.

C H A P T E R  I X ,

TH E  STRAIGI-ITER COURSE.

TH E  y e llo w  sh e et f lu tte re d  to  th e  flo or. 

“  T h is  w e e k ! ”  ch o k e d  M r . H a r le y . 
W o lc o t t ’s m o re  d e lib e ra te  m in d  

seem ed still to  b e  lo ite rin g  o v e r  th e  e a r lie r 

w o rd s  o f  th e  m essage .

“ H e ’s  b e g g in g  y o u r  p a r d o n !”  h e  c r ie d , 

“  T h u r lo w  W ic k s  is  a p o lo g iz in g  to  y o u ! ”

“  H u h ? ”

“  W h y , i t ’s a  b o a s t  o f  h is  th a t  h e  n e v e r  
a sk e d  th e  p a rd o n  o f  a n y  m a n  liv in g , J a c k !  

I s — is  i t  p o ss ib le  th a t  he’s in fa tu a te d  w ith  

y o u , t o o ? ”

J o h n  H a r le y  c lu tc h e d  a t  h is  fr ie n d ’s a rm

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for December 30.
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in a feverish way; there was something very 
wild and pathetic in his upturned gaze. His 
mouth worked piteously, too, and his gen­
eral expression was that of a person almost 
daft.

“ That’s it!” he said. “ There’s some­
thing funny about that family, Harry! 
They all like me—and I ’ll have to go 
through with it!”

“ Marry her, you mean?”
“ I ’ll have to !”
“ Rot!”
“ No, it’s not. I ’ve got a hunch, Harry! 

I t ’ll all happen before I  know what’s going 
on. She’ll look at me and keep on looking 
—and pretty soon some minister’ll be say­
ing—”

Mr. Wolcott laid a firm hand on his 
shoulder.

“ Stop that raving!” he commanded. 
“ Nobody can force you to marry Althea!” 

“ They can’t, eh?” Mr. Harley laughed 
wildly. “ That’s all you know about Al­
thea!”

“ Possibly, but I know a whole lot about 
common sense, Jack,” his friend said sooth­
ingly. “ You’re a trifle shaken because 
things seem to have come unexpectedly to a 
head. As a matter of fact, you’re no worse 
off than you were a few minutes ago. 
There’s a way out of every pickle, you 
know. I hate like sixty to resort to the 
cheaper kind of trickery, but—well, for one 
thing, you might get down to real elemental 
stuff and just run?”

“ Disappear?”
“ For a while, of course. You could ex­

plain to Wicks that you’d been called to 
Australia.”

“ And suppose he and his daughter in­
sisted that I take ten minutes off before 
starting and marry Althea? They’d do 
that, you know.”

“ But—”
“ And if he didn’t do that, I ’d have to ex­

plain to Aunt Faith, anyway, and she’d in­
sist that I marry Mildred and take her 
along. And I ’m damned if I ’ll marry either 
of ’em!” shouted Mr. Harley. “ I'm eter­
nally damned if I ’ll—”

“ Hush!” snapped Mr. Wolcott, and his 
frown was quite testy. “ Let’s drop the 
idea of your disappearing, then, if it doesn’t

appeal to you. There are any quantity of 
other ways in which a man can avoid a wed­
ding, for a time at least. Why not—see 
here! Why not contract a contagious dis­
ease? You might even go crazy for a 
time.”

“ That would take a minimum of effort 
just now!” Mr. Harley remarked grimly.

“ Don’t waste time being humorous, 
please!”

“ Was I that? I didn’t know,” groaned 
John. “ Well? I ’m a demented smallpox 
case. What then?”

“ Well, naturally, a man with a con­
tagious disease would have to stay in seclu­
sion for a considerable period. In that 
time— ”

“ In that time,” Mr. Harley pursued 
drearily, “ two—and possibly even three— 
fiancees would be calling every day to see 
how the patient was! Say, what do you 
suppose I ’m going through all this for, any­
way?” he demanded savagely. “ I t ’s to 
keep Aunt Faith from knowing that I lied 
in the first place, isn’t it?”

“ Of course, but—”
“ Let’s stop there. I think you’ve gone 

dry on good ideas,” sighed John.
Mr. Wolcott himself sighed.
“ You may be right,” he conceded. “ It 

might be as well to consider the immediate 
future and see if we can’t build on what we 
discover there. Ah—just what are you go­
ing to say to Miss Wicks about the wedding 
preparations?”

“ Not a darned word until she says some­
thing to me!”

“ But if he’s wired her, she’s bound very 
shortly to say something, I fancy. Now 
let us suppose that she telephones you as 
soon as she gets the wire from her father. 
I t  might be—”

In John’s room, prettily timed as if the 
thing had been rehearsed for days, the tele­
phone jingled noisily. Mr. Wolcott opened 
his eyes; John himself started very vio­
lently.

“ That’s Althea!” he exclaimed. “ Go 
say I ’m not home! ”

“ No. One lie never helped another.”
“ Let her ring, then! ”
“ She'll probably come here hunting for 

you, if you don’t answer.”
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“  T h a t ’s  tru e, t o o ! ”  w h in e d  th e  s tr ick e n  

m a n , a s  h e  aro se  a n d  to tte re d  to  h is  o w n  

room . M r . W o lc o tt  stro lle d  a fte r  h im  a n d , 

p a u sin g  in th e  d o o rw a y , w a tch e d .
“  Y e s ? ”  J o h n  sa id , fa in t ly .

“  M r . H a r le y ? ”  p u rre d  A lth e a ’s  fa m ilia r  

ton e.

“  Y e s .”
“  D e a r e s t ! ”  p u rre d  th e  v o ic e .

A n d  th e re  w a s  a  p a u se , w h erein  M r . H a r ­

le y  d r ib b le d  d o w n  in to  h is  c h a ir  b e h in d  th e  
d e sk  a n d  d roo p ed  o v e r  the  in stru m en t.

“  J oh n , d e a r! A r e  y o u  th e r e ? ”  th e  v o ic e  

in q u ire d , w ith  a  lit t le  ris in g  in flection .

“  O h , y e s , I ’m  h e re ,”  M r . H a r le y  a d ­

m itte d .
“  W h y , y o u r  v o ic e  so u n d s so  w e a k  a n d —  

a n d  s h a k y ! ”  sa id  th e  y o u n g  w o m an . 

“ Y o u ’re  ill— I  k n e w  y o u  w ere! I  k n e w  

th a t  I  s h o u ld n ’t  h a v e  le t  y o u  go  lik e  th a t. 
J a c k ! ”

« Y e s ? ”
“  I ’m  c o m in g  d o w n  w ith  th e  c a r  fo r y o u , 

a n d  I ’m  g o in g  to  b rin g  y o u  h o m e h e re  a n d  

p u t  y o u  to  b e d  a n d  ta k e  ca re  o f  y o u !  T h a t  
s illy  W o lc o tt  m a n  c a n ’t lo o k  a fte r  y o u , a n d  

I  w o n ’t  tru st  y o u  to  a n y  p a id  n u rse . Y o u  

h a v e  him  p a c k  a  b a g  fo r y o u  a n d  — ”
“  W e ll, w a i t ! ”  M r . H a r le y  cr ie d , a n d  h is  

v o ic e  h a d  g a in ed  re m a rk a b ly  in  v o lu m e  a n d  
reso n an ce  th ese  la st  secon d s. “  I ’m  a ll 

r ig h t, A lth e a ;  on m y  w o rd  o f  h o n o r, I  n e v e r  
fe lt  b e tte r  in  m y  life . I ’v e  g o t a  lo t  o f  
w o r k  h ere  th a t  h a s to  be d o n e  o v e r ’ S u n d a y  

a n d — ”
“  A r e  y o u  r e a lly  a ll r ig h t? ”
“  I — I  fee l f in e ! ”  sa id  J oh n .

O v e r  th e  w ire  ca m e a  lig h t s ig h  o f  re lie f. 

T h e  n o te  o f  co n cern  le f t  th e  v o ic e  a n d  it  

g re w  v e r y  s o ft  a ga in .
“  D a r lin g , d id  y o u  g e t  a  w ire  fro m  d a d ? ”

“  A h — y e s  J ”
“ D o n ’t  y o u  know- th a t  I ’v e  b een  w a it in g  

a n d  w a it in g  a n d  w a it in g  fo r  y o u ?  I  
th o u g h t th a t  y o u ’d  com e in sta n tly , d e a r . I  

w a ite d  u n til I  c o u ld n ’t stan d  it  a n y  lo n g e r ,”  
sa id  M is s  W ic k s . “  T h in k  o f  it , J a c k !  

T h is  w e e k ! ”

“ Y e s , I — I — I ’v e  b e e n  th in k in g  o f  i t ! ”  

m u m b le d  M r . H a r le y .
“  A r e n ’t- y o u  glad? ”  in q u ire d  A lth e a , with' 

ju s t  a  h in t  o f  d ism a y.
F ro m  h is  v a r y in g  e xp ressio n s, M r . W ol-.

c o t t  in  th e  d o o rw a y  d e d u ce d  t h a t  som e s o rt  
o f  m e n ta l to rn a d o  w a s  ra g in g  w ith in  h is  o ld  

frie n d . W o lc o tt  s ta re d  h a rd . J o h n  h a d  

tu rn e d  w h ite  b y  d egrees a n d  h a d  th e n  
tu rn e d  a n  a n g r y  re d  q u ite  s u d d e n ly ;  fro m  

th is  t in t  h e  w a s  w o rk in g , a g a in  b y  d egrees, 

to  a  rich  a n d  in fu ria te d  p u rp le . H is  lip s  

w e re  o p en in g  a n d  h is  sh o u ld e rs  w e re  s q u a r­
in g ; J o h n  H a r le y , in  fin e, w a s  o n  th e  p o in t 

o f  te llin g  th e  w h o le  tru th  in  a  fe w  c r isp  

w ord s!
A n d  a s  h is  m o u th  o p en ed  th e  in co n ­

v e n ie n t sp e c te r  o f  D r . F o s d y c k  m a te ria lize d  
ju s t  a cro ss  th e  d e sk .

“  T h e r e ’l l  b e  q u ite  a  ru m p u s, w ill  th e re  
n o t, w h en  y o u ’v e  to ld  th a t  g ir l y o u ’re  a c tu ­

a l ly  n o t  in  lo v e  w ith  h e r ? ”  th e  sp e cte r  in ­

q u ire d . “  S h e  w ill w ire  h e r  fa th e r  a n d  h e, 

u n q u e stio n a b ly , w ill c o m e  b a c k  to  E b b r id g e  

o n  th e  first tra in . A f t e r  th a t, w h a te v e r  

h a p p e n s  is  l ik e ly  to  b e  so m e w h a t n o is y  a n d  
s p e c ta c u la r ; a n d  w h a te v e r  i t  m a y  b e , i t  w ill 
co m e  to  y o u r  A u n t F a i t h ’s  e a rs  a n d — ”

“ A h — a h — g l a d ! ”  J o h n  e ch o e d  su d d e n ­
ly ,  a n d  w ith  so  m u c h  fe e lin g  th a t  h is  v o ic e  

tre m b led . “  Y o u  b e t  I ’m  g la d  A l t h e a ! ”

“  C o m e  a n d  see m e , sw e e th e a rt, a n d  le t ’s 
m a k e  o u r  p la n s ? ”  su g g este d  M is s  W ic k s .

A n d  h e re  W o lc o tt  g re w  p u z z le d  a g a in , 

M r . H a r le y ’s  p erso n a l to rn a d o  h a d  a p p a r­
e n t ly  su b sid ed , le a v in g  h im  ra th e r  e x h a u s t­

e d ; b u t  w h ile  e v e r y  lin e  o f  h is  fa c e  in d ica te d  

th e  m o st a c u te  d istress, h is  v o ic e  w a s  fu ll 

a n d  s o ft  a n d  sin cere  a s  a  v o ic e  co u ld  h a v e  
b een .

“  D a r l in g ,”  h e  sa id , “  t h a t ’s th e  o n e  th in g  

in  th e  w o rld  I ’d  lik e  to  do  a n d  I  c a n ’t do  i t  

to -d a y . T h is  b e a s t ly  w o r k  I  b ro u g h t  h o m e 

s im p ly  h a s  to  b e  c le a re d  a w a y  o r m y  w h o le  
en d  o f  th e  o ffice  w ill b e  u p sid e  d o w n  all 

w e e k . I  k n o w  t h a t ’s p r e t ty  a w fu l w h en  
th in gs  h a v e  ta k e n  th e  lo v e ly  tu rn  th e y  h a v e , 

a n d  I ’ll t r y  to  m a k e  u p  fo r  i t  la te r ;  b u t  t o ­
d a y — ”

“ A n d  I  m u st w a it  u n til to -m o rro w  to  see  

y o u  a g a in ? ”  A lth e a  a sk e d  w ith  th e  sam e 
a sto u n d in g  h u m ility .

“  I t ’s h a rd e r o n  m e  th a n  it  is  o n  y o u ! ”  
J o h n  a c tu a lly  c o n tr iv e d  to  la u g h .

T h e r e  w a s  a  l i t t le  m o re  o f  th is  v a p id  co n ­
v e rs a tio n  b e fo re  M is s  W 'ick s f in a lly  ra n g  

o ff, b u t  i t  d id  en d  a t  la s t , le a v in g  W o lc o tt  

m o re  p u z z le d  th a n  e v e r ;  fo r  M r . H a r le y ,
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risin g, w a s  s te a d y  a g a in  an d  ra th e r  p a le  a n d  
in  h is  e y e  sh on e th e  lig h t  o f  d e te rm in a tio n .

“ T h a t ’s w h e re  I  s t o p ! ”  h e  a n n o u n ced  

fie rce ly . “  I  m a y  n o t h a v e  m u c h  s e lf-re ­

sp ect, b u t  I ’ll b lo w  m y  h e a d  o ff b e fo re  I  go  
a n y  fa r th e r  w ith  th is  s t u f f ! ”

“  E h ? ”

“ I  d id n ’t  d a re  s tir  u p  A lth e a , b u t  I ’ll see  

W ic k s  to -m o rro w  i f  I  h a v e  to  h u n t  a ll o v e r  
N e w  E n g la n d  fo r  h im ; a n d  w h en  I  fin d  h im  

I ' l l  te ll h im  th e  tru th  in  so  m a n y  w o rd s  a n d  
h e ’ll u n d e rsta n d . W h e n  h e  k n o w s  a  w o m ­

a n ’s  l i fe  p r o b a b ly  d e p e n d s  on  h is  ta k in g  it  

s a n e ly , h e ’ll h a v e  to  u n d e r s ta n d !”
“  Y o u  th in k  h e ’ll ju s t  o v e r lo o k  y o u r  m a k ­

in g  lo v e  to  A lth e a ? ”  W o lc o tt  q u e rie d , m u s­

in g ly .

“  H e  w ill b e fo re  I ’v e  fin ish ed  w ith  h im ! ”  
J o h n  s a id  d o g g e d ly , a lb e it  h e  lo st a n o th e r 

sh a d e  o f  co lo r. “  D o n 't  g a p e  a t  m e  lik e  
th a t!  I ’ll m a n a g e  it  d ip lo m a tic a lly — b u t 

I ’ll m a n a g e  i t ! ”
“  W e ll, I  h o p e , J a c k ,”  M r . W o lc o tt  sa id , 

Avith a  d u b io u s  sm ile. “  I  c e r ta in ly  h o p e — ”  

“  Y e s , so  do I ! ”  J o h n  sa id  s h o rt ly . “  I ’m 

g o in g  to  w o r k  n o w ! ”
T o  a  m a n  w h o se  so u l h a d  b een  b la ste d , 

w h o se  w h o le  h a p p y  life  h a s  b e en  re n t to  l i t ­

t le , b lee d in g , a g o n ize d  fra g m e n ts , w h ose  
fu tu r e  h a s  ch a n g e d , a ll in  »  d a y ,  fro m  

b rig h te s t  ro se  to  d eep est b la c k , h a rd  w o rk  

m a y  b r in g  a t  le a s t  a  lit t le  re lie f. A l l  e lse  
a p a rt , M is s  H e le n  S te v e n s  h a d  in flic te d  

th e se  th in g s  u p o n  J o h n  H a r le y . H e le n , n o t  
w ith o u t  reaso n  p erh a p s, h a d  lo s t fa ith  in  

h im ; H e le n  h a d  in fo rm ed  h im  q u ite  b lu n t ly  

th a t  h e  w a s  ly in g  to  h e r; H e le n  h a d  d is ­
m issed  h im  fo re v e r— a n d  a s  th e  m in u tes  

p a ssed  th e  c o n v ic tio n  th a t  h is  e n tire  e x is t­
e n ce  h a d  b e e n  w re ck e d  g re w  firm er, e v e n , 

th a n  a t  th e  m o m en t o f  th e  crash .
So  it  w a s  fo rtu n a te  th a t  h is  w o r k  w a s  o f  

a  n a tu re  th a t  d em an d e d  th e  h a rd e st  k in d  o f  

c o n c e n tra tio n . H a lf  a n  h o u r  M r . H a r le y  

s tru g g le d  w ith  th e  th in g s  t h a t  su rg e d  
th ro u g h  h is  b ra in ; a fte r  th a t  h e  w a s  P o tte r  

&  C o m p a n y ’s p re cise  m a ch in e  a g a in , s c r ib ­
b lin g , m u tte r in g  to  h im se lf, sc ra tc h in g  d o w n  

m e m o ra n d a . W o lc o tt , su m m o n in g h im  a t  

su p p e r tim e, w a s  wra v e d  a w a y ;  W o lc o tt , 

la te r , t ip to e d  in  w ith  a  lit t le  p la te  o f  sa n d ­

w ich es  a n d  a  c u p  o f  co ffee  a n d  J o h n  a te  

a b se n tly  a s  h e  w o rk e d .

O th erw ise , th e re  w a s  a n  o d d  lu ll. A u n t  
F a ith , p la in ly  re s p e c tin g  h is  d e v o tio n  to  
d u ty , fa ile d  e v e n  to  te le p h o n e ; A lth e a , to o , 

seem ed  to  h a v e  a c c e p te d  h is  n e g le c t  a s  u n ­

a v o id a b le . M ild r e d , to  b e  su re , c a lle d  u p  
a  lit t le  a fte r  e ig h t— b u t  co n sid e re d  side  b y  

s id e  w ith  A lth e a , M ild r e d  w a s  a  s h a m e fu lly  
e a s y  p ro p o sitio n . A lth o u g h  h e  b lu sh e d  a n d  

g ro u n d  h is  teeth  o v e r  th e  ta s k , M r . H a r le y  

so o th ed  th e  seco n d  fia n ce e  o f  h is  o d d  c o l-- 

le c tio n  w ith  h o n e y e d  w o r d  a n d  p la u s ib le  
e x p la n a tio n  u n til sh e , to o , u n d e rsto o d  th a t  
th e  r e a lly  b u s y  m a n  c a n n o t  d e v o te  e v e n  

S u n d a y  n ig h ts  to  th e  o n e  g ir l. F o llo w in g  

th is  c o n v e rsa tio n , M r . H a r le y  sh o o k  h is  
fis ts  in  th e  gen era l d ire ctio n  o f  h e a v e n  a n d  

s p o k e  h o r r ib ly  fo r  tw o  fu ll m in u te s  b e fo r e  
re su m in g  h is  w o rk .

A t  m id n ig h t, fa g g e d  o u t, h e  s ta g g e re d  to  
bed .

S u b u rb a n  tra in s  b e tw e e n  e ig h t a n d  n in e  
a re  ra th e r  c lu b b y  a ffa irs . S ix  d a y s  a  w e e k , 

th e  y e a r  a ro u n d , th e  sam e  p eo p le  m e e t a n d  
id ly  g o ss ip  a b o u t  th e  sam e th in g s . W h e n  

it  ch a n ce s  th a t  o n e  o f  th e  re g u la r  c ro w d  h a s  

o s te n sib ly  in h erited  th ree  m illio n s  o v e r  th e  
w e e k -e n d , th e  g o ss ip  is  l ik e ly  to  b e  liv e lie r  

a n d  v e r y  d e fin ite ly  fo c u se d . O n  th is  p a r ­

tic u la r  M o n d a y  m o rn in g , M r . H a r le y  m o st 

in c o n sp ic u o u s ly  b o a rd e d  th e  s e v e n -th ir ty  
in ste a d  o f  th e  u su a l e ig h t-tw o .

H e  d re a d e d  th e  m o m e n t o f  e n te r in g  th e  

P o t te r  o ffices, th o u g h — th e  c o n g ra tu la to r y  
s h o u ts  t h a t  w o u ld  rise , th e  b a c k -s la p p in g  

a n d  th e  en d le ss  e x c ite d  q u e s t io n s .. H e  

b ra c e d  h im se lf a s  th e  d o o r sw u n g  b e h in d  

h im ; a n d  som e te n  seco n d s la te r  h e  re la x e d , 
fo r  h e  w a s  a t  h is  d e sk  a n d  n o t o n e  o f  h is  

c o -w o rk e rs  h a d  o ffered  m o re  th a n  th e  o rd i­

n a r y  n od  a n d  w o rd  o f  g re e tin g . T h e y  d id n ’t  
k n o w !

A n d  P o tte r  h im se lf ra re ly  c a m e  in b e fo re  
n oo n  on M o n d a y s  a n d , e v e n  th e n , i t  w a s  

m o st u n lik e ly  th a t  h e  w o u ld  c a ll th e  e m ­

p lo y e e s  to g e th e r  a n d  a d v is e  them  o f  th e  
H a r le y  in h e rita n ce . W ith  th e  m a il l ig h t  

a n d  im p e ra tiv e  d u tie s  v e r y  fe w  th is  m o rn ­
in g , J o h n  c o u ld  d e v o te  se v e ra l h o u rs  to  

p la n n in g  th e  im p e n d in g  W ic k s  in te rv ie w .

I t  w o u ld  n eed  p la n n in g ! P r e s e n tly , J o h n  

w o u ld  cal! u p  th e  W ic k s  office- a n d  le a rn  

w h e th e r, b y  a n y  ch a n ce , its  m a ste r  h a d  r e ­

tu rn e d ; a n d , i f  h e  h a d  n o t, w h ere  h e  m ig h t
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fee fo u n d . A n d , th is  m u c h  le a rn e d , J o h n  

fa n c ie d  th a t  h e  w o u ld  c a tc h  th e  n e x t  tra in  

fo r— w h e re v e r  i t  m ig h t  b e . H e  h a d  n o 

th o u g h t  o f  w e a k e n in g  n o w ; th is  o cca sio n a l 
s lig h t n e rv o u s  tre m o r tvas  th e  d ire c t  re su lt  

o f  th e  sh o ck  H e le n  h a d  in flic te d  u p o n  h im  

a n d  h a d  no c o n n e ctio n  w ith  th e  ra th e r  te r r i­

b le  M r . W ic k s . N o , h e  w o u ld  fin d  W ic k s  

a n d  te ll th e  tr u th  a n d  fa c e  h im  d o w n , h o w ­

e v e r  te rrib le  h e  m ig h t ch o o se  t o  b e ! A n d  

w h en  th e  firs t  s to rm  h a d  p a sse d —
“  H e l lo ! ”  sa id  J o h n , to  h is  tin k lin g  te le ­

p h on e.
“  M r . W ic k s ’s o ffice ; M r . W ic k s  s p e a k ­

in g . S h a ll I  p u t  h im  o n ? ”  in to n ed  th e  P o t ­
te r  s w itc h b o a rd  o p era to r.

“  H u h ? ”  s a id  M r . H a r le y , a n d  h is  th r o a t  

tig h te n e d  s u d d e n ly . “  D o e s  h e  w a n t  to  

s p e a k  to  m e, p e r s o n a lly ? ”

“  Y e s ,  s ir .”
“  W e ll— I ’m  n o t d o w n  y e t ! ”  g a sp e d  M r , 

H a r le y .
T h e r e  w a s  n o  c o w a rd ic e  a b o u t  th is , o f  

co u rse , a lth o u g h  J o h n  d id  flu sh  q u e e r ly . 

I t  w a s  s im p ly  th a t— er— h e  h a d  n o t q u ite  
c o m p le te d  h is  p la n s  fo r  ta lk in g  to  W ic k s , 

o n  th e  o n e  h a n d , a n d  th a t  h e  w a s  n o t  fre e  

to  le a v e  th e  o ffice  on  th e  o th er. T h e r e  

w e re  le tte rs  to  b e  d ic ta te d  b e fo r e  o n e  g a v e  

a n y  h e ed  to  p r iv a te  b u sin ess . J o h n  d ic ­
ta te d  th e m  w ith  a  q u e e r ly  b re a th le ss  e ffe c t  

th a t  c a u se d  h is  s te n o g ra p h e r  t o  s ta r e  m o re  

th a n  o n ce. H e  lo o k e d  a ro u n d  fo r  o th e r  
m a tte rs  th a t  n eed ed  a tte n tio n . T h e r e  re a l­

l y  seem ed  to_ b e  n on e. H is  p h o n e  ra n g  

a ga in .
“  M r . W ic k s ,”  re p o rte d  th e  . o p e ra to r. 

“  H e  w a s  ju s t  ta lk in g  to  o u r M r . S e v e rn  

a n d  I  g u ess  M r . S e v e rn  to ld  h im  y o u  w e re  

in  th e  o ffice  n o w .”
“  A ll  r i g h t ! ”  J o h n  sa id  th in ly .

T h e r e  w a s  a  l i t t le  c lic k in g .

“ H e l lo ! ”  th u n d e re d  th e  v o ic e  o f  T h u r -  

lo w  W ic k s .
“  O h — y e s !  ”

“  J a c k ? ”

“  Y e s .”

“ I ’m  b a c k ! ”  M r . W ic k s  a n n o u n ced  su- 

p e r flu o u s ly .
“  Y e s ! ”  J o h n  a g re e d  b r ig h t ly .

“  Y e p !  D id n ’t  h a v e  to  s ta y  u p  th ere , 

a fte r  a ll, th a n k  go o d n ess! C o m e  a ro u n d  

h ere , J a c k ! ”

“ T o  y o u r  o ffic e ? ’5

“  Y e s . R ig h t  a w a y . T h e r e ’s  a  lo t  I  
w a n t  to  t a lk  to  y o u  a b o u t, y o u n g  fe llo w .”

“  W e ll— a h — la te r  in  th e  d a y , p e rh a p s , 
w h e n — •”

“  L a te r  b e  h a n g e d ! C o m e  n o w ! Y o u  
h a v e n ’t  a n y th in g  to  d o  th e re  o n e  h a lf  a s  

im p o rta n t a s  w h a t  I  w a n t  to  see  y o u  a b o u t. 

S te p  l iv e ly , J a c k . G o t  a  lu n c h  d a te  w ith  

a  ra ilro a d  p re sid e n t, o r  I ’d  a s k  y o u  to  c o m e  
th e n . H u s tle . ’B y ! ”

T h e  te le p h o n e  c lic k e d  a g a in , in d ic a t in g  

th a t  T h u r lo w  W ic k s  h a d  s a id  h is  s a y .  M r . 

H a r le y , sw a llo w in g , e n d e a v o re d  to  b r is t le  
a n g r ily . H e  issu ed  c o m m a n d s, d id  h e ?  A n d  

h e  e x p e c te d  to  b e  o b e y e d . W e ll ,  s in c e  h e  

h a d  a d o p te d  that p a r t ic u la r  to n e , le t  h im  

issu e  h is  c o m m a n d s  a n d  b e  h a n g e d  t o  h im !
T h e n , a g a in , h e  w a s  in  a  g o o d  h u m o r th is  

m o rn in g . H e  h a d  la u g h e d  tw ic e  d u r in g  th a t  

b r ie f  c o n v e rsa tio n , w h ic h  w a s  r e a lly  a s to n ­

ish in g . P e rh a p s  it  w a s  fa te . P e r h a p s  so m e 
k in d  d e s t in y  h a d  s e le c te d  th is  v e r y  m o rn in g  

a s  th e  p ro p e r  t im e  fo r  th e  in te rv ie w  a n d — • 

J o h n  ro se  s u d d e n ly  a n d  re a c h e d  fo r  h is  h a t . 
H e  w a s  g o in g  s tr a ig h t  th ro u g h  w ith  th is  

W ic k s  m a tte r  n ow .
T h e r e  is  s o m e th in g  o v e rw h e lm in g  a b o u t  

th e  T h u r lo w  W ic k s  b u s in e ss  e sta b lish m e n t. 

T h e  h e a v y  fu r n itu r e , th e  too  th ic k  ru g s , 

th e  s in is te r  d a r k  to n e s  o f  th e  w a lls , a ll  

re fle c t  th e  m a s te r  o f  th e  p la c e ;  so , e v e n , 

d o  th e  e m p lo y e e s  th e m se lv e s , m o st o f  w h o m  

M r . W ic k s  s e le cts  in  p erso n .

A  so u re d  a n d  u n s m ilin g  b o y  re c e iv e s  

o n e ’s  c a rd  a n d  s tu d ie s  i t  w ith  d e ep  su sp i­
c io n . H e  r ise s  g r u d g in g ly , lo o k s  th e  c a lle r  

o v e r  a g a in , a n d  v a n ish e s  th ro u g h  a  sm a ll, 

d a rk  d o o r. P r e s e n t ly  a p p e a r s  a n  e q u a lly  

u n sm ilin g  y o u n g  w o m a n , w ith  h e a v y  b la c k  

b ro w s, w h o  a p p ra ise s  th e  c a lle r  a ll  o v e r  

a g a in  a n d  m a k e s  h e r  o w n  d e cis io n s— u s u a l­

l y  th a t  M r . W ic k s  is  in  co n fe re n c e , a n d — ■ 

p re s u m a b ly — w ill re m a in  th e re  fo r  th e  b a l­

a n c e  o f  h is  life .

W ith  th is  te c h n iq u e  J o h n  H a r le y  w a s  

q u ite  fa m ilia r , s in c e  h e  h a d  v is ite d  th e  o ffice  

fr e q u e n t ly  in  th e  p a s t  fo r  p u r e ly  b u s in e ss  

re a so n s. H is  s u rp rise  w a s  c o n sid e ra b le , 

th en , w h e n  th e  o ffic e  b o y  sm ile d  a n d  

h o p p e d  n im b ly  fro m  h is  c h a ir  a n d  evert 

h u rr ie d  to  o p en  th e  g a te  in  th e  h e a v y  ra il­

in g.
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“  M r . H a r le y ? ”  h e  cried . “  C o m e  rig h t 
in , M r . H a r le y . M r . W ic k s  is e x p e c tin g  

y o u ! ”

S e v e n  le ss  fo rtu n a te  m o rta ls , ra n g e d  
a lo n g  th e  fa r  w a ll in  deep  c h a irs , g a ze d  

e n v io u s ly  a t  h im  as h e  p assed . T h is , a s  
h a p p e n s  s o  fre q u e n tly , w a s  b e ca u se  th e y  

d id  n o t  k n o w . G la d ly , e v e n  th a n k fu lly , 
w o u ld  M r . H a r le y  h a v e  e x ch a n g e d  p la ce s  

w ith  th e  g e n tle m a n  a t  th e  fo o t o f  th e  lin e ; 
h e  w a n te d  m o re  tim e  to  th in k , to  p la n  in ­
te ll ig e n tly  th e  v e r y  d ifficu lt a p p ro a c h  to  a  

v e r y  d iffic u lt  m a tte r , to  d e v ise  ce rta in  a r t fu l  

l i t t le  re m a rk s  th a t  w o u ld  le a d  to —
W e ll, h e  h a d  p a sse d  th e  tw o  an tero o m s, 

h a d  h e  n o t?  A n d  th e  b e e tle -b ro w e d  y o u n g  
w o m a n  w a s  d a n c in g  l ig h tly , e v e n  g a y ly , 

a h e a d  o f  h im ; a n d  n o w  s h e  w a s  o p en in g  th e  

fa t e fu l  d oor in  th e  sm all jo g  a t  the  le ft . T h e  
n ig h tm a re  a tm o sp h e re  h e  h a d  k n o w n  y e s ­
te r d a y  o n c e  m o re  e n sh ro u d ed  M r . H a r le y ; 
h e  too  m o v e d  on— a n d  th e re  w a s  T h u r lo w  

W ic k s  h im se lf, ju s t  r is in g  fro m  b e h in d  h is  

d e sk .
“ W e ll, J a c k ! ”  h e  cried  h e a r t ily , a n d  

h e ld  o u t a  g re a t  h a n d .
M r . H a r le y  sh o o k  it  d iz z ily .

“  H o w — d e d o ? ”  sa id  he.
“  C h a ir ! ”  b a rk e d  th e  m a g n ate , in d ic a tin g  

o n e.
In to  it  M r . H a r le y  d rop p ed  q u ite  m e ­

c h a n ic a lly .
“  H e re  a t  la s t , a re  y o u ? ”  sa id  M r . W ic k s , 

a n d  lu m b e re d  c h e e r fu lly  in to  h is  ow n  seat. 
“  H a r d ly  e x p e c te d  to  see m e a g a in  a s  soon  

a s  a ll th is , e h ?  j u s t  h a p p e n e d  th a t  tw o  o f  
th e  m e n  I  m e a n t to  g o  a fte r  tu rn e d  u p  in  

B o s to n  la s t  e v e n in g , a n d  w e  h a d  e v e ry th in g  
c le a re d  a w a y  b e fo re  ten  o ’c lo c k . G o t  o u t 
o n  th e  m id n ig h t tra in , fo r tu n a te ly , a n d  n ow  

I ’m — b a c k  to  b u s in e ss .”
H e  b e a m e d . H e  e ve n  ru b b e d  h is  h a n d s, 

w h ic h  w as so m eth in g  J o h n  h a d  n ev er seen 

h im  d o  b e fo re . M r . H a r le y ’s  sp ir its  stirred  
q u ite  su d d e n ly  a n d  b e g a n  to  rise . W h y , h e  

w a s  n o  m o re  th a n  a  c o m p le te  fo o l to  b e  s it­

t in g  h e re  a n d  q u a k in g  in te rn a lly  l ik e  th is! 
I n  a ll h is  l i fe  T h u r lo w  W ic k s  p r o b a b ly  h a d  
n e v e r  b e e n  in  a  b e tte r  o r  a  m o re  a p p ro a c h ­

a b le  h u m o r th a n  a t  th is  m in u te . M r . H a r ­

le y  h itch e d  to  a  m o re  u p r ig h t  p o sitio n  a n d  

m a n a ge d  a  n o rm a l sm ile.
“  G la d  to — er— b e  b a c k ? ”  h e  h a za rd ed .

“  A lw a y s !  T h e r e ’s n o  to w n  lik e  N e w  
Y o r k  fo r  b u sin ess, J a c k . H a v e  to  g e t  to  
o n e  o f  th e  o th e r  c itie s  n o w  a n d  th e n  a n d  

see  th e ir  m e th o d s  to  a p p re c ia te  th a t. N o  
p la c e  in  th e  w o rld  lik e  i t  fo r  tu rn in g  o v e r  
th e  fa ith fu l l i t t le  d o lla r . T h a t ’s m y  w h o le  
l ife ,  y o u  kn ow '.”

“  A n d  a  v e r y — ”

“  Y o u r  l i fe  n o w , too , th a t  y o u ’re  co m in g  
in to  th e  fa m ily ,”  M r . W ic k s  said . “  I ’ll 
h a v e  to — oh , th a t  re m in d s m e. G o t  y o u r  
c h e c k  b o o k  w ith  y o u , J a c k ? ”

J o h n  H a r le y ’s h a n d  w e n t m e c h a n ic a lly  
to  th e  b u lg e  in h is  u p p e r  c o a t  p o c k e t.

“  W h y , y e s ,”  s a id  h e .

“  F in e ! B e s t  e a rm a rk  o f  a  b o rn  fin a n ­
cier, t h a t ! ”  M r . W ic k s  c h u c k le d  r ic h ly . 
“  F o u n ta in  p en  r ig h t th ere  in  th e  ra ck . S it  

dowm a n d  m a k e  m e o u t y o u r  c h e c k  fo r  
s ix t y  th o u sa n d  d o lla rs! ”

C H A P T E R  X .

PROriT AND LOSS.

IN  th e  o th e r  offices th e re  w a s  n o so u n d  o f  
scre a m in g  o r  o f  ru n n in g  fe e t. N e ith e r  

w ere  s im ila r  m a n ife sta tio n s  r is in g  fro m  
th e  street, n o t so m a n y  sto r ie s  b e lo w . A n d  

th is  w as  o d d  in d eed , b e c a u se  to  th e  b e st o f  

M r , H a r le y ’s  b e lie f , th e  e n tire  b u ild in g  h a d  
b o u n ced  a  fo o t  o r  so in to  th e  a ir, a n d  even  

- n o v , a fte r  ten  secon d s, h a d  n o t q u ite  settled  
o n  its  fo u n d a tio n s  a g a in .

“  W h a t— w h a t d id  y o u  s a y ? ”  h e  a sk e d  

fa in t ly .
“  S ix ty  th o u sa n d , J a c k ! ”
“  B u t — but-— ”

M r . W ic k s  ceased  h is  sm ilin g  a n d  lea n ed  
o v e r  th e  d e sk , sh a k in g  a  fin g er a t  J oh n .

“  L is te n  to  m e, k i d ! ”  h e  sa id . “  H e r e ’s 

y o u r  v e r y  f irs t  lesso n  in  b ig  b u sin ess: w h en  
a  m a n  m en tio n s a  re a so n a b ly  la rg e  sum  o f  
m o n e y , lo o k  a t  h im  s to n ily — always. D o n ’t  

lo o k  a s  i f  y o u ’d  b e e n  h it  w ith  a  c lu b , J a c k . 
Y o u ’re  d o in g  th a t  n o w .”

“  I — i t ’s  n o  w o n d e r— ”

“  N o , I  u n d e rsta n d  th a t. Y o u ’re  n ot 
q u ite  u se d  to  m o n e y  y e t ,  m y  b o y . Y o u ’ll 

g e t  u sed  to  i t  v e r y  sp e e d ily , th o u g h , a n d  
m e a n w h ile  re m e m b er th a t  first lesson . Y o u  

a n d  I  a re  go in g  to  tu rn  o v e r  som e p r e tty  

b ig  th in g s  b e fo re  w e ’re th ro u g h .”
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“ We are?” echoed Mr. Harley.
“ Oh, unquestionably. I ’m not boast­

ing, Jack, but in the last thirty years I ’ve 
learned some tricks about money making 
that I wouldn’t communicate to a living 
man, outside my own family. You’re es­
sentially a member of my family now.” 
His voice dropped impressively. It was as 
well that he happened to be looking over 
John’s head rather than directly toward 
him, too; else might he have commented 
on the faint greenish wave of color that 
came into Harley’s cheek. “ John, you 
have about three millions h q w . In less 
than five years we’ll have turned that into 
twenty millions.”

He thumped his desk so emphatically 
that Mr. Harley jumped again. He looked 
straight at Mr. Harley, and it occurred to 
John that although his eyes had seemed 
kindly enough five minutes ago, they were 
glinting now with an awful hidden force 
which, once loosed in anger, might do al­
most anything to a man.

“ I mean just that, Jack,” Thurlow Wicks 
concluded very earnestly. “ And I ’ll do it 
for you because you’re the very soul of 
truth and honesty. If Althea had chosen 
to marry a scamp or a blockhead, I ’d never 
have raised a finger to help him.”

He nodded. John also nodded, but it 
was no such positive gesture. John’s was 
just a weak little jerk of the head, ac­
companied by a weak little smile.

“ The pen’s, over there,” Mr. Wicks 
stated again. “ Let's get that check matter 
out of the way, and then we’ll discuss the 
other things. Er—sixty thousand.”

“ Yes, but what—what's it for?” John 
cried desperately.

“ Eh? Good Lord! I supposed you un­
derstood,” Mr. Wicks said rather irritably. 
“ I ’ve been buying a little block of stock 
for you since I came back this morning.” 

u Oh!” said Mr. Harley,
“ Metal stuff—funny little proposition— 

bit of information I happened to have, and 
I wasn’t going to bother with it myself. 
I t ’ll rise about forty points inside the 
week, John; may possibly do a shade bet­
ter than that and in less time. I ’ll handle 
it for you; all you have to do is sit back 
and rake in the profits.”

He grinned slightly. His eye wandered 
significantly toward the fountain pen. I t 
was rather plain that when Mr. Wicks con­
descended to lend a hand in such matters 
he expected quick action on the part of the 
favored.

Mr. Harley found himself turning chilly. 
Now, to be sure, was the time to square 
his chest, look Wicks fearlessly in the eye, 
and admit that walking about the ceiling 
■would have been very, very much easier 
than the drawing of a negotiable check for 
sixty thousand dollars, or even for one- 
tenth of that amount. Yes, it was the mo­
ment and—no! It wasn’t the moment at 
all! When a man like Thurlow Wicks has 
just informed one that he is the very soul 
of truth, it is not well to confide to him 
that he has erred and that one really is one 
of the greatest liars alive!

Later in this interview John would work' 
back to the subject leading up to it ever 
so deftly, ever so diplomatically. But just 
now a little more of the nicest mendacity 
was all that would—

“ Well, dammit, sir!” Mr. Wicks cried 
suddenly and hotly. “ What’s the matter? 
You’re not willing to trust to my judg­
ment?”

'■ It—it’s not that at all, sir!” John said 
quickly. " I was just a—a bit embar­
rassed. You see, I ’m not drawing sixty- 
thousand-dollar checks this morning, Mr. 
Wicks.”

“ I understood—”
“ Yes, I know. Everybody seems to 

have understood that, and it’s a mistake. 
The—ah—whole estate is not in my hands 
as yet, you know. It may not be for sev­
eral weeks. Then, of course— ”

The wealthy gentleman scowled, from 
John Harley to the fountain pen, and from 
the pen to a little rubber-banded bundle of 
securities lying before him. Putting it 
mildly, he was annoyed—but, rather hap­
pily, this phase passed in a few seconds; 
and he opened a drawer, tossed in the bun­
dle, and shrugged his shoulders.

“ All right; we’ll let it stand at that,” 
he muttered. “ They were bought for you, 
but I ’ll hold ’em. Um—let’s see. Half a 
dozen things I  wanted to talk to you about. 
What were they? I  suppose you and Ally
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spent most of the night making plans for 
the wedding?”

“ Well—not quite all of it,” John con­
fessed.

“ Just as well. The thing needn't be 
rushed through, after all. You’re not sail­
ing Saturday.”

“ Oh!” said Mr. Harley, with some gen­
uine relief.

“ No, not till a week from Saturday, I 
think,” pursued Thurlow Wicks, rather 
marring the effect. “ That will give us more 
time all around. How about Wednesday 
next week for the wedding?”

“ Why, Wednesday’s a good day,” John 
murmured.

“ Wednesday,” said, the other, and made 
a memorandum on a scratch-pad. “ We’ll 
take to-morrow and the next day to go over 
the business I want you to attend to on the 
other side. Thrown up your job with Pot­
ter, of course?”

“ No,” gasped Mr. Harley.
“ Hey? Why not?”
“ Well, I—I ’ve had that job a long time, 

and I—really ’d like to hang on to it a 
while longer,” John said, and his throat 
grew dry. “ Lentil everything is settled, I 
mean—maybe a year or two after that. 
Then, it would inconvenience the firm a 
good deal if I  left suddenly, because I ’ve 
organized my whole department—”

“ Twaddle!” Mr. Wicks cried cheerily. 
“ No man’s indispensable anywhere in 
business, Jack. .You don’t need the pit­
tance they’re paying you for salary.”

“ No—no, of course not,” Mr. Harley 
said hastily.

“ Well, why hang on to it, then?” Wicks 
demanded. “ What is it—matter of senti­
ment?”

“ That’s it, exactly! You see, I ’ve been 
with Potter ever since I left college and— 
and, yes, I do feel a certain sentiment about 
i t!”

Mr. Wicks’s smile was almost disgusted.
“ I give it up! ” he muttered. “ Have 

to humor you for a while, I suppose, till 
you begin to feel yourself. I ’ll ask Potter 
to give you a two months’ leave of absence 
for your trip abroad. That won’t unduly 
lacerate your tender feelings?”

“ Why—no,” John said thinly. “ Only

don’t ask him for a few days, Mr. Wicks. 
He has a lot to fuss about this—er—week. 
Let it go until next week and—it might be 
better if I talked to him myself.”

Thurlow Wicks sat back in his chair, 
ramming his hands into his trouser pockets, 
and considering his ostensible son-in-law- 
elect with a steady and rather contemptu­
ous stare. Briefly, a  thrill went through 
Mr. Harley. The man suspected some­
thing!

“ Jack!” snapped the man. “ What’s 
the matter with you, anyway? You look, 
act and talk a damned sight more like a 
scared rabbit than you do like a man who 
has inherited a tremendous fortune and is 
about to marry a beautiful girl—if 1 say 
so myself—who’ll have another big fortune 
of her own in the course of time. Why 
the devil don’t you brace up and throw 
one leg over the other and laugh once in 
a while and utter an intelligent sentence?” 

There was nothing rhetorical about these 
questions; they were direct, and they de­
manded an answer. Mr. Harley breathed 
deeply. This might not be the most op­
portune moment to lead up to his confes­
sion, but it seemed to be the only one. For 
ten solid minutes he had been sinking deep­
er and deeper. Abruptly he sat up.

“ I  suppose it’s the suddenness of the 
whole thing,” he said.

“ I presume it is, but—”
“ You know, it’s hard to realize that it 

has happened,” John went on quickly. 
“ Sometimes, this morning particularly, I ’ve 
been wondering whether it’s all really so.” 

“ What?”
“ And I've been wondering just what 

would happen if it wasn’t so, after all.” 
This, according to John’s rather clouded 

reasoning, was deft. W’icks, you see, would 
deliver himself of a few kindly platitudes 
on what would happen, and when they grew 
sufficiently kindly John would break the 
news that none of the good fortune was 
real; and immediately after that, w-hen 

.Wicks had cooled a trifle, he would bring 
his chair nearer to the desk, and in an easy, 
convincing, conversational style, would ex­
plain everything.

“ What d’ye mean by that?” Wicks de­
manded.
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“ W e ll— ah — h o w  w o u ld  it a ffe c t  y o u , fo r 

e x a m p le ? ”  J o h n  h a za rd e d .
H e  h e ld  h is  b re a th , w a it in g  fo r  the  k in d ­

l y  p la titu d e s . H e  w a s  a  l i t t le  s ta r tle d  a t  
th e  e v il l ig h t  w h ic h  flic k e re d  in to  W ic k s ’s 

to o  e xp re ss iv e  e y e . H e  w a s  m o re  th a n  a  
l i t t le  s ta r tle d  b y  th e  h a rd , ru th less  sm ile  

th a t  flick e re d  a b o u t  W ic k s ’s lip s ; m en  w h o  
e n g in e e r  w h o le sa le  m a ssa cre s  a n d  b u tc h e r  

o ff  ro y a l fa m ilie s  m u st sm ile  v e r y  m u c h  lik e  

th a t.
“  W e ll, J o h n , th is  b e in g  a  h y p o th e tic a l 

ca se , I  ca n  sp e a k  q u ite  fr e e ly ,”  M r . W ic k s  
re p lie d  m e d ita t iv e ly . “  I f ,  le t  us a ssu m e, a n  

e rro r o f  so m e so rt h a d  c a u se d  y o u  to  b e lie v e  
y o u r s e lf  r ic h  w h e n  y o u  w e re  r e a lly  n o th in g  

o f  th e  k in d , i t  w o u ld  b e — o h , regr. tta b le  
fro m  e v e r y  s ta n d p o in t, o f  co u rse. Y o u ’d  

c o n sid e r  th e  e n g a g em e n t b ro k e n , fo r  I ’ll 
h a v e  n o in fe rn a l p a u p e r  fo r  a  so n -in -la w . I  

m a y  e v e n  s a y  th a t, b e in g  a  b it  to u c h y  m y ­

s e lf  a b o u t  su ch  th in g s , w e m ig h t n o t be  
fr ie n d s  fo r  a  w h ile . N o th in g  m u ch  m o re  
serio u s  th a n  th a t , a t  a n y  ra te . But— ”  sa id  
M r . W ic k s , a n d  p a u se d  b lo o d -cu rd iin g ly .

“  Y e s ? ”  sa id  J oh n .
“  I f  y o u  o r  a n y  o th e r  m a n  e v e r  p ra c tic e d  

a  d e ce p tio n  o f  th is  k in d  on m e d e lib e ra te ly , 

i f  it  e v e r  sh o u ld  a p p e a r  th a t  fo r  p u rp o ses o f  

g a in  o r  a n y  o th e r  reaso n s, y o u  h a d  b een  

ly in g  a b o u t  th e  w h ole  th in g , I — w h y , co n ­
fo u n d  it , s ir, I  b e lie v e  I ’d  h o u n d  y o u  d ow n  
in to  th e  v e r y  m o u th  o f  h e l l ! ”  M r . W ic k s  

s ta te d , a n d  lo o k e d  a s  i f  h e  m e a n t it.
“ Y e s ! ’.’ J o h n  agreed .

“  B e c a u se , w h ile  I  m ig h t fo rg iv e  the o th er 
a sp e c ts  in th e  co u rse  o f  tim e, J a c k , m y  
d a u g h te r  is  th e  m o st p re c io u s  th in g  in  th e  

w o rld  to  m e, a n d  th e  v e r y  th o u g h t th a t  
a n y  m an  h a d  d a re d — ”  H e re , fo r  a  m o ­

m e n t, em otio n  q u ite  o v e rca m e  M r . W ic k s ;  
h e  co n tro lle d  h im se lf w ith  a  v is ib le  e ffo rt; 
h e  e ve n  la u g h e d , a lth o u g h  it  w a s  n o t a  

m ir th fu l so u n d . “  B o s h ! T h is  is  a ll ra th e r  

rid ic u lo u s, o f  c o u rs e .”
“  O h , o f  c o u r s e !”  J o h n  a d m itte d  h a s t ily , 

a lth o u g h  fro m  a  g re a t  d istan ce .
“  T h a t  so rt  o f  th in g ’s co m m o n  en o u gh , 

b u t  i t ’s  n o t in  your m a k e -u p , b o y !  W h a t  

Were w e  ta lk in g  a b o u t? ”
“  I  th in k  i t  w a s  a b o u t  th e  w a y  I  h a v e n ’t 

risen  to  n ew  c o n d itio n s ,”  M r . H a r le y  s a id  

w ith  a  w an  sm ile.

“ M a y b e  y o u ’re b e lo w  p a r , a n y w a y  —  

s ic k — so m e th in g  lik e  t h a t ? ”  M r . W ic k s  s u g ­
g e sted , lo o k in g  s h a r p ly  a t  h im .

“  M a y b e .”

“  T h a t  fo o l P o t te r ’s  b e e n  d r iv in g  y o u  to o  
h a rd !  H e ’s  g iv e n  to  th a t  so rt o f  th in g , I  

b e lie v e . H e — y e s , M is s  P a r k e r ? ”
“  M r . D u n c a n  is  h e r e .”

W ic k s  sco w le d  a n n o y e d ly .

“  S o  s o o n ? ”  h e  m u tte re d . “  W h a t  tim e  

d o  th e y  h a v e  lu n c h  w h ere  h e  co m es fro m ?  
W e ll— I ’ll see  h im  in  a b o u t  th re e  m in u te s .”  
A n d  a s  th e  so u n d less  s e c r e ta ry  m o ve d  o u t 

a g a in , h e  ro se  a n d  e x te n d e d  a  h a n d  to  Joh n  
H a r le y . “  T o o  d a rn e d  b a d , ju s t  w h e n  w e  
w e re  g e t t in g  d o w n  to  fa m ily  m a tte rs , J a c k ,”  

h e  s a id , “  b u t  th is  is  m y  ra ilro a d  m an  a n d  
I  n eed  h im  in  th e  b u sin ess  a n d  I ’ll h a v e  to  

ta k e  h im  o u t  a n d  fe e d  h im . Y o u ’ll b e  a t  th e  
h o u se  to -n ig h t, o f  c o u r s e ? ”

“  I ’m  n o t  su re .”
“  I f  I  k n o w  A lth e a , y o u ’d  b e tte r  b e  s u r e ,”  

th e  m illio n a ire  g r in n e d  m o st a m ia b ly . 
“  C o m e  fo r  d in n e r.”

“  I f — ”

“ D in n e r ! ”  M r . W ic k s  co n c lu d e d  fla t ly . 
“  S e v e n  o ’c lo c k . N o w  g e t  o u t  o f h e re .”

H e  tem p e re d  th e  g ru ff co m m a n d  w ith  a  
s ig n ific a n t, a ffe c tio n a te  p a t  u p o n  th e  sh o u l­
d e r  fo r  w h ic h , a ll th in g s  co n sid e re d , m a n y  

y o u n g  m en  w o u ld  h a v e  g iv e n  ten  y e a rs  o f 

life . M r . H a r le y , n o t  b e in g  a m o n g  the  
m a n y , w o u ld  q u ite  c h e e r fu lly  h a v e  c o n ­
tr ib u te d  fifte e n  su c h  y e a rs  on  th e  sp ot, h a d  

th e re  n e v e r  b e en  a n y  o cca sio n -fo r  th e  p at.

T h e  d a rk  y o u n g  w o m an , a p p a re n tly  tele- 
p a th ic a lly  su m m o n ed , h a d  o p en ed  th e  d o o r 
a n d  w a s  w a it in g  fo r  h im  to  p a ss  th ro u gh . 

A  s lig h t ly  b e n t, d is t in c t ly  co ld  a n d  b e w il­
d e re d  p erso n , M r . H a r le y  p assed — a n d  n ow  

th e  o ffice  b o y  w a s  o p en in g  th e  g a te  fo r  

h im — a n d  n o w  h e  w a s  s tu m b lin g  in to  th e  
e le v a to r — a n d  on o u t in to  th e  sun shine.

W e ll,  ju s t  a s  h e  h a d  so g r e a t ly  d esired , 
h e  h a d  co m e fa c e  to  fa c e  w ith  T h u r lo w  
W ic k s  th is  fin e  M o n d a y  m o rn in g!

H e  h a d  h a d  e v e ry  p o ssib le  o p p o rtu n ity  to  
s ta n d  u p  l ik e  a  lit t le  m a n  a n d  te ll th e  tru th . 

A n d  ta c it ly ,  i f  n o t so  v e r y  b ra z e n ly , h e  h a d  

g o n e  r ig h t  o n  w ith  h is  ly in g , h e  h a d  don e 
e v e r y th in g  n e c e ssa ry  to  co n firm  M r . W ic k s ’s  

b e lie f  in  th e  ge n u in e n ess  o f  h is  in h eritan ce . 

A n d  w h y — why? W h a t  u n d e r th e  su n
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w a s  th e  m a tte r  w ith  h im ?  H a d  h is  w h o le  
m o ra l s tru c tu re  b ro k e n  d o w n  or h a d  h e  

tu rn e d  a b so lu te  c o w a rd  o r  h a d  th is  terrib le  

b lo w  o f  H e le n 's  d e fin ite ly  s h a tte re d  h is  

n erve — o r w h a t?  W e ll, a t  le a s t  i t  w a s  n o t 
co w a rd ic e  in  th e  o rd in a ry  sen se; h a d  th e re  

b e en  n o A u n t  F a ith  to  su ffer fro m  th e  go s­
s ip  a n d  e x c ite m e n t o f  a  re v e la tio n , h e  w o u ld  

h a v e  sp o k e n  h is  p ie c e  q u ite  p r e t t i ly  a n d , 

p e rc h a n c e , w o u ld  e v e n  n o w  h a v e  b e en  on  
th e  p a th  to  H a d e s ’s  m a in  e n tra n c e , a s  p ro m ­

ise d  b y  T h u r lo w  W ic k s .

H o w e v e r , th e  m a in  co n sid e ra tio n  w a s  th a t  
h e  h a d  n o t  sp o k e n  a n d — n o w  w h a t?

M r . H a r le y  s lo w e d  h is  p a ce , p e rm ittin g  
th e  d o w n  to w n  N e w  Y o r k  c ro w d  to  jo s t le  

h im  a s  i t  lis te d  w h ile  h e  p o n d e re d  w re tc h e d ­

ly .  F o r  o n e  th in g  h e  w o u ld  h a v e  to  lie  lo w  

fo r  a  fe w  d a y s , u n til  h e  o r  W o lc o tt  fo u n d  
th e  tru e  a n sw er. H e — y e s , v e r y  l ik e ly  h e ’d  

h a v e  to  d in e  a t  th e  W ic k s ’ h o m e  to -n ig h t, 
b u t  a p a r t  fro m  t h a t  h e ’d  sh u n  M ild r e d  a n d  
A lth e a  a n d  A u n t  F a ith  a n d  a ll th e  rest o f  

th e m . H e ’d  sp en d  a s  l i t t le  tim e a s  p o ssib le  
in  E b b r id g e  a n d  a s  m u ch  d o w n  h e re  b y  h im ­

s e lf .
M r , H a r le y  lo o k e d  a b o u t  w ith  s tr ick e n  

e y e s :  b y  h im se lf!  T h a t  w a s  th e  sa d d e st 

p o in t o f  th e  w h o le  a ffa ir . S ix  m o n th s  or 
m o re , e v e r y  sp a re  m in u te  h a d  b een  p assed  
w ith  H e le n  S tev en s. A n d  n ev er , n ev er a ga in  

w o u ld  h e— oh, th a t  w a s  im p o ss ib le ! A  g re a t  

lo v e  d o e sn ’t  en d  lik e  th a t  fo r  a n y  reaso n  
in  th e  w o rld . S u c h  a  lo v e  as H e le n ’s  a n d  

h is  m u st s u r v iv e  e v e n  m u rd e r! S h e  h a d  
sp o k e n  in  h o t a n g e r  y e s te r d a y , b u t , h e r lim ­

ite d  in fo rm a tio n  co n sid e re d , i t  h a d  b een  

a n g e r  p e r fe c t ly  ju s tifie d . L o n g  b e fo re  th is , 

sh e  h a d  re p en ted !
M r . H a r le y  s to p p e d  sh o rt a t  th e  th o u g h t. 

W h y  h a d n ’t  th a t  r a y  o f  in te llig e n c e  re a ch e d  
h im  b e fo re ?  S h e  w a s  fa r  to o  p ro u d  to  

m a k e  a d v a n c e s  a fte r  th a t  in te rv ie w , b u t  h e  
— w h y , h e ’d  g ro v e l in  th e  d u st b e fo re  h e r fo r  

ju s t  o n e  w o rd  o f  fo rg iv e n e ss! M r . H a r le y  
tu rn e d  s u d d e n ly  in to  th e  d ru g  sto re  b esid e  

h im  a n d  ra c e d  fo r  th e  te le p h o n e  b o o th s  a t  

th e  re a r.

S h e  m ig h t e v e n  a n sw er th e  te lep h o n e!
S h e  d id  n o t. T h e  v o ic e  co m in g  o v e r  th e  

w ire  w a s  C o u s in  T h y r a ’s— p lu m p , co m fo r­

ta b le  C o u s in  T h y r a ,  w h o  liv e d  fo r  h e r  c h il­

d re n  a n d  h e r  h o m e .

“ T h is  is— J a c k ! ”  M r . H a r le y  s ta te d  
ra th e r  e m o tio n a lly . “  I s  N e llie  th e r e ? ”

“  J a c k  H a r le y ? ”  c r ie d  th e  v o ic e .
“  O f  co u rse! I s — ”

“  N o , N e llie  is n ’t  h e re  now’ . S h e ’s  d o w n  
to w n  g e ttin g  so m e th in g s  fo r  m e, J a c k . 

J a c k !  W h a t  h a v e  y o u  b e en  d o in g ?  N o t  
q u a r r e lin g ? ”

“  W h y ? ”

“ I  k n e w  i t ! ”  C o u s in  T h y r a  sa id  w ith  
c o n v ic tio n . “  W a s  it  h e r  fa u lt  o r y o u r s ? ”

“  M in e ! ”  M r . H a r le y  a n sw e re d  p ro m p tly , 

“  W e ll, y o u  o u g h t to  b e  a sh a m e d  o f y o u r ­
s e lf !  ”  sa id  C o u s in  T h y r a ,  w h o se  w h o le  m in d  

w a s  a n  o p en  b o o k . “  S h e  c a m e  h o m e  h ere  
y e s te r d a y  a n d  w en t to  h e r  ro o m  a n d  cried —  

I  th in k  I  w o n ’t  te ll y o u  a b o u t  i t , a fte r  a l l .”  
“  S h e  c r ie d ! ”  b re a th e d  J o h n . “  S h e  does 

ca re , t h e n ! ”

“  A b o u t  y o u ?  Y o u  k n o w  p e r fe c t ly  w e ll 
s h e ’s m a d  a b o u t  y o u ! ”  th e  la d y  s a id  in d ig ­

n a n t ly . “  A n d  i f  y o u ’v e  b een  m ean  to  h er, 
J o h n  H a r le y — ”

“  I f  I  h a v e  I ’ll g e t  d o w n  on  m y  k n e e s  a n d  

s t a y  th e re  u n til sh e  fo rg iv e s  m e ! ”  J o h n  
cried . “  T h y r a ,  s h e ’ll b e  h o m e  th is  e v e ­
n in g ? ”

“  N o t  u n til ten  o r  so . S h e ’s  h e lp in g  a t  
th e  s tra w b e rr y  fe s t iv a l a t  th e  c h u r c h .”

“  I ’ll b e  u p  a  fe w  m in u te s  a fte r  ten , th en . 

T h y r a ,  w ill y o u  ju s t  a rra n g e  th in g s  so th a t  
w e ’re  a b so lu te ly  a lo n e ? ”

O v e r  th e  w ire  flo a te d  a  g e n tle  a n d  u n d e r­
s ta n d in g  la u g h .

“  O h , I  su p p o se  so, J o h n ,”  s a id  H e le n ’s 

co u sin . “  D o  y o u  w a n t  h e r  to  k n o w  y o u ’re 
c o m in g ? ”

“  I  do n o t, a n d  I  d o n ’t  w a n t h e r  to  k n o w  
I ’v e  c a lle d  u p , e it h e r ! ”  J o h n  cr ie d , a n d  h is  

v o ic e  h e ld  a lm o st a  c h e e rfu l n ote .
O n  th e  s tre e t a g a in  h e  e v e n  sm iled . A ft e r  

a ll, w h e n  a  g ir l lik e  H e le n  c a re s  en o u g h  to  

c r y  a b o u t  on e, it  is  n o t su ch  a  b a d  o ld  
w o r ld ! M r . H a r le y ’s sp ir its  rose , s lo w ly  

b u t  v e r y  s te a d ily . S o m e th in g  in sisted  on  
te llin g  h im  th a t  b e fo re  m id n ig h t a ll  w o u ld  
b e  w e ll b e tw e e n  h im se lf a n d  H e le n ; a n d  
a fte r  th a t  g lo rio u s  co n d itio n  h a d  b e en  re ­

stored , h e ’d  h a v e  h is  h e a d  to  d e v o te  to  th e  
p u z z le  itse lf.

M e a n w h ile  h e  c o u ld  lo se  h im s e lf  in  th e  

d a y ’s  w o rk , re a so n a b ly  s e cu re  fro m  in te r­

ru p tio n . H e  h e a v e d  a  s ig h  o f  re lie f. H e
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h a d  a lw a y s  a p p re c ia te d  th a t  jo b  w ith  P o t ­

te r  &  C o ., b u t  h e  a p p re c ia te d  it  m o re  th a n  

e v e r  to -d a y . T h e  in co m e fro m  it  w a s  n o t 

q u ite  p r in c e ly , b u t  w ith o u t  it  h e  w o u ld  h a v e  
b e e n  in  so m e th in g  o f  a  q u a n d a r y  ju s t  n ow . 
T h e  p ro p o sitio n  o f  k e e p in g  u p  a p p e a ra n ce s  

o f  re a so n a b le  w e a lth  b e fo re  A u n t  F a ith  
w o u ld  m ean  sp en d in g  e v e r y  p e n n y  o f  h is  

s a la r y  fo r  a  w h ile  a n d  a b o u t  a s  m u c h  m o re  

a s  h e  d a re d  d r a w  in  a d v a n c e — b u t  w h a t  a  
sp le n d id  th in g  th a t  i t  w a s  th e re  to  b e  sp en t!

M r . H a r le y , th en , w a s  sm ilin g  a s  h e  en ­
tered  th e  P o tte r  o ffices, to sse d  h is  h a t  to  its  
h o o k , a n d  w ith  a  s igh  th a t  w a s  a lm o st c o n ­

te n te d , s tre tc h e d  h is  le g s  b e n e a th  th e  d e sk  
a n d — a b r u p t ly  sen sed  th e  p e c u lia r  so m e­

th in g  in th e  a ir.
O n e  m in u te  b a c k , th e  u su a l ra th e r  n o isy  

b u s t le  h a d  b e en  e v id e n t; th e  tw o  ty p e w r ite r s  

o u t h e re  h a d  been  c la tte r in g  a w a y , M o r r i­
so n , th e  h e a d  a c c o u n ta n t, h a d  b een  ca llin g  

a  s tr in g  o f  figu res  to  h is  a ss is ta n t, th e  office 
b o y  h a d  b e en  th u m p in g  a w a y  w ith  a  n u m ­
b e rin g  s tam p . N o w  th e  q u ie t  w a s  p o si­

t iv e ly  fu n e re a l. M r . H a r le y  lo o k e d  u p  s u d ­

d e n ly .
M o u th  op en , th e  o ffice  b o y  w a s  s ta r in g  

a t  h im  fix e d ly . M is s  B r o w n , th e  ra th e r 
m o u sy  ty p is t , w a s  g a z in g  d r e a r ily  a t  h im . 
M is s  H o lm a n , th e  o ffice  v a m p ire , h a d  flu ffed  

u p  h e r  b o b b e d  h a ir  a n d  w a s  d ire c tin g  a t  

h im  a  sm ile  o f  su ch  w a rm th  a n d  b rillia n c e  
th a t  th e  in te rv e n in g  a ir  its e lf  seem ed  to  

g leam  a n d  sm o k e ! S ta id  o ld  M r . M o rriso n  
w a s  re g a rd in g  h im  ju s t  a s  in te re s te d ly  a s  
th e  o th ers— y e s , a n d  n o w  M o rr iso n  w a s  

c lim b in g  d o w n  fro m  h is  stoo l a n d  shuffling 

a cro ss  to  J oh n . H e  la id  a  lig h t, a w e d  h a n d  

o n  M r . H a r le y 's  sh o u ld e r a n d  b lin k e d  a b o u t 

th e  o ffice  in  a  gen era l w a y .
“  W e  ju s t  h e a rd , J a c k ! ”  s a id  h e.

“  H e a r d  w h a t ? ”
J u st a s  if  y o u  d id n ’t k n o w  w h a t ! ”  th e  

b o o k k e e p e r  la u g h e d  s a d ly , fo r  h e  h a d  sp en t 

th e  b e st p a r t  o f  s ix ty  y e a r s  h o p in g  th a t  

so m e o n e  w o u ld  le a v e  h im  a  fo rtu n e . “  W e ll, 

J o h n , I  gu ess  I  s p e a k  fo r  th e  re st o f  th e  

o ffice  w h en  I  te ll y o u  th a t  w e  w ere  a ll 

m ig h ty  g la d  to  h e a r  a b o u t  y o u r  lu c k  a n d  

th a t  w e  all co n g ra tu la te  y o u !  ”

“  ’R a y ! ”  v o c ife ra te d  th e  o ffice  b o y , a n d  

w a v e d  th e  n u m b e rin g  sta m p .
“  S p ee ch ! S p e e ch ! ”  c r ie d  M is s  H o lm a n .

“ Y o u  b e t  w e  h a v e  to  h a v e  a  s p e e c h !”  

M r . M o rriso n  sa id  ra th e r  n o is ily . “  C o m e  
o n , J o h n ! ”

“  S a y , I — I  w ish  y o u  w o u ld n ’t— ”  M r. 
H a r le y  b e g a n  w re tc h e d ly .

H is  w ild  e y e s  sw e p t th e  p la ce  in  se a rch  

o f  a n  a v e n u e  o f  e sca p e . T h e r e  w ere  som e 
fe w  th in g s  o f  w h ich  th e  b a tte re d  M r . H a r ­

le y  w a s  still c a p a b le , b u t  a  sp ee ch  to  th e  

o ffice  fo rc e  w a s  n o t a m o n g  th em . H is  e y e s  
s to p p e d  a t  th e  o p e n in g  d o o r o f  P o t te r ’s  o w n  
office, w ith  M r . P o tte r  h im se lf s ta n d in g  
th e re .

T h a t  w a y , a t  le a s t, la y  s a n c tu a ry  fo r  a  
lit tle . H e  w o u ld  ta lk  to  P o tte r  a b o u t  th is , 
th a t  a n d  th e  o th e r  th in g  fo r  a s  lo n g  a  sp a ce  

a s  th e  co n v e rsa tio n  c o u ld  b e  p ro lo n g ed . 

M r . H a r le y  co v e re d  th e  d is ta n ce  b e tw ee n  
th em  w'ith q u ite  a  ru sh .

“  I ’d — I ’d  lik e  to  s p e a k  to  y o u ! ”  h e  said  

h u rr ie d ly .
“  I ’v e  b een  e x p e c tin g  y o u  to  co m e a n d  

s p e a k  to  m e fo r  som e t im e ,”  sm iled  th e  h e ad  

o f  th e  firm  a n d  so fa r  u n b e n t a s  to  sen d  a  
k n o w in g  w in k  in  M o rr is o n ’s d irectio n .

T h e  d o o r c lic k e d  a fte r  th em . M r . P o t ­

te r  w a v e d  M r . H a r le y  to  th e  c h a ir  o f  s ta te , 

w h ic h  w a s  th e  d e ep  o n e  b esid e  h is  d esk . 

U s u a lly  a n  a u ste re  a n d  d ign ified  p erson  w ith  

h is  e m p lo y e e s , h e  t ilte d  b a c k  n o w  a n d  re ­
g a rd e d  J o h n  w ith  a  c o m p la ce n t grin .

“  G o o d  m o rn in g , m illio n a ire ,”  h e  sa id  
d r y ly .  “  D id  I  re scu e  y o u ? ”

“ Y e s ! ”

“  Y o u ’ll g e t  a  lo t  o f  sim ilar d e m o n stra ­
tio n s  b e fo re  y o u  d ie, I  im a g in e ,”  sa id  M r. 

P o tte r . “  M a y  a s  w ell g e t  u se d  to  ’em  n ow , 

J a c k . W e ll!  Y o u  ru sh ed  a w a y  fro m  th e  

c lu b  in  su c h  a  h u r r y  S a tu r d a y , a fte r  d ro p ­
p in g  y o u r  b o m b sh e ll, th a t  I  h a d  no ch a n ce  

to  c o n g ra tu la te  y o u  p ro p e r ly . L e t  m e d o  
th a t  n o w ! ”

W a r m ly  in d ee d  d id  h e  s h a k e  M r . H a r le y ’s 
h a n d , a n d  M r . H a r le y  s a t  u p  w ith  som e 

fo rc e  a n d  a ssu ra n ce . T h is  tim e a t  le a s t h e  
w o u ld  te ll th e  tru th .

A n d —

P o tte r  w a s  a n  in fin ite ly  o p in io n a ted , o b ­

stin a te , o u ts p o k e n  so u l, w h o  g a v e  tre m en ­

d o u s w e ig h t  to  h is  o w n  id e a  o f  th e  r ig h t o f  
a n y  p ro p o sitio n . H a v in g  h e a rd  th e  c o n ­

fessio n , i t  w a s  w ell w ith in  th e  p ro b a b ilit ie s  

th a t  h e  m ig h t fee l c a lle d  u p o n , a ll th in g s
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n otw ith sta n d in g ', to go  to  A u n t  F a ith  with' 
th e  w h o le  s to r y !  “  S u rg e o n ’s k in d n ess  ” — • 

th a t  w a s  a  fa v o r ite  e x p re ss io n  o f  M r . P o t­

t e r ’s a n d  a  fa v o r ite  p r in c ip le  a s  w e ll. A n d , 

a ssu m in g  th a t  h e  c o u ld  b e  ste e re d  a w a y  

fro m  u n fo rtu n a te  A u n t  F a ith , th e re  wrere  
m a n y  o th e r  p e o p le  to  w h o m  h e  w a s  c e rta in  

to  re la te  th e  w h o le  th in g . U n q u e s tio n a b ly  

i t  w o u ld  ta k e  a  v e r y  l i t t le  tim e  in  re a ch in g  

th e  e ars  o f  T h u r lo w  W ic k s .
“ E r — a h  — y e s , th a n k s!  ”  p u ffed  M r . H a r ­

le y , w h o  h a d  n o  w ish  a t  a ll to  a d d  to  h is  
tro u b le s  b y  a  tr ip  to  th e  m o u th  o f  H a d e s.

“  C ig a r ? ”  s a id  M r . P o tte r ,
“  N o , th a n k s ,”  s a id  M r . H a r le y .

T h e  h e a d  o f  th e  firm  t ilte d  fa r th e r  b a c k  
a n d  re g a rd e d  h is  y o u n g  fr ie n d  w ith  th e  sam e 

w h im sica l grin .

“  a  lo t  o f  p lan s, J a c k ? ”

“  N o t  o n e ! ”
“ R e a l ly ? ”  m u sed  M r . P o tte r . “  A b o u t  

t im e  to  b e g in , is n ’t  it?  M o s t  y o u n g  fe llo w s 
w o u ld  h a v e  h a d  th e  n e x t f i f ty  y e a r s ’ a m u se­

m e n t p lo tte d  o u t  b y  th is  tim e. Y o u — er— 1 
d o n ’t  m ean  to  k e e p  on  w o rk in g  h e r e ? ”  

“ W h y , o f  c o u r s e !”  s a id  th e  so m ew h a t 
s ta rtle d  Joh n .

“  H o w  lo n g ? ”

“  F o r— fo r  y e a rs , I  h o p e .”
“ W e ll— t h a t ’s c u r io u s !”  M r . P o tte r  sa id  

re fle c t iv e ly . “  W o u ld  it  n o t b e  b e tte r  p e r ­
h a p s  to  g e t  o u t  a n d  lo o k  o v e r  th e  re st o f th e  

w o rld  fo r  a  w h ile ? ”

“  I  d e te st t r a v e l ! ”  M r . H a r le y  e x p la in e d  

q u ite  g lib ly .
“  T h a t ’s b e ca u se  y o u ’v e  n e v e r  d on e m u ch  

o f  it , J a c k . Y o u  a n d  M illie  A m e s  h a v e  h it  

i t  o ff, I  u n d e rs ta n d .”

“  U -m — y e s !  ”
“  J a c k ,”  s a id  M r . P o tte r , a n d  la id  th e  

k in d lie s t  h a n d  u p o n  h is  k n ee , “  lis te n  to  th e  

a d v ic e  o f  a  w ise  o ld  m an — a n d  then ta k e  it . 
Y o u  m a rr y  t h a t  p r e t ty  l i t t le  k id  ju s t  a s  soon  

a s  th e  la w  ’ll a llo w  a n d  c le a r  o u t  fo r  a  

lo n g  v a c a tio n . S e e  A m e r ic a  first. T h e n  
ta k e  a  s te a m e r on  th e  P a c if ic  C o a s t  a n d  in ­

sp e c t  th e  O rie n t. A ft e r  th a t, w o r k  a ro u n d  

to  E u ro p e  a n d  see  w h e th e r y o u  fin d  i t  sa tis ­

fa c to r y .”
“  W e ll— la te r  on, in  th e  co u rse  o f  a  y e a r  

o r  tw o — y e s , p o ss ib ly . B u t  ju s t  n o w — ”

“  I t  d o e sn ’t  a p p e a l? ”

“ N o , s i r ! ”

M r . P o tte r  le a n e d  still fa r th e r  b a c k  a n d  
s ta re d  a t  th e  c e ilin g .

“ Y o u ’re  in  a  r u t ,”  sa id  h e . “  I f  y o u  h a d  

n o  jo b , y o u ’d  d o  a ll th e se  th in g s , m y  b o y .”  

“  Y e s — p r o b a b ly ,”  J o h n  c o n ce d e d  u n ­
g u a r d e d ly .

“  C e r t a in ly ! ”  s a id  th e  h e a d  o f  th e  firm , 

a n d  b ro u g h t h is  c h a ir  d o w n  w ith  a  b a n g . 

“  W e ll, t h a t ’s  e a s i ly  s e tt le d , Y o u  h a v e  no 
jo b !  Y o u ’re  f ir e d !”

F o llo w in g  th is  h e  th re w  b a c k  h is  h e ad  
a n d  la u g h e d  u n ro a rio u s ly , m u c h  a s  i f  h a v in g  

n o jo b  w a s  th e  v e r y  fu n n ie s t  co n d itio n  p o s­
s ib le .

C H A P T E R  X I .

s u r g e o n ’s  k i n d n e s s .

TH E S E  la st  fe w  m in u te s  h a d  b e en  ra th e r  

p e a c e fu l fo r  Jo^ n  H a r le y . T h a t  is  to  

s a y , th e  im p ressio n  o f  s a n c tu a r y  in  
th is  ca lm  in n er o ffice  h a d  b een  g ro w in g  a n d  

h is  n e rv o u s  ten sio n  h a d  re la x e d  consider-^ 

a b ly . H e re , i t  h a d  see m ed  to  J o h n , n o th ­
in g  o f a  ra c k in g  n a tu re  co u ld  w e ll h a p p e n — < 

a n d  in  sp ite  o f  a ll  th a t  so m e th in g  v e r y  

d e fin ite  a n d  v e r y  d is tu rb in g  h a d  c o n tr iv e d  
to  h a p p e n  w ith in  fiv e  m in u tes!

M r . P o t te r ’s m ir th  co n tin u e d  th e  w h ile  

J o h n  s ta re d  a t  h im  a n d  w a s  a w a re  o f  th e  
sa m e  o ld  fa m ilia r  c h il ly  th r ill h e  h a d  a c ­

q u ired  d a y  b e fo re  y e s te r d a y .
“  I  g u ess  that s e tt le s  i t ! ”  a n n o u n ce d  M r , 

P o tte r  in  a  fin a l h u rst  o f  g a y e t y ,
“  I — I  d o n ’t  w a n t— ”

“  O f  co u rse  y o u  d o n ’t . Y o u ’re  in  a  ru t, 
J a c k ;  y o u  n e v e r  would, w a n t  to  q u it  o f  y o u r  

o w n  a cco rd . T h a t ’s  w h y  I ’m  g iv in g  y o u  

a n  h o n o ra b le  d is c h a rg e .”

“ B u t  I  d o n ’t  w a n t  a  d is c h a r g e !”  M r . 
H a r le y  d e c la re d  w ild ly . “  I  w a n t  to  k e e p  

r ig h t  o n  h ere . I — I ’m  s a t is fa c to r y , a m  I  
n o t ? ”

“  B e s t  m an  in  th e  p la c e , J a c k . T o o  go o d  
fo r  su ch  a  jo b ;  t h a t ’s  w h y  I ’m  h u rlin g  y o u  

o u t  o f  i t ! ”

“  B u t — ”
V ie w in g  h is  g e n u in e  p e r tu rb a tio n , P o tte r  

ceased  h is  la u g h in g  a n d  b e ca m e  a g a in  th e  

q u ie t  fr ie n d .

“ S h o ck , I  k n o w ,”  sa id  h e . “  S u rg e o n 's  
k in d n ess , m y  b o y . Y o u ’ll u n d e rsta n d  th a t
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b e fo r e  y o u ’re  a  week! o r  tw o  o ld er. I  sa w  
y o u r  a u n t y e s te r d a y . W e  ta lk e d  th e  w h ole  
th in g  o v e r  in  d e ta il. S h e  n o t o n ly  a g re e d  

w ith  m e  in th is  m a tte r ;  sh e  su g g este d  it  

h e r s e l f ! ”
“  W e ll, I  k n o w ,”  J o h n  said  s w if t ly , “  b u t  

— w e ll, h e re ! T h is — er— e sta te ’s  n o t  s e t­
t le d  y e t ,  M r . P o tte r . I ’d  lik e  to  s t a y  h ere  

u n t il— w e ll, u n til  th e  w h o le  th in g ’s in m y  

h a n d s, y o u  u n d e rs ta n d .”
T h e  h e a d  o f  th e  firm  le a n ed  b a c k  a n d  

th o u g h t  h a r d  fo r  som e seco n d s, e v e n tu a lly  
d ir e c t in g  a t  J o h n  a  firm  l it t le  sm ile.

“  E v e n  so , I ’m  su re  y o u ’re  b e st o u t o f  
h e r e ,”  h e  s a id  f la t ly . “  Y o u  see, J a c k , a fte r  
t h e  firs t  w e e k  o r  so, th e  in itia l j o y  o v e r  y o u r  

in h e r ita n c e  is  b o u n d  to  su b sid e ; y o u ’ll b e  
le s s  w illin g  th a n  e v e r  to  q u it  h e re , a n d  it  

w ill  b e  ju s t  so  m u c h  h a rd e r. Y o u  k n o w , 
y o u  are to o  m u c h  in clin e d  to  g e t  in to  a  

g ro o v e  a n d  s t a y  th e re . I t ’s  n o t g o in g  to 
t a k e  m a n y  m o n th s  to  c le a r  u p  th e  e s t a te ? ”  

“ A — -a f e w ! ”
“  Y o u ’v e  s a v e d  p le n ty  to  ru n  a lo n g  on in 

t h a t  t im e ?  E v e n  if  y o u  h a v e  n o t, y o u ’ll 
b e  a b le  to  d ra w  on th e  e sta te , o f  c o u r s e ? ”  

“  W e ll, th is— th is  e s ta te ’s in — a h — a  v e r y  

o d d — ”
“  A n d  if  y o u ’re n o t , I ’ll b e  t ic k le d  to  

d e a th  to  len d  y o u  w h a te v e r  y o u  n ee d  w ith ­
in  re a so n ,”  sa id  M r . P o tte r , w h o  g o t  a n  

id e a  a n d  th e n  s tu c k  firm ly  to  it . “  H a v e  a  
c o u p le  o f  th o u sa n d  n o w  i f  y o u  n ee d  it . B u t  
I  d o  w a n t to  see y o u  g e t  o u t  a n d  sp rea d  

y o u r  w in g s , a n d  fin d  y o u r s e lf .”
“  T h a t — I  a p p re c ia te  th a t— ”  M r . H a r ­

le y  s ta g g e re d  on.
“  A n o th e r  a sp e c t  to  th e  th in g , to o ,”  p u r­

su e d  th e  h e a d  o f  th e  firm . “  J o b s  a r e n ’t 
a n y  to o  p le n tifu l th e se  d a y s , a n d  a  m an  
w h o  d o e sn ’t  a c tu a lly  n e e d  h is  o u g h t  to  s tep  
a sid e  fo r  th e  fe llo w  w h o  does. I ’d  m e an t 

to  sen d  P h e lp s  on  th e  ro a d , y o u  k n o w , a n d  
p u sh  y o u  u p  in to  h is  p la c e  a n d  le t  D ix o n  

h a v e  y o u rs . T h is  ra th e r  s im p lifies  th in gs, 
b e ca u se  D ix o n  ca n  s te p  in to  y o u r  shoes 

n o w — a n d  h e  n ee d s th e  in crease  o f  s a la ry . 
T h r e e  k id s  a n d  a  h o u se  in  J e r se y  h e ’s  t r y ­

in g  to  p a y  fo r . H e ’ll b e  g l a d ! ”
“ Y e s ,  I — I  su p p o se  h e  w ill  b e  g l a d ! ”  

J o h n ’s n u m b e d  to n g u e  s a id  b itte r ly .
W ith o u t  a p p a re n t p ro v o c a tio n , M r . P o t ­

te r  b u rst  in to  a n o th e r g a le  o f m e rrim en t.

“  U p o n  m y  so u l, y o u ’re  th e  fu n n ie st c h a p  
I  e v e r  sa w ! ”  h e  cr ie d . “  Y o u ’re  r ic h . U n ­

less  y o u  ch o o se, y o u  n ee d  n e v e r  ra ise  a  
h a n d  fro m  n o w  u n til y o u r  d y in g  d a y — a n d  
still y o u ’re s it t in g  th e re  a n d  g lo o m in g  o v e r  
a  n in e ty -d o lla r  jo b  a s  if  y o u r  v e r y  b re a d  

a n d  b u tte r  d e p e n d ed  o n  it . O h , ch e er u p , 

J o h n ! D o n ’t b e  a b su rd . B e  su re  th a t  
y o u r  o n ly  tro u b le  is  a  b ra in  v e r y  b a d ly  

h a b itu a te d  to  o n e  lin e  o f  th o u g h t. Y o u ’ll 

w a k e  u p  s h o rt ly  a n d  re a lize  th a t  th is  is  a ll 
o n ly  su rg e o n ’s k in d n ess , a s  I  sa id  a  m o m en t 
a g o . N o w  g e t  o u t  o f  h e re , y o u n g  fe llo w , 

a n d  ru b  y o u r  e y e s  a n d  see i f  y o u ’re n o t a b le  
to  d isce rn  a  fe w  o f  th e  w o n d e rfu l th in g s  
th a t  a re  w a it in g  fo r  y o u  to  se ize  t h e m !”

H e  ro se  w ith  a n  e m p h a tic  je r k . T h e  
g h a s t ly  in te rv ie w  w a s  o ver.

“  I  su p p o se  I  m a y  fin ish  th e  w e e k  h e r e ? ”  
J o h n  ch o k ed .

“  N o , s ir! Y o u  m a y  n o t! ”  g u ffa w e d  M r . 
P o tte r .

“  W e ll— w ell, th e  d a y , th e n ? ”

“  U rn— p o s s ib ly ,”  c h u c k le d  th e  h e a d  o f  
th e  firm , a n d  h is  e y e s  tw in k le d  p ro d ig io u s  
m e rr im en t a s  h e  b e sto w e d  on  J o h n ’s  sh o u l­
d e r  a n o th e r o f  th o se  iro n ic  lit t le  p a ts . “  Y e s , 
a s  a  v e r y  sp e c ia l co n cessio n , I  th in k  y o u  

m a y  s t a y  a ro u n d  h e re  u n til fo u r o r  so— a n d  

a fte r  th a t, fo r  th ree  y e a r s  a t  lea st, I  n e v e r  

w a n t  to  l a y  e y e s  on  y o u  in  th is  o ffice  e x ­
c e p t  a s  a  g u e s t .”

“  T h r e e  y e a r s ? ”
M r . P o tte r  k e p t  on  w ith  h is  m a d d en in g  

p a tt in g , b u t  g rew  m o re  g ra v e . •

“ S o m e d a y  y o u ’l l , g e t  tire d  o f  jo g g in g  
a ro u n d ; co m e b a c k  th&n a n d  b u y  o u t th e  

o ld  firm , i f  y o u  w a n t  it . L Jl b e  no y o u n g e r  
th e n , y o u  k n o w . T h a t ’s w h a t  I  m e a n t. 
R u n  a lo n g  n o w .”

I n  th e  la rg e  o u te r  o ffice  t h e y  h a d  b een  
a w a itin g  q u ite  e a g e r ly  J o h n ’s  re a p p e a ra n c e  
a n d  h is  sp eech . A  w a v e  o f  g ig g lin g  p assed  

o v e r  th e m  a s  J o h n  c lo sed  th e  d o o r o f  M r . 
P o t t e r ’s  ro o m — a n d  a s  th e y  n o te d  J o h n ’s  

exp ressio n  th e  w a v e  su b sid e d  ra th e r  s u d ­
d e n ly . T h e  n e w  m illio n a ire , a p p a re n tly , 
h a d  b een  h a v in g  tro u b le  w ith  th e  h e a d  o f  

th e  firm ; w ith o u t  a  g la n c e  o r a  w o rd  to  a n y  
o f  th em  h e  h a d  re tu rn e d  to  h is  d e sk  an d  h e  
w a s  s c o w lin g  b la c k ly . C o u ld  th e y  h a v e  

p e n e tra te d  b e n e a th  th e  sco w l a n d  re a d  M r . 

H a r le y ’s tru e  th o u g h ts  ju s t  th e n , i t  is  p o s­
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s ib le  th a t  se v e ra l o f  th e m  w o u ld  h a v e  fled  
th e  o ffice  in  terro r.

H e  w a s  fire d ! T h a n k s  to  A u n t  F a ith  
a n d  to  P o t te r ’s  c o n ce p tio n  o f  th e  r ig h t th in g  

to  d o , h e  w a s  w ith o u t a  jo b — a s co n cern e d  
th a t  ten  th o u sa n d  d o lla rs  w h ic h  m u st b e  

a c c u m u la te d  b e fo re  th e  S te v e n s -H a rle y  

n u p tia ls , h e  w a s  b a c k  a t  th e  s ta r tin g  p o in t, 
F ro m  th is , b y  th e  w a y , i t  w ill  b e  seen  th a t  

in  J o h n ’s  o w n  m in d  th e  re co n cilia tio n  w ith  

H e le n  w a s  a lr e a d y  a n  a cco m p lish e d  fa c t .
I t  w a s  h is  h ig h  p r iv ile g e  n o w  to  g e t  o u t  

a n d  h u n t  a n o th e r jo b  a t  a  tim e  w h en , a s  

P o t te r  h a d  sta ted , su ch  th in g s  w e re  n on e  

to o  p le n tifu l. A n d  h a v in g  fo u n d  th e  p o si­
tio n  i t  w o u ld  b e  h is  fu r th e r  ta s k  to  e x p la in  

in  d e ta il to  A u n t  F a ith  ju s t  w h y  h e  h a d  
c o n tin u e d  w o r k in g  a n d — oh, to  th e  d e v il 
w ith  th e  w h o le  m ess! M r . H a r le y  g la re d  

a t  h is  la te  fr ie n d s  a n d  a sso c ia te s; n o t  less 
th a n  th ree  o f th em  co u g h e d  s e lf-c o n s c io u s ly  

a t  th e  sam e seco n d  a n d  a b r u p t ly  re tu rn e d  
to  th e ir  d u tie s. M r . H a r le y  g la re d  a t  h is  
d e sk  a n d  fo u n d  h im se lf y e a rn in g  fo r  th e  

s o c ie ty  o f H a r r y  W o lc o tt , a  san e , un ru ffled  
m an  a n d  a  c a p a b le  th in k e r; a n d  y e a rn in g  
so , h e  d id  b rig h te n  a  lit t le  b it . M o n d a y  

w a s  H a r r y ’s  e a s y  d a y  in  th e  tu to r in g  lin e ; 

v e r y  p ro b a b ly  h e  h a d  d e v o te d  m o st o f i t  to  
a  c a p a b le  a n a ly s is  o f  th e  J o h n  H a r le y  m a t­

te r— w h ic h  b e in g  so, i t  a lm o st p reassu m ed  
th a t  h e  h a d  fo u n d  th e  c o rre c t  an sw er. J o h n  
g la n c e d  a t  h is  w a tc h  a n d  w a s  a  trifle  a s­

to n ish ed  to  fin d  th a t  th e  h o u r o f tw o  a p ­
p ro a ch e d , H e  g ro a n ed  a n d  s e t  a b o u t  le a v ­
in g  th in g s  in  p ro p er sh a p e  fo r  th e  im p en d ­

in g  D ix o n .
M o s t  g ra te fu l ca lm  ca m e to  M r . H a r le y , 

h o w e v e r , on th e  fo u r  tw e n ty , th e  s w if t  tra in  
w h ic h  ta k e s  th e  re a l b u sin ess  a r is to c ra c y  

b a c k  to  E b b r id g e  d a ily . H e  h a d  sp ared  

h im se lf a n d  th e  re st o f  th e m  th e  a g o n y  o f 
a n y  fo rm a l fa r e w e ll; h e  h a d  re a ch e d  fo r  h is  

h a t , h a d  e m itte d  o n e  “  G ’b y  ”  a n d  fled . 

N o w  h e  seem ed ra th e r  b e tte r  a b le  to  th in k  

in  a  s tra ig h t line.
F o r  one th in g  th e  w o rs t  w a s  c e r ta in ly  

o ve r. T h e r e  w a s  n o th in g  le f t  to  h a p p e n ! 

H a v in g  to u ch e d  b o tto m , o n e ’s  in cessan t e f­
fo r t  m u st b e  u p w a rd , a n d  th is  e ffo rt M r . 

H a r le y  w o u ld  in a u g u r a te  b y  o m ittin g  th e  

W ic k s  d in n er o rd e a l a n d  s h u tt in g  h im se lf 
u p  w ith  H a r r y  W o lc o tt  fo r  th e  e n tire  even-?

574

in g , u n til a b o u t  q u a rte r  to  ten . F ro m  e n d  
to  en d , th e y ’d  t a lk  th e  th in g  o u t  a n d  p la n — 1 

a n d  i f  th e  th in g  w a s n ’t  a ll  ta lk e d  o u t  b y  th e  

tim e  h e  m u st le a v e  fo r  H e le n ’s, t h e y ’d  re ­
su m e th e  co n v e rsa tio n  w h e n  h e  re tu rn e d  
a n d , i f  n eed  b e , k e e p  i t  u p  a ll n ig h t!

T h e r e  w a s  so m e th in g  a lm o st p a th e t ic  
a b o u t  th e  w a y  in  w h ic h  J o h n ’s  fa ith  in  M r . 
W o lc o tt  g rew  a n d  g re w . T ir e d  e y e s  c lo sed , 

h e  c o u ld  p ic tu re  g o o d  o ld  H a r r y  im p a tie n tly  
a w a itin g  h is  re tu rn , a ll re a d y  to  o u tlin e  th e  
p e r fe c t  so lu tio n  o f  th e  ta n g le . W h e n  h e  
s te p p e d  fro m  th e  fo u r-tw e n ty , h e  e ve n  

sm iled  b r ig h t ly  in  a n tic ip a tio n  o f  th a t  g r e a t  
e m a n c ip a tin g  m o m en t.

C a r s  o f  th e  m o re  e x p e n s iv e  v a r ie t y  lin e  
u p  b e sid e  E b b r id g e  sta tio n  fo r  th is  tra in . 

R ig h t  h e re  a t  th e  e n d  sto o d  a  fa m ilia r  d a rk  
re d  sp eed  ro a d ster— a n d  M r . H a r le y  sh ie d  

s u d d e n ly  l ik e  a  fr ig h te n e d  h o rse , fo r  th is  
w a s  A lth e a , co m e to  m e e t h e r  fa th e r — a n d  
ce ase d  h is  s h y in g  a n d  c a m e  to  a  su d d e n  
sto p , b e c a u se  A lth e a  h e rse lf  s to o d  b e fo re  

h im , a ll  a -g litte r!
“ J a c k ! ”  sh e  b re a th e d . “ I  k n e w  y o u 'd  

co m e o n  th a t  tra in !  I  ju s t  fe lt  i t ! ”

“ W e ll, I — I  c a m e ! ”  M r . H a r le y  a n ­

sw e re d  la m e ly .
A  slim  a rm  lin k e d  a ffe c t io n a te ly  th ro u g h  

h is  ow n , fo r  th e  e d ifica tio n  o f a ll w h o  m ig h t 
c a re  to w a tc h . M is s  W ic k s  g a z e d  a d o rin g ly  
u p  a t  him .

“  I  d o n ’t  th in k  y o u r  fa th e r ’s on  th is  
t r a in ,”  M r . H a r le y  m u m b le d . “  I  d id n ’t  
see h im .”

“ A n d  I  d id n ’t co m e to  m e e t h im ; I  ca m e 
to  m eet y o u  a n d  ta k e  y o u  fo r  a  lit t le  rid e  

b e fo r e  d in n e r. Y o u ’re  d in in g  w ith  us, y o u  
k n o w . D a d  p h o n e d .”

“  W e ll, a s  to  th a t ,”  J o h n  g u lp e d , “  I  

th in k  I ’ll h a v e  to  b e g  o ff, A lth e a . Y o u  see, 

I  h a v e  som e th in g s  to  go  o ve r w ith  W o lc o tt  
to -n ig h t th a t  c a n ’t  b e  p o stp o n e d .”

“  W o r k ? ”

“  E r — y e s , w o rk ! ”

“ W e ll, a s  to  that,” sa id  M is s  W ic k s , a s  

s h e  h a lte d  h im  b e sid e  th e  re d  c a r , “  y o u ’re  
n o t  g o in g  to  d o  it !  I  s h a n ’t  a llo w  y o u  to  

w o r k  a ll  d a y  a n d  a ll n ig h t, y o u n g  m a n , 
D o  y o u  w a n t  to  d r iv e ? ”

“  I — n o . I  th in k , i f  y o u ’ll ju s t  ru n  m e 

u p  to  th e  in n , A lth e a — ”

“  Y o u ’ll go  r ig h t  to  w o r k ?  W e ll, y o u ’l l
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do nothing of the sort! ” the girl announced, 
as the car started. “ Now come close to 
me and tell me everything you’ve been do­
ing since you deserted me yesterday.”

She directed upon him a devastating 
smile, of the sort for which any sane young 
man should have been willing to sell his im­
mortal soul. I t left John chilly as ever. 
He had no wish to ride the streets of Ebb- 
ridge with Althea Wicks this afternoon or 
any other time; Helen herself might well be 
somewhere about and, even were Helen 
safely at home, any number of people might 
see them and report to Mildred or to Aunt 
Faith.

In spite of which he managed to talk 
satisfactorily enough for a while. They 
were heading out of town, it appeared, and 
no protest of his could stop them at Ebb- 
ridge Inn. He looked around—and exe­
cuted a very violent start.

There, slowing down her own little gray 
car as she approached from the opposite 
direction, staring at them with lips parted 
and face flushed was Mildred Ames! Yes, 
and she was hailing them, too, for John 
caught a faint:

“ Just coming down to meet you, Jack, 
and—”

With a frosty little laugh. Miss Wicks 
stepped on her accelerator and the big red 
car shot ahead.

“ That’s the first hint for the little hus­
sy!” Althea commented.

“ Yes, but J  — I think—” John stam­
mered.

“ That you’d better go back and try to 
smooth it over, perhaps?”

“ Just that, because—”
“ You’re not going!” Althea laughed 

triumphantly, as they reached the forty- 
mile mark on the speedometer. “ And I 
wish you wouldn’t stare back like that, 
either.”

“ I wanted to see what she was doing?”
“ Well?” Miss Wicks said, with abundant 

good cheer. “ What was she doing? She 
can’t catch us, if that's what you’re afraid 
of. Nothing in town can catch me in this 
thing.”

“ I ’m not afraid of her catching us,” Mr. 
Harley sighed, miserably. “ She—er—just 
turned off.”

And she had turned off in the direction 
of Aunt Faith’s, too. Babbling infant that 
she was, ever ready to blurt out her trou­
bles to the sympathetic ear, Mildred seemed 
on her way to Miss Harley’s—and there 
was no stopping her now. And there’d be 
just that many more lies to think up, when 
it came to the point of explaining to his 
aunt and to Mildred.

“ Now you won’t talk to me,” comment­
ed Althea, slowing and looking up at him. 
“ Dearest, I didn’t mean to be horrible, but 
you don’t love her and she can’t have you! 
Can she, dear?”

“ She—no!” said Mr. Harley.
The glowing eyes glowed more warmly. 

I t  was clear that Althea expected him to 
make love to her at about this point. John 
resumed his ordinary conversation quite 
hurriedly.

The car whirred along. They were out 
of town, now', and bowling along dirt road, 
having taken the wide circle past the old 
mill. They’d come in again at the far side 
of Ebbridge, which really was not so bad, 
since it would put Mr. Harley into Wol­
cott’s consoling presence a very little after 
six. Mr. Harley resigned himself to the 
ride, even slumping down in his seat—and 
almost at once Mr. Harley sat up again, 
for coming around a long curve Althea had 
put on her brakes suddenly. Althea, in­
deed, stopped with a considerable jar.

“ Well, just what,” queried Althea, “ is 
the reason for that?”

The victim of his own mendacity caught 
his breath. Not fifty feet ahead, turned 
squarely across the road and completely 
blocking any passage, stood Mildred’s gray 
car, with Mildred herself staring in this 
direction with perfect calm.

“ I say!” Miss Wicks called. “ You 
don’t mind moving?”

“ I  mind it very much! ” replied the clear 
tone of Miss Ames. “ I  wish to speak to 
my fiance. Air. Harley!”

“ Well, you go to some lengths to make 
sure of it, I must say,” Althea laughed un­
pleasantly. “ How in the world did you 
ever get up here in that time?”

“ I took a short cut and beat you to it!” 
Miss Ames explained. “ I  wish to speak 
to Mr. Harlev!”
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W ith in  th a t  u n fo rtu n a te  g e n tle m an , th e  

y e r y  so u l seem ed  to  b e  s h riv e lin g  a n d  c r in g ­

in g . S o m e h u m ilia tio n s  a  m an  ca n  en d u re, 

b u t  to  b e  th e  b o n e  a t  w h ic h  tw o  b e a u tifu l 
y o u n g  w om en  a re  q u ite  o p e n ly  tu g g in g  su r­

passes e v e r y  o th e r  one!
“  A lth e a , if— if  y o u ’l l  ju s t  s it h e re  a n d  

le t  m e  s p e a k  to  h e r— ”  M r . H a r le y  said  

h o a rse ly .
“  W h y , y e s , s p e a k  to  h e r b y  a ll m e a n s !”  

A lth e a  la u g h e d , a u d ib ly  a n d  fr iv o lo u s ly . 

“ S p e a k  g e n tly ;  sh e  m a y  b e  s a v in g  o u r liv e s  
‘— b ro k e n  b rid g e  a h e a d  or so m e th in g  lik e  

th a t. I f  s h e ’s  n o t, y o u  m ig h t q u o te  th e  
h ig h w a y  la w , J a c k , d e a r .”

M r . H a r le y  tru d g e d  s w if t ly  a h ea d . M i l ­
d r e d , q u ite  s tro n g  in h e r co n sc io u sn ess  o f  
r ig h t  a n d  ju s tic e , w a s  a w a itin g  h im  w ith  

h e a v in g  bosom .
“ I  th o u g h t I ’d sto p  th a t  r id e ! ”  she said , 

in  a n  u n d e rto n e , a s  h e  ca m e  to  th e  sid e  o f  
th e  c a r , a  I  w a n t  y o u  to  g e t  in  h e re , 

J a c k ! ”
“  M illie , I  c a n 't  do  th a t!  I — ”
“  Y e s , y o u  ca n ! I  w o n ’t  h a v e  y o u  rid in g  

a ro u n d  w ith  o th e r  g ir ls  lik e  th a t  w h en  
y o u ’re  e n g a g ed  to  m e. A n d , e sp e c ia lly , I  

w o n ’t  h a v e  y o u  r id in g  w ith  her. W h y , th a t  
c r e a tu re ’s  v a m p e d  e v e ry  m an  in  E b b rid g e !  
J o e  F o ste r  sh o t h im s e lf  la st  y e a r  w h en  she 

th re w  h im  o v e r. J a c k , y o u  g e t in h ere  w ith  

m e ! ”
“  I  c a n ’t! I — ”
“ Y o u  d o n ’t  lo v e  m e ! ”  M is s  A m e s ’s lip s  

tre m b led  su d d e n ly .
“ I — y e s , I  d o ! ”  c a m e  s tra n g lin g  fro m  

M r . H a r le y ’s b u rn in g  th ro a t.

“ N o , y o u  d o n ’t ! ”  p ersiste d  M ild r e d . 

“  I f  y o u  d id , y o u ’d  n e v e r— ”
“  M ild re d , th e re ’s a  lo t  th a t  I  c a n ’t  e x ­

p la in  h e re ,”  M r . H a r le y  sa id , w h ile  lit t le  

b e a d s  ca m e  to  h is  fo re h e a d , “  I  c a n ’t o f ­

fe n d  h er— ju s t  n o w .”
“  H a s  she— a n y  hold o n  y o u ? ”  g a sp e d  

M is s  A m es, a n d  tu rn e d  a lm o st th e  r ig h t 

co lo r  fo r  fa in tin g .
“  H o ld ?  O f— o f co u rse  she h a s  no h o ld , 

I t ’s h e r —  er— fath er-— b u sin ess— ”
“  I  d o n ’ t  see w h y  y o u  h a v e  to  go j o y ­

r id in g  w ith  her to  d o  b u sin ess  w ith  h e r 

fa th e r .”

“  N o , n a tu r a lly ;  a n d  t h a t ’s  w h a t  I  c a n ’t  
e x p la in  h e re .”

“ W Tiy c a n ’t  y o u ? ”  M is s  A m e s  p ersiste d .
“  B e  —  b e  —  b e ca u se  it  w o u ld  ta k e  too  

lo n g . I s n ’t th a t  e n o u g h — d e a r ? ”

“ N o , i t ’s n o t ! ”  M ild r e d  re to rte d . “ I  

d o n ’t  th in k  i t ’s a  b it  n ice  o f  y o u  to  h a v e  
th a t  so rt  o f  b u sin ess. A n d  I  d o n ’t  see w h y  

y o u  le t h e r  lo o k  a t  y o u  a s  s h e  w a s  lo o k in g , 
d o w n  th e re  in  to w n , a n d  I  d o n ’t  see w h y  

you h a v e  to  lo o k  a t  her th a t  w a y , e it h e r !”
“  I  w a s n ’t lo o k in g  a t  h e r th a t  w a y , M i l ­

lie . I — ”

“  O h , y e s  y o u  w ere! ”  M is s  A m e s  c o rre c t­
e d . “  I  sa w  y o u ! ”  A n d  h e re  sh e  re ga rd ed  
M is s  W ic k s  w ith  lip s  co m p ressed  a n d  n os­
tr ils  d ila te d . “  I  d o n ’t  b la m e  y o u  so m u ch , 

J a c k , b u t  she— I  th in k  I ’ll go  o v e r  a n d  
s c ra tc h  o u t  h e r  h o rrib le  b la c k  e y e s  a n d  
te a c h  h e r  a  lesso n ! ”

B e  it  rem em b ered  th a t  an  e ld e r ly  la d y ’s 
l i fe  d ep e n d ed  u p o n  h e r b lis s fu l ign o ra n ce  

o f  d istre ss in g  co n d itio n s. B e  it  sa id , to o , 
th a t  re d -h o t sh a m e  o f  a n  a lm o st u n e n d u r­
a b le  in te n s ity  grip p e d  M r . H a r le y  a s  h e  d id  
it— b u t  w ith  a  su p p resse d  g a sp  h e  le a n ed  

o n  th e  d o o r o f  M ild r e d ’s  c a r  a n d  lo o k e d  u p  
a t  h e r  w ith  a  so u lfu l g a z e  th a t  h e ld  e v e r y  
q u a lity  e sse n tia l to  th e  s itu a tio n .

“  D e a r e s t ! ”  h e  b re a th e d . “  Y o u  ca n  do 
m e a  lo t  o f  h a rm  b y  b e in g  s il ly  in  ju s t  th a t  

w a y . Y o u — y o u  d o n ’t  b e lie v e  in  m e, M i l ­

l i e ! ”
“  I  d o , J a c k ! ”  sa id  M ild r e d , a n d  h e r  g e n ­

tle  e y e s  filled . “  A n d  I ’d  d ie  ra th e r  th a n  

h u rt  y o u . O n ly  I  d o n ’t  see  w h y  she h a s  to 

d r iv e  y o u — ”
“  A n d  t h a t ’s  ju s t  w h a t  I ’m  g o in g  to  tell 

y o u  a s  soon  a s  e v e r  w e  h a v e  an  h o u r  a lon e, 
a n d  y o u ’ll see h o w  fo o lis h ly  y o u ’re  a c tin g  
n o w  a n d  w e— w e ’ll la u g h  a b o u t  it  to g e th er . 

O n ly  fo r  th e  p re se n t, i f  y o u ’ll ju s t  h a v e  a  

lo t  o f  fa ith  in  m e a n d  le t  m e fin ish  th is  

co n fo u n d e d  rid e, I  p ro m ise  y o u  th a t  it  sh a ll 
n e v e r  h a p p e n  a g a in ! ”

“  S u r e ly , J a c k ? ”  M is s  A m e s  p re sse d  h is  

h a n d .
“ V e r y  s u re ly  in d e e d !”  J o h n  sa id , w ith ’ 

g e n u in e  fo rce .
O n e  m ore  lo n g , h o stile  s ta re  M is s  A m es 

p e rm itte d  h e rse lf  in  th e  d irectio n  o f  A lth e a , 
w h o  w a s  le a n in g  on h e r w h ee l ju s t  th e n  a n d  

lo o k in g  b o re d  a n d  am u sed .

“  I ’ll tru st  y o u , J a c k ! ”  sa id  M ild re d , a n d  

s ta r te d  h e r  en g in e.

6  A
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“ And don’t mention this to Aunt Faith, 
by the way. We can't afford to fret her.”

“ If ever you do anything like this again, 
I ’ll tell Aunt Faith!” Miss Ames responded 
wamingly. “ I—I can’t even kiss you
good-by with that black thing staring at 
us.” She backed the car with a petulant 
jerk and prepared to leave. " You're com­
ing to see me to-night?”

“ I am if I possibly can. If I don’t get 
around until to-morrow night, don't worry, 
dear. Business— ”

Miss Ames merely tossed her head at the 
word. An instant she looked at Mr. Harley 
all the things, kindly and otherwise, that 
she felt. Then she sped away.

John returned, quivering, to the red car, 
the painfully clean and decent part of him 
seared and writhing. Had there been a 
convenient pistol, he fancied that he would 
have placed it firmly against his right tem­
ple and pulled the trigger with much vigor 
and enthusiasm. There being none, he 
climbed in beside Miss Wicks again, head 
down.

“ Gracious!” said that young woman. 
“ Quite broken your spirit, hasn’t it?’’

“ I don’t like that sort of thing!'’ Mr. 
Harley grunted.

“ Then you ought to be more careful and 
not let designing little cats like that think 
they’ve trapped you, precious,” Althea said, 
and patted his cheek. “ Don’t worry about 
that shallow little moron another minute; 
she’s beginning to understand the dreadful 
catastrophe that is about to come into her 
young life; I saw that in her eye. What 
did she say, by the way?”

“ Oh—she just wanted me to ride with 
her.”

“ And you refused. Well, that’s a very 
good, well-behaved little boy.” commended 
Miss Wicks. “ We’ll just lounge along be­
hind and let her get well ahead. What 
were you telling me about when that fool 
thing happened, Jackie?”

“ I give it up; I don't remember,” John 
said dismally.

Some little time Miss Wicks rolled slowly 
on in silence. Mr. Harley beside her 
slumped down again, but it was no com­
fortable posture this time; it was merely 
the sickened droop of a young man whose 
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very vitals were smoldering in the fire of 
shame.

Once upon a time in Ebbridge there had 
been a youth named Bostwick, a being too 
beautiful to live, over whom several girls 
had grown quite irresponsible. The high 
enjoyment with which Bostwick had viewed 
this deplorable condition had placed him, in 
John’s estimation, several strata below the 
ordinary earth worm. Well, he was no bet­
ter than Bostwick, now! Here on a back 
road two girls had all but come to battle 
over the possession of him and—ugh!

He craved Wolcott, sober thinker and 
unfailing friend, the one steady and de­
pendable spot in a crazy, reeling world. 
Why in Heaven’s name couldn’t she hurry 
him back to Wolcott, instead of lagging 
along like this? He sighed rather noisily. 
Once he got to good old Wolcott, they’d 
lock the door and go to it! They’d even 
have dinner sent up to the rooms, for the 
crowd and the noise in the inn dining room 
would be certain to slow down their dis­
cussion. Yes, they’d have a darned light 
dinner sent up, too, for much food clogs the 
brain and much precious time must be given 
to its assimilation and—

“ Honey boy, whatever makes you sigh 
like that?” Miss Wicks asked.

* Was I sighing?” John muttered.
“ Like a furnace! You’re worrying about 

her, aren’t vou?”
“ Mildred? Er—no!”
“ Ah, I thought you were. Jaekie, I ’ll 

tell you what we’ll do: we’ll tell dad the 
whole story and let him deal with it in his 
own way!”

“ Hey?” Mr. Harley sat up.
“ Oh, he can handle it, dearest!” Althea 

assured John. “ Dad’s a regular cyclone 
when he gets wound up. He’ll go to the 
little idiot’s father and lay down the law— 
and that’s really all there’ll be to it, and 
then you and I can be just as contented 
and happy and—”

“ Well, I won’t let you do anything like 
that!” John cried violently. “ That ’ll get 
to Aunt Faith, of course, and probably— 
no, I won’t let you do anything like that!”

Bumping along at a snail’s pace, Miss 
Althea considered him thoughtfully for a 
moment; her teeth slowed then in a smile.
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“ Nevertheless, I think I ’ll tell him at 
dinner!” she said.

“ N o!”
“ But I ’ll have to, Jack. What else will 

there be to talk about? You won’t be 
there.”

“ Eh?”
“ No, you have so much business to look 

after, dear— ”
And the eyes were sparkling quite trium­

phantly.

John Harley felt himself shrinking and 
quivering again.

“ A1—Althea,” he mumbled, “ if I—cut 
out business and come for dinner, you 
won’t feel it necessary to tell your father 
about this—this beastly rot?”

“ Of course not!” Miss Wicks smiled, 
promptly.

Mr. Harley shuddered.
“ You’d better let me get home and dress, 

then,” he said.
TO B E  C ONTI NUED N E X T  WE E K .

XS XJ XJ

OUR WESTERN G A TE W A Y

O h  the Bay of San Francisco, here is where the dream-ships ride;
Here you find fair, white-sailed fancies floating on the amber tide. 

Purple visions, crimson fantasies, at anchor side by side.

Golden Gate and Angel Island, Tamalpais and Berkeley Hills—
See them from the yellow waters, ’neath a sky of daffodils,
Here is theme for song and story, rapture for a thousand thrills!

Turn to south and see the city silhouetted on the sky,
Lonely Alcatraz that watches gull and galleon floating by;
Note the amethystine Coast Range down the valley fade and die!

Draw still nearer to the marshes where the tules whisper tales
Of the Ceres-guarded valleys and the Bacchus-haunted vales
Set with crumbling shrines that mark the pious padre’s tear-stained trails.

Oh, the Bay of San Francisco, with its poppy-broidered rim 
And its grand old forest gardens in the distance, dark and dim—
Poets, listen! Is that music of the songs of seraphim,

Or the chords of old romances in each breeze and billow wrought,
Melodies of Eldorado in the air with magic fraught,
Flutter of the sails that hither brought the daring argonaut?

Clarence Urmy,



By ERIC HOW ARD

AM O S  J U D S O N , p re sid en t a n d  gen eral 

m a n a ge r o f  Ju d so n  &  C o ., w as 
*  w orried . A n o th e r  firm , th e  G e n ­

era l S u p p ly  C o m p a n y , h a d  h a d  th e  n erve , 
th e  a u d a c ity , th e  b la n k e ty  b la n k  fo o lh a rd i­

n ess, to  a tte m p t to  co m p ete  w ith  th e  one 
a n d  o n ly  A m o s  J u d so n !

A m o s  w a s  w o rrie d , b u t  h e  w a s  still A m o s, 
w h ich  is  a n o th e r 'w a y  o f  s a y in g  th a t h e  w as 

still fig h tin g . T h e  m o n o p o ly  h e  h a d  b u ilt  
u p  w a s  th e  p ro d u c t o f  a  lo n g  a n d  v ic to r io u s  

c o n fl ic t ; n o w  th a t  h is  m o n o p o ly  w as th re a t­
ened, h e  m e a n t to  ren ew  th e  b a ttle . H e  

w a s  w o rrie d  o n ly  a b o u t th e  ch o ice  o f 

w ea p o n s.
“  S ee  h ere , C h ish o lm ,”  h e  said  to  h is  

fig u reh ea d  o f  a  m a n a g e r, w h o  w a s  a lso  a  
su a v e  v e sse r  a n d  a  s k illfu l p asser o f  the  

b u c k , “  I  th in k  I !v e  go t it!  L is te n ! W e ’v e  
b een  re s tin g  on  o u r la u re ls  fo r  th e  p a s t  few  

y e a rs , secu re  in  o u r k n o w le d g e  th a t  Ju d so n  

S u p erfin e  s o a p  w as  a b so lu te ly  the  b e st 

p ro d u c t th a t  co u ld  b e  m a d e  a n d  so ld  a t  ten  
ce n ts  a  ca k e . W e ’v e  b e en  a lo n e  in  th e  

field , th e  o n ly  m a k e rs  o f  go o d  so a p  w h ose 

b u sin ess  w a s  o f  su ch  v o lu m e  th a t w e  co u ld

sell a  q u a lity  p ro d u c t a t  a  lo w  p rice . T h e  

la s t  p e o p le  in  th e  w o rld  I  th o u g h t w e  h a d  
to  fe a r— n o t th a t  I  fea r ’e m !— w a s  th e  

G en era l S u p p ly . G o o d  L o r d , w h a t d o  th e y  
k n o w  a b o u t go o d  so ap ?  W h y  d o n ’t  th e y  
s t ic k  to  th e ir  k itc h e n s  a n d  la u n d ries?  W h y  

d o  th e y  s u d d e n ly  ju m p  in to  th e  fin e  soap  
tra d e ?  W h y , I  a sk  y o u ? ”

“  W h y , s ir ? ”  e ch o ed  C h ish o lm  in  h is  
b e st  e ch o in g  to n e . H e  k n e w  th a t  A m o s 

fre q u e n tly  u se d  rh e to rica l q u e stio n s, a n d  h e  
su sp ecte d  th a t th is  w a s  on e o f  them .

I t  w as.
‘ ‘ W h y ? ”  re p e a te d  o ld  J u d so n , ru n n in g  a  

n erv o u s  h a n d  th ro u g h  h is  g r a y  h a ir, 
”  W h y ?  B e c a u se , b y  a c c id e n t o r  d esign , 

t h e y ’v e  s tu m b le d  o n to  a  so a p -m a k in g  p ro ­

c e ss  th a t  e q u a ls  o u rs! B e c a u se  th e y ’v e  th e  
m o n e y  to  a d v e rtise  it  in  a  s p e c ta c u la r  w a y ! 
T h e y ’v e  g o t so m eth in g , r ig h t en o u gh , a n d  

T d  lik e  to  k n o w  w h a t  i t  is! I  used a  b a r 
o f  th e ir V io le tte  th is  m o rn in g , a n d  fo r  th e  

first tim e  in  m y  life  I  k n e w  th a t  so m eb o d y  

e lse  c o u ld  m a k e  a s  go o d  a  s o a p  a s  J u d so n ’s 
S u p erfin e . W e ’v e  g o t to  fin d  o u t  h o w  th e y  

d o  i t ! ”
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“  Y e s ,  s ir ,”  a g re e d  C h ish o lm . “ I  q u ite  
a g re e  w ith  y o u .”

J u d so n  a b r u p t ly  s a t  d o w n  a n d  le a n ed  
fo rw a rd , h is  b o n y  in d ex  fin g er p o in te d  d i­
r e c t ly  a t  th e  m a n a g e r. H is  v o ic e  fe ll fro m  

th e  rh e to rica l p itc h  to  a  co n fid e n tia l ton e.

“  L is te n !  H a v e  w e  g o t  a  m a n  w e  ca n  
tru st?  O n e  t h a t ’s  a b s o lu te ly  lo y a l to  th e  

in te re sts  o f  J u d so n  &  C o .? ”
“  P le n ty  o f  th em , I  v e n tu re  to  s a y .”

“  I  w a n t  o n e  w e ’r e  su re  o f — on e t h a t ’s 
b e en  w ith  u s  fo r  so m e tim e— on e t h a t ’s 
k e e n  a n d  k n o w s  th e  b u sin ess, a n d  o n e  th a t 

w e  ca n  g e t  in to  th e  G e n e ra l S u p p ly  C o m ­
p a n y  w ith o u t  th e m  k n o w in g  w h e re  h e ’s  
fro m . T h a t  m e an s h e ’ll h a v e  to  b e  in co n ­

sp icu o u s. W h o  do y o u  s u g g e s t? ”
“  B e n n e t t? ”  s a id  C h ish o lm  te n ta t iv e ly . 

“  B r o o k s?  S e d g w ic k ? ”  
m N o , n o , n o ! B e n n e t t ’s to o  w e ll k n o w n . 

B r o o k s ’s  e y e s  a re  to o  clo se  to g e th e r— n ev er 
d id  lik e  h im , a lth o u g h  I  g u ess  h e 's  a  good  
e n o u g h  m a n  fo r  h is  jo b . S e d g w ic k ?  EI-m ! 
H e ’s p r e t ty  y o u n g — h a s n ’t b e e n  w 'ith u s  

lo n g . L e t  m e see, y o u  re co m m e n d e d  h im , 
d id n ’t y o u ?  C o n n e ctio n  o f  y o u r s ? ”

“  N o t  e x a c t ly . N o t  y e t .  H e ’s e n g ag ed  

to  m y  w ife 's  s is te r .”
“  O h . T r u s tw o r th y ?  S u re  o f  h im ? ”

“  Q u ite . H e  fe e ls  th a t  h e  o w e s  m e  a  

lo t .”
“ H -m ! P r e t t y  y o u n g , th o u g h . A n d  th e y  

m ig h t f in d  o u t  h e  k n o w s  y o u . C a n ’t  b e  to o  
c a re fu l. P e r fe c t ly  le g it im a te , o f  co u rse, b u t  

w e  c a n ’t  b e  to o  c a re fu l. H a v e n ’t  a  d o u b t 

b u t  th a t  th e y  d id  th e  sam e  to  us. N o — i t ’s 
g o t  to  b e  so m eb o d y  in co n sp icu o u s, sim p le- 
lo o k in g  b u t  k e e n  a n d  lo y a l.  W e  o u g h t to  

h a v e  a  m a n  o f  th a t  s tam p . H a v e n ’t  w e ? ”  
“  W h y — er— le t  m e  s e e ! ”  C h ish o lm ’s 

sm o o th  b ro w  w rin k le d  in to  a n  o u tw a r d  sem ­

b la n c e  o f  d e ep  th o u g h t. S u d d e n ly  h e  b u rs t  

o u t  la u g h in g . “  W e ’v e  g o t  a  m a n  w h o  fits  
p a r t  o f  th e  re q u irem e n ts  p e r fe c t ly ,”  h e  sa id . 
“  H e ’s  a s  in co n sp icu o u s  a s  a n  o y s te r  a n d  a s  

lo y a l  a s  a  o n e-m a n  d o g! A n d  h e  k n o w s  th e  
b u sin ess  fro m  b o tto m  to  to p . B u t  I ’m  

a fr a id  h e  isn ’ t v e r y  k e e n .”

“  W h o ? ”
“  L it t le  o ld  D e n n y .”  M e r e  m e n tio n  o f  

th e  m a n  c a u s e d  C h ish o lm  to  la u g h .
“ D a n  D e n n y ! ”  sn a p p e d  A m o s  J u d so n . 

“  T h e  v e r y  m a n ! F u n n y  I  d id n ’t  th in k  o f

h im  m y s e lf . B u t  h e ’s  so  in co n sp icu o u s  n o ­

b o d y  w o u ld  th in k  o f  h im . A n d  d o n ’t  m a k e  
a n y  m is ta k e  a b o u t  h im  b e in g  k e e n ! H e  

w a s  k e e n  e n o u g h  in  h is  m ild  w a y  to  stea l 

th e  b e st  s e c r e ta ry  I  e v e r  h a d . S e n d  h im  
in , C h ish o lm — sen d  h im  i n ! ”

T h u s  i t  h a p p e n e d  th a t  “  l i t t le  o ld  D e n ­
n y ,”  w h o  w a s  n e ith e r  v e r y  o ld  n o r b e lo w  
th e  a v e ra g e  size , b u t  w h o  h a d  seem ed so  

e v e r  s in c e  h e  e n tered  th e  e m p lo y  o f  Ju d so n  
&  C o . a s  a  y o u n g  sh ip p in g  c le rk , w a s  su m ­
m on ed  to  th e  sh rin e  o f  soap.

In  c o n v e y in g  th e  m e ssa ge  o f  A m o s J u d ­
son, C h ish o lm  ch o se  to  b e  fa ce tio u s.

“  T h e  o ld  m a n  w a n ts  y o u , D a n n y  D e n ­
n y ,”  sa id  h e . “  I  th in k  h e ’s  g o in g  to  o ffer 

y o u  a  h a lf  p artn e rsh ip , b e ca u se  y o u ’re  the  
ch a m p io n  h u m a n  a d d in g  m a c h in e .”

L it t le  o ld  D e n n y  slid  o ff h is  stoo l in  th e  
c a s h ie r ’s c a g e , n e r v o u s ly  sm o o th ed  h is  c o lo r­

less h a ir, a d ju s te d  h is  t ie  so  th e  fra y e d  e d g e  
w o u ld  n o t sh o w , a n d  lo o k e d  a t  C h ish o lm  
th ro u g h  h is  sp e cta c le s . T h e y  g a v e  h is  e y e s  
a  m ild , p a le -b lu e  a p p e a ra n c e , e v e n  w h en , 

a s  n ow , h e  w a s  see in g  red . H e  b lu sh e d  
a n d , tre m b lin g , shuffled  to  th e  p r iv a te  o ffice  
o f  A m o s  J u d so n .

“  D id  y o u  w a n t  m e, s i r ? ”  h e  a sk e d  fu r ­

t iv e ly , as h e  sa w  A m o s  b e n t o v e r  h is  d esk  
in  th o u g h t. H e  w a s  r e a d y  to  sp rin g  o u t 
th ro u g h  th e  o p en  d o o r if  th e  o ld  m an  

sh o u ld  b a r k  o n e  o f  h is  v io le n t n e g a tiv e s .
“  S it  d o w n , D e n n y .”

A n d  lit t le  o ld  D e n n y  m o v e d  w a r ily  to  
th e  c h a ir  b e sid e  th e  fla t-to p p e d  d esk . H e  

s a t  on  its  e d ge , h is  le g s  tre m b lin g  l ik e  th o se  
o f  a  sp rin te r  a s  h e  to e s  th e  m a rk . H e  was 
a s  in co n sp icu o u s a s  an  o y s te r ;  C h ish o lm  

h a d  n o t lib e le d  h im  th e re . H is  b lu e  serge  
s u it  w a s  th e  e x a c t  c o p y  o f  a  m illio n  o th e r  

b lu e  serge  su its  in  th e  c i t y  o f  N e w  Y o r k . 

H is  face , ra th e r  fin e ly  fo rm e d , w a s  u tte r ly  
co m m o n p la ce . I n  h is  w h o le  a p p e a ra n ce , 

e v e n  u n d e r close  s c ru tin y , th e re  w a s  o n ly  
o n e  co n sp icu o u s  th in g — a n d  th a t  w a s  h is  

in co n sp icu o u sn ess.
In  a  p e re m p to ry  to n e  o f  co m m an d  A m o s  

J u d so n  to ld  D e n n y  w h a t  h e  w a n te d . T h e r e  
w a s  n o  f la t te r y  in  h is  se le ctio n  o f  D e n n y . 

H e  to ld  h im  fr a n k ly  th a t  i t  w a s  b e ca u se  
“  n o b o d y  e v e r  n o tice s  y o u .”

“  I  ca n  fix  u p  a  le tte r  o f  in tro d u ctio n  

a n d  re fe re n ce — all th a t  so rt  o f  th in g — fro m
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th e  W ilso n  C o m p a n y , in  C h ic a g o , a n d  u n ­

d o u b te d ly  y o u ’l l  g e t  th e  jo b . Y o u ’ll  b e  
r ig h t  on the  in sid e , a n d  w ith  y o u r  k n o w l­
e d g e  o f  th e  b u sin ess  d e ta ils  it w ill b e  n o 

ta s k  a t  a ll fo r y o u  to  fin d  o u t h o w  th e y  
m a k e  th eir V io le tte , w h a t  it  co sts  th em , 

h o w  m u ch  t h e y ’re  g o in g  to  sp en d on a d v e r­

tis in g , a n d  a ll th a t. I  w a n t y o u  to  s ta r t  
r ig h t  a w a y . Y o u  ca n  ta k e  th e  rest o f th e  
w e e k  off, a n d  m e an w h ile  I ’ll w ire  W ilso n  

to  send m e th e  le tte rs  y o u ’ll need. T h e n  
y o u  ca n  a p p ly  fo r  th e  jo b  M o n d a y , an d  
s ta r t  to  w o rk  r ig h t off. I t  o u g h tn 't  to  ta k e  

y o u  m ore  th a n  a  c o u p le  o f  m o n th s, a n d  th en  
th ere  w ill b e  so m eth in g  go o d  w a it in g  fo r 

y o u  h ere . T h a t ’s a ll, I  gu ess. H o w ’s D o r ­

o th y  a n d  th e  b a b y ? ”
L it t le  o ld  D e n n y , w h o h a d n ’t  sa id  a  w ord  

so  fa r , g u lp e d  a n d  n od d ed .
“  T h e y ’re  a ll r ig h t, th a n k s . Y e s ,  th e y ’re 

a ll  r ig h t. B u t — ”
“  G o od ! V e r y  w ell— th is  is  T u e s d a y . 

H a v e  a  go o d  tim e, a n d  co m e  in  e a r ly  M o n ­
d a y  m o rn in g. I ’ll h a v e  th e  W ils o n  le tte rs  

fo r  y o u .”
L it t le  o ld  D e n n y  d id  n o t m is ta k e  th e  

f in a lity  o f h is  d ism issal. M e c h a n ic a lly  h e  

rose an d  w a lk e d  to  th e  door. T h e re , fo r  a  
b a r e ly  p e rc e p tib le  m o m en t, h e  h e sita te d , 

g ro p in g  to  e x p re ss  a  d o u b t th a t  w a s  g ro w ­
in g  w ith in  h im . H e  h a lf  tu rn e d , sa w  th a t  

Ju d son  w a s  a g a in  b u rie d  in  h is  co rresp o n d ­
ence, a n d  th en  fa lte re d  out.

“  W e ll, h o w ’s it  fee l to  b e  a  p a r tn e r ? ”  

a sk e d  C h ish o lm  a s  h e  re tu rn e d  to  h is  desk.
B u t  D e n n y  w a s  too  p re o ccu p ie d  e ith er  

to  resp on d  or to  see red . F o r  an  h o u r 
th e re a fte r  h e  b lin k e d  u n se e in g ly  a t th e  w o rk  
b e fo re  h im . A  th u n d e rb o lt  h a d  s tru c k  him  

•— h is  p la c id , m e th o d ica l m in d  w a s  a  ch ao s 
o f  co n fu sio n . D o r o th y , th e  b a b y , th e  

p e re m p to ry  o ld  m an , th e  p rice  o f  soap , th e  

secret o f  V io le tte , so m eth in g  go o d  w a itin g  
fo r  h im  w h en  h e  ca m e b a c k , fo u r  d a y s ’ 
v a c a tio n , a  g r a v e  d o u b t, a  g r a v e r  f e a r -  

p erso n s a n d  th in g s , ta n g ib le  a n d  in ta n g ib le , 

sp ed  c o n fu s in g ly  th ro u g h  h is  m ind.
Som ehow ' h e  g o t th ro u g h  th e  m o rn in g, 

a lth o u g h  h e  d id  n o t g e t  th ro u gh  h is  w o rk . 
A t  noon h e  d r ifte d  in co n sp icu o u s ly  ou t to  

lu n ch , from  sh eer fo rc e  c f  h a b it. A s  w a s  

h is  cu sto m , h e  w en t to  o n e  o f  th o se  co n ­

v e n ie n t b u ffe t  lu n c h  ro o m s w h ic h  a re  ra th e r

p le n tifu l in  lo w e r  M a n h a tta n , a n d  w h ere  

th e  a m o u n t o f  o n e ’s  c h e c k  d ep en d s e n tire ly  
u p o n  o n e ’s  se lf.

H e  to o k  h is  p la c e  on  a  stoo l b e fo re  a  
c o u n te r  an d  o rd e re d  h is  m e al. F ro m  th e  

m en u  b e fo re  h im  h e  k n e w  th a t  it  w o u ld  

co st th ir ty - f iv e  ce n ts, w h ic h  w a s  w h a t h e  
u s u a lly  sp en t fo r  lu n ch . B e sid e  h im  sa t a  
ro u n d -fa ce d , h e a v y  m a n  in  a  b la c k  a n d  

w h ite  c h e c k  su it . A b se n tm in d e d ly , D e n n y  

o b serv e d  th e  m eal th e  o th er m an  ord ered , 
a n d  in  h is  a r ith m e tic a l h a b it  c a lc u la te d  its  

co st a t  e ig h ty  cen ts. In  h is  co n fu se d  state  
o f  m in d  th is  m e a n t n o th in g  a t  a ll to  D e n n y , 
b u t  w h e n  h e  le f t  th e  lu n ch  room  h e  saw  
th e  o th e r  m an  p a s s in g  th e  ch e c k e r  ju s t  
a h e a d  o f him .

"  T h ir ty - f iv e  c e n ts ,”  sa id  h e  w h o  h a d  e a t­
en a n  e ig h ty -c e n t  lu n ch .

D e n n y , n e x t in  lin e , b lin k e d  a n d  stam ­

m e re d  a s  th e  c h e c k  g irl w a ite d  fo r  h im  to  
s ta te  w h a t  h is  ow n  m e al h a d  cost.

“  E ig h ty  c e n ts ,”  h e  go t o u t a t  la s t , an d  

th en , re a liz in g  th e  m is ta k e  h e  h a d  m ad e, 
w e n t on, a fr a id  to  co rre c t it.

H e  p a id  fo r  th e  ro u n d -fa c e d  m a n ’s m eal, 
a n d  h e a rd  th e  fo r ty - fiv e  ce n ts  fo r w h ich  h e  
h a d  re ce iv e d  n o  v a lu e  c lin k  in to  th e  ca sh ­

ie r ’s- d raw er. A  su d d en  ra g e  p ossessed  h im , 
a n d  h e  lo o k e d  d o w n rig h t b e llig e re n t a s  h e  

m a d e  h is  w a y  to  th e  s tre e t, g iv in g  the  

ro u n d -fa c e d  m a n , w h o  h a d  ste p p e d  to lig h t 
a n  e x p e n s iv e  c ig a r , a  g la n ce  o f  b itte r  co n ­
tem p t. H o w  a n y  o n e  co u ld  b e  m ean  en o u g h  

to  ta k e  a d v a n ta g e  o f  an  h o n o r sy ste m  su ch  

a s  th e  re s ta u ra n t u se d  D e n n y  co u ld  n o t u n ­
d e rstan d . H e  co u ld  h a v e  ex cu se d  it , h a d  

th e  m a n  b e e n  in  n eed. B u t  h e  w a s n ’t ;  h e  
f a ir ly  e xu d ed  p ro sp e rity , a n d  e x c e p t fo r  

d ire  n eed  th e re  w a s  n o  e x c u se  fo r  d is­
h o n e sty . H e  d esp ised  th e  m e n  w h o  w ou ld  

re so rt to  it ;  h e  d id n ’t  e n v y  them  w h a t  th e y  
g a in ed  b y  it.

H e  sto p p ed  su d d e n ly . H is  co n fu sio n  o f  
th e  m o rn in g  le ft  h i m . .  D o u b t  a n d  fe a r  w ere  
fo rg o tte n  in  a  s w if t  re a liza tio n  o f  w h a t  h is  

e m p lo y e r  h a d  a sk e d  h im  to  do. H e  h u r­
ried b a c k  to  th e  office, h is  ja w  ten se, h is 

ch in  o u t, le a n in g  fo rw a rd  a  tr ifle  in  h is  

eagern ess  to  fo llo w  th e  p a th  h is  co n sc ie n ce  
b a d e  h im  ta k e .

A m o s  J u d so n  fre q u e n tly  lu n ch e d  in h is  

office. W h e n  th e  lit t le  o ld  D e n n y  b u rs t  in



582 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

up on  h im  h e w a s  in  th e  a c t  o f  l if t in g  a  
g rah am  c r a c k e r  to  h is  lip s  w ith  h is  le f t  

h an d  w h ile  h is  r ig h t  c lo sed  a b o u t a  g la ss  
o f m ilk . H e  d ro p p ed  th e  c r a c k e r  a n d  re ­

leased  h is  h o ld  o n  th e  g la ss  a t  s ig h t o f  

D e n n y .
“  I  c a n ’t  d o  w h a t  y o u  a sk e d  m e  to  d o  

th is m o rn in g ,”  sa id  D e n n y  s w if t ly  a n d  d e ­

fia n tly .
N o th in g  a n g ered  J u d so n  q u ite  so  m u c h  a s  

d e fia n ce .
“  W h y  c a n ’t  y o u ? ”  h e  gro w le d . “  D id n ’t 

I  tel! y o u  th e re  w o u ld  b e  so m eth in g  go o d  
fo r  y o u  h e re  w h en  y o u  ca m e  b a c k ?  I  s u p ­

p o se  y o u  w a n t  it  m o re  d efin ite , e h ?  A ll  
r ig h t . D o  it  r ig h t— fin d  o u t a ll y o u  ca n  
a b o u t  th e  G e n e ra l S u p p ly ’s  m e th o d s— a n d  

y o u ’ll h a v e  s e v e n ty - fiv e  p e r  on  th e  J u d so n  

p a y  r o ll .”
I n  s p ite  o f  h im se lf, D e n n y  gasp ed . 

S e v e n ty - f iv e  d o lla rs  a  w e e k ! I n  term s o f  

D o r o th y  a n d  th e  b a b y  it  w o u ld  m e a n  e v e r y ­
th in g  th a t  th e y  h a d  d en ied  th em selves. 

F ro m  th ir ty - f iv e  to  s e v e n ty -fiv e  d o lla rs  a  
w e e k  w o u ld  b e  a  ju m p  fro m  p e n u r y  to  a f ­

flu en ce . T h e  v e r y  th o u g h t o f  i t  m a d e  h im  

d iz z y .
“  T h a t ’s  n o t it  a t  a ll, s ir ,”  h e  sa id , less 

d e fia n tly . “  I  w a s n ’t  th in k in g  a b o u t  th e  
m o n e y . I t ’s  th e— er— th e  p r in c ip le  o f  th e  

th in g . I t  d o n ’t  seem  h o n est to  m e. I ’m 

n o t a  s p y , a n d  I  c a n ’t  do  a  th in g  lik e  th a t ."
“  O h , t h a t ’s  i t ? ”  A m o s  J u d so n  c h u ck le d . 

“ I  see . W h y , lo o k a h e re , i t ’s  p e r fe c t ly  le ­

g it im a te ! Y o u  d o n ’t  th in k  I ’d a s k  y o u  to  
d o  a  d ish o n est th in g , do  y o u ?  Y o u  k n o w  m e 
b e tte r  th a n  th a t, D e n n y , th e  y e a rs  y o u ’v e  
b e en  h ere . T h is  is  ju s t  a  m a tte r  o f  b u s i­

n ess. I  h a v e n ’ t a  d o u b t in  th e  w o rld  b u t  

th a t  th e  G en era l S u p p ly  lea rn e d  a  lo t  fro m  

u s, a n d  I t ’s  o n ly  t i t  fo r  ta t  th a t  w e  s h o u ld  
le a rn  fro m  th em . I t ’s  co m p etitio n . I t ’s  
a  t r ic k  o f  th e  tra d e , t h a t ’s a ll. E v e r y b o d y  
d o es it . W h y , a fte rw a rd , w h en  I  m e et 

H o d g k in s — h e ’s  p re sid en t o f  G e n e ra l S u p ­

p ly , y o u  k n o w — I ’ll te ll h im  a ll a b o u t it. 
A n d  I ’ll b e t  h e ’ll la u g h  a n d  te ll m e  h o w  h e  

h a d  o n e  o f  h is  m e n  w o r k in g  fo r  m e .”
L it t le  o ld  D e n n y  gro p e d  fo r  th e  s o p h istry  

th a t  h e  w a s  su re  lu rk e d  b e h in d  h is  e m ­

p lo y e r ’s w ord s. H e  k n e w  A m o s  Ju d so n  

w a s  an  h o n est m a n ; h e  o u g h t to  k n o w  h e  

w o u ld n ’t  a sk  h im  to  do a n y th in g  d ish o n est.

A n d , a s  A m o s  s a id , e v e r y b o d y  d id  it. I t  

w a s  a  tr ic k  o f  th e  tra d e . A n d  y e t  h e  k n e w  
th a t  th e re  w a s  a  h id d en  fa ls i t y  b e h in d  th e  

a p p a re n t tru th . I f  h e  h a d n ’t  o b se rv e d  th e  
m a n  in th e  lu n c h  room  d o in g  so m e th in g  th a t  

w a s  a ls o  a  tr ic k  o f  th e  tra d e , so m e th in g  
th a t  h e  k n e w  fro m  o ffice  go ss ip  a  lo t  o f  m en 

d id , h e  m ig h t h a v e  b e e n  co n v in ce d . B u t  h e  
w a s n ’t.

b J u s t  b e c a u se  e v e r y b o d y  d o es it  is n o  

e x c u s e ,”  h e  sa id  p la t itu d in o u s ly . “  I  d o n ’t 
th in k  i t ’s h o n est. I t ’s  lik e  s te a lin g , sir, a n d  
I  c a n ’t  d o  i t .”

“  I  k n o w  w h a t  y o u  w a n t! ”  o ld  J u d so n  
la u g h e d . “  Y o u  w a n t to  h o ld  m e u p  fo r  a  
b e tte r  o ffer. W e ll, th a t 's  bu sin ess, too . I ’ll 

g o  a s  h ig h  a s  e ig h ty  a  w e e k , b u t  n o t a  ce n t 
h ig h er! ”

A g a in  D e n n y  sta g g e re d  b e fo re  th e  m en ­
tion  o f  so  la rg e  a  su m . E ig h ty  d o lla rs  a  

w ee k ! H e  w a s  so re ly  te m p te d  to  grin  a n d  
a d m it th a t  h e  w a s  h o ld in g  o u t fo r  m o n ey.

“  N o , s ir— it  is n ’t  m o n e y  a t  a ll. I t ’s  th e  
p rin c ip le , sir. I t ’s d ish o n est, a n d  I  w o n ’t 
do  i t .”

H e  d id  n o t  in te n d  to  b e  reb ellio u s, b u t  
h e  w as.

T h e  sm ile  le f t  J u d s o n ’s face .

“ Y o u  w o n ’t, e h ?  T h e n  lis te n  to  m e ! ”  
H e  ro se  a n d  to w e re d  o v e r  D e n n y . “  I ’v e  
n e v e r  b e en  a ccu se d  o f  d ish o n e sty  b e fo re , 

a n d  I  d o n ’t  in te n d  to  b e  n ow ! Y o u ’re too  
l i ly  w h ite  to  b e  in  th e  s o a p  b u sin e ss , o r 
a n y  o th e r  b u sin ess  w h ere  co m p etitio n  ru les. 

I  a d v is e  y o u  to  resign  in  a b o u t  ten  m in u tes  
a n d  d ra w  y o u r  la s t  c h e c k . I f  y o u  d o n ’t, 
y o u ’re fired . G e t  o u t ! ”

A m o s  sn a tch e d  u p  h is  d e sk  p h o n e  a n d  
ca lle d  C h ish o lm .

“  S e n d  y o u n g  S e d g w ic k  in . I  gu ess h e ’s  

th e  m an  I  w a n t  fo r  th is  jo b . I ’m  le t t in g  
D e n n y  go-— see th a t  h e ’s  p a id  in  fu ll a n d  

g iv e  h im  a n  e x tra  w e e k ’s w ag es. H e ’ll n eed  
it  a ll r ig h t .”

H e  tu rn e d  to  g la re  a t  th e  o b je c t  o f  h is  
w ra th , b u t  lit t le  o ld  D e n n v  h a d  a lr e a d y  

fled .
I I .

D e n n y  h a d  b e e n  fo r  so lo n g  a  fix tu re  in  
th e  o ffice  o f  J u d so n  & Co. th a t  h e  h a d  

n e v e r  co n sid e re d  w h a t  h e  sh o u ld  d o  i f  r e ­
m o v e d  fro m  h is  p o sitio n . N o w  h e  fe lt  lik e
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a» w o rn -o u t, d isca rd e d  p ie c e  o f  fu rn itu re , fit 
o n ly  fo r  th e  sh o p  o f  a  seco n d -h a n d  d ealer. 
A s  h e  ro d e  h o m e  in  an  e m p ty  s u b w a y  tra in , 
e a r ly  in  th e  a fte rn o o n , h is  m a th e m a tic a l 

m in d  b u s ie d  its e lf  w ith  th e  d e b it  a n d  cre d it 

co lu m n s o f  h is  reso u rces. H is  s a v in g s  h a d  
s h r u n k  to  a  tr if le  o v e r  tw o  h u n d re d  d o lla rs  
s in ce  th e  b ir th  o f  D a n , J r. H e  h a d  seen 

th a t  D o r o th y  a n d  th e  b a b y  h a d  th e  b est 
o f  ca re , a n d  o n ly  d u rin g  th e  p a s t  tw o  w ee k s  

h a d  h e  b e en  a b le  to  m a k e  h is  u su a l s a v in g s  
d e p o sit. W it h  n o th in g  co m in g  in  a n d  th e  

u su a l e xp en ses  to  m eet, tw o  h u n d red  d o l­
la rs  c o u ld  n o t p o ss ib ly  b e  s tre tc h e d  o ve r 

m o re  th a n  tw o  m o n th s.
H e  c a lle d  h im se lf an  im p u ls iv e  fo o l fo r  

h a v in g  a n g ered  th e  o ld  m a n , fo r  h a v in g  

tu rn e d  d ow n  s e v e n ty - fiv e , e ig h ty , d o lla rs  a  

w e e k  b e c a u se  o f  a  “  lily -w h ite  ”  scru p le . H e  
w o n d e re d  w h a t  D o r o th y  w o u ld  s a y  to  h im  

w h e n  h e  to ld  h er. S h e  h a d  b e en  J u d s o n ’s  

p r iv a te  s e c r e ta ry ; s h e  k n e w  h im  a lm o st as 
w e ll a s  sh e  k n e w  D e n n y ;  m a y b e  she 

w o u ld n ’t  u n d e rs ta n d  w h y  h e  h a d  re fu se d  to  

d o  a s  A m o s  w a n te d  h im  to . T h e  fe a r  th a t  
sh e  w o u ld n 't  u n d e rsta n d , th a t  sh e  w o u ld  
see  it  fro m  J u d s o n ’s v ie w p o in t  a n d  th in k  

D e n n y  s i l ly ,  fr ig h te n e d  h im . H e  w on d e re d  
i f  a  m a n  w a s n ’t  ju s t ifie d  in  p r a c t ic in g  a n y  

t r ic k  o f  th e  tra d e , a n y  d ish o n e sty , if  in  do­

in g  so h e  c o u ld  p ro v id e  co m fo rts  a n d  h a p ­

p in e ss  fo r  h is  o w n  lo v e d  ones.
D o r o th y  w a s  sew in g  w h e n  h e  e n te re d  th e  

fla t. S h e  lo o k e d  u p  in  su rp rise  w h e n  h e  

c a m e  in.
“  A r e  y o u  s ic k , D a n ? ”
“  N o — I  d o n ’t  k n o w . N o — n o t s ic k , ju s t  

f ir e d .”  H e  sm iled  te n ta t iv e ly .

“  F ir e d ? ”  sh e  e ch o ed . “  D o n ’t  b e  s illy , 

D a n ! ”
I t  w a s  p re p o stero u s, im p o ssib le .

1 Y e s ,”  h e  n o d d ed . “  F ire d , re q u e ste d  
to  resign , k ic k e d  o u t, ca n n ed . L is te n , D o t .”

H e  s a t  d o w n  b e sid e  h er, to o k  h e r h a n d  in 

h is , a n d  to ld  h e r w h a t  h a d  h a p p e n e d . W h e n  
h e  ca m e  to  h is  fin a l in te rv ie w  w ith  A m o s 

J u d so n , a n d  h is  ch in  ju t te d  o u t a s  h e  re ­
en a cted  h is  re b e llio n , D o r o th y  g la n c e d  a t  

h im  o u t o f  th e  c o m e r  o f  h er e y e s  a n d  sm iled . 
A n d  w h en  h e  ca m e  to  th e  end  o f  th e  s to ry  

sh e  le a n e d  o v e r  a n d  k isse d  h im  s o ft ly .

“  G o o d ! ”  sh e  w h isp e re d . “ I ’m  g la d  y o u  

d i d ! ”

H is  h e a r t  le a p e d . S h e  u n d e rsto o d  h o w  

h e  fe lt  a b o u t  it . S h e  w a s  p ro u d  o f  h im . I t  
w a s  a lto g e th e r  to o  w o n d e rfu l th a t  h e  sh o u ld  
b e  m a rried  to  su ch  a .g ir l .

T h e n  th e y  fe ll t o  ta lk in g  o f  w a y s  a n d  
m ean s, o th e r  jo b s  to  b e  h a d , eco n o m ies th e y  

m ig h t p ra c t ic e  w ith o u t  k n o w in g  it , u n til 

th e  b a b y  a w o k e  fro m  h is  a fte rn o o n  n a p  a n d  

o rd e re d  th e m  to  h is  c r ib s id e  w ith  cr ies  th a t  
d e m an d e d  o b ed ie n ce .

A s  th e  d a y s  p a sse d  a n d  h o p e  s p ra n g  d iu r­

n a l in th e  D e n n y  h o u se h o ld , D a n ie l, S r ., 
m a d e  th e  w e a r y  ro u n d s  o f  tra d e . B u t  e v e r y ­

w h ere  h e  fo u n d  co n d itio n s  a s  th e y  w ere  a t  
th e  J u d so n  office . F e w  m en w ere  b e in g  
e m p lo y e d ; m a n y  w e re  d ism issed . T h e r e  

seem ed to  b e  th re e  m en  fo r  e v e r y  v a c a n c y  
h e  h e a rd  o f, a n d  in v a r ia b ly  i t  w as  o n e  o f  
th e  o th er tw o  th a t  w a s  ch o sen . D e n n y  h a d  

g o t  in to  a  r u t ;  b e fo r e  th e  m a n a g e rs  to  w h om  

h e  a p p lie d  fo r  w o r k  h e  a c te d  a s  h e  d id  to ­

w a r d  C h ish o lm . H e  h a d  so  l i t t le  co n fi­
d e n ce  in  h im s e lf  th a t  th e y  h a d  n o n e  in  h im .

A ft e r  a  w e e k  o f  fu t ile  jo b -s e e k in g  h e  w en t 

h o m e  o n e  a fte rn o o n , m o re  w o rrie d  a n d  p e r­

p le x e d  th a n  e v e r, a n d  fo u n d  a  g e n tle m a n  
n am e d  G a g e  w a it in g  fo r  h im .

“  I ’m  fro m  th e  G e n e ra l S u p p ly  C o m ­

p a n y ,”  sa id  G a g e . “  I  w a n t  to  h a v e  a  lit t le  

t a lk  w ith  y o u . Y o u ’v e  b e e n  w ith  J u d so n  
fo r  a  go o d  m a n y  y e a rs , h a v e n ’t  y o u ? ”

“ Y e s ,”  D e n n y  a d m itte d , w o n d e rin g ly . 

H e  h a d  n o t  a p p lie d  to  th e  G e n e ra l S u p p ly  
C o m p a n y  fo r  w o rk , b e c a u se  h e  h a d  v a g u e ly  

fe lt  th a t  i t  w o u ld  le a d  to  u n p le a sa n t resu lts . 
E ith e r  th e y  w o u ld  n o t w a n t  a  m a n  w h o  h a d  
w o rk e d  fo r  th e ir  c h ie f  co m p e tito r, o r  th e y  
w ou ld  w a n t  h im  fo r  reason s o th e r  th a n  h is  

a b ili ty  a s  a n  a c c o u n ta n t. “  Y e s ,”  h e  a d ­
m itte d  a g a in , “  a  go o d  m a n y  y e a r s .”

D o r o th y , a t  a  g la n c e  fro m  G a g e  th a t  

seem ed  to  re q u e st  th a t  th e y  b e  le f t  a lon e, 
w e n t o u t o f  th e  liv in g  room .

“  I  u n d e rsta n d  y o u  k n o w  th e  J u d so n  b u s i­

n ess  p r e tty  w e ll, M r . D e n n y ? ”  G a g e  o b ­
serv e d .

“  W e ll— w ell, I  d o n ’t  k n o w . Y e s ,  I  su p ­
p o se  so. I ’v e  w o rk e d  in  m o st o f  th e  d e­
p a rtm e n ts  a t one tim e  a n d  a n o th e r. Y e s , 

I  k n o w  th e  b u sin ess  fro m  to p  to  b o tto m , a s  
y o u  m ig h t s a y .”

“  W e  c a n  u se  y o u ,”  G a g e  said . “  W e ’v e  

g o t  a  p la c e  fo r  y o u  in  o u r co n su ltin g  d e p a rt­
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m e n t. H o w ’d  y o u  lik e  a  h u n d re d  d o lla rs  a  

w e e k , e h ? ”
D e n n y  b lin k e d  h is  a sto n ish m en t.

“  W h a t  w o u ld  b e  m y  w o r k ? ”  h e  a sk ed , 
s tr iv in g  to  s p e a k  c a lm ly .

“ T h e  e a s ie s t  th in g  in  th e  w o r ld ! ”  G a g e  

w in k e d  a g a in . “  W e ’d  ju s t  w a n t  to  co n su lt 
y o u  n o w  a n d  th e n  a b o u t  h o w  J u d so n  &  

C o . d o es o n e  o r  tw o  th in g s . F o r  in sta n ce , 
w e ’d  l ik e  t o  k n o w  so m eth in g  a b o u t  th e ir  

S u p e rfin e  S o a p . Y o u  k n o w  w e ’re  g o in g  in to  

th e  fin e  so a p  b u sin ess, a n d  w e  n eed  a ll th e  
in sid e  d o p e  w e  c a n  g e t .”

“  A n d  t h a t ’s  w o rth  a  h u n d re d  d o lla rs  a  

w e e k , is  i t ? ”  a sk e d  D e n n y . H is  v o ic e  b e ­

c a m e  s tr a n g e ly  d e c is iv e . “  F o r  h o w  m a n y  
w e e k s ? ”

“  W h y , fo r  a s  lo n g  as w e  n eed  y o u . T h a t  

m o s tly  d e p e n d s  on  y o u , I  gu ess. I f  y o u  

m a k e  g o o d  th e  b o ss  is  no p ik e r . I ’d  s a y  
y o u  c o u ld  s tre tc h  o u t  th is  co n su ltin g  jo b  

o v e r  th r e e  m o n th s, a n d  b y  th a t  tim e  th e re ’d  
b e  so m e th in g  e lse  y o u  c o u ld  f it  in to . L o o k  
a t  m e ! T h a t ’s th e  w a y  I  g o t  m y  s ta r t. 

I  u se d  to  b e  w ith  D e lls -N a p th a . N ow ' I ’v e  
g o t  a  l i fe  jo b !  W h a t  do y o u  s a y ? ”

L it t le  o ld  D e n n y  g o t  u p . F o r  a  m o m en t 
h e  d id  n o t sp e a k . I t  seem ed  to  G a g e  th a t  
h e  w a s  g r a v e ly  co n sid e rin g  th e  o ffer. A s  a  

m a tte r  o f  fa c t , h o w e v e r , h e  w a s  o n ly  s tr u g ­

g lin g  fo r  se lf-co n tro l.
T h e  s tru g g le  w a s  u n su cce ssfu l. H e  

tu rn e d  su d d e n ly  o n  th e  w in k in g , c o m p la c e n t 

G a g e .
“  G e t  o u t  o f  h e re ! ”  h e  sh o u te d , h a lf  c h o k ­

in g  w ith  ra g e . “  G e t  o u t  a n d  n e v e r  co m e  
b a c k , y o u  ro tte n  l i t t le  s n e a k ! ”

A n d  G a g e , h is  m o u th  o p en  in  su rp rise  

b e fo re  th e  u p ra ise d  fists  o f  D e n n y , b a c k e d  
to w a rd  th e  d o o r, fe lt  fo r  its  k n o b  a n d  fled  
in c o n tin e n tly  d o w n  th e  h a ll. A lo n e  a g a in , 

D e n n y  s a n k  in to  a  c h a ir  a n d  h e ld  h is  b u r s t­

in g  h e a d  in  h is  h a n d s. H is  ra g e  o f  a  m o ­
m e n t b e fo re , a s  u n c o n tro lla b le  a s  th e  tid e , 
re ce d ed  b e fo re  th e  re a liz a tio n  th a t  a g a in  h e  

h a d  tu rn e d  d o w n  a n  o ffer o f  ro y a l w a g e s  fo r  
a  scru p le  th a t  m a y  h a v e  d o n e  h im  h o n o r, 

a lth o u g h  it  d id  n o t p ro v id e  m ilk  fo r  D a n , J r.

III.

I t  w a s  w h e n  o n ly  f i f t y  d o lla rs  o f  th e  

D e n n y  s a v in g s  re m a in e d  th a t  lit t le  D a n  fe ll

s ic k . I t  w a s  n o t serio u s, b u t  i t  n e ce ssita te d  
c a llin g  a  p h y s ic ia n  a n d  p u rc h a s in g  su p p lies  

th e y  o th e rw ise  w o u ld  n o t h a v e  n eed ed . 

A d d e d  to th e  s ix  w e e k s  o f  u n su cce ssfu l 
s e a rc h  fo r  e m p lo y m e n t, w ith  h is  co n se q u e n t 

fe e lin g  o f  w o rth lessn ess, th e  illn ess  o f  th e  

c h ild  w a s  a lm o st tra n s m itte d  to  th e  fa th e r .
D e n n y  c a m e  h o m e  a fte r  a  m o re  h o p eless  

d a y  th a n  u su a l a n d  su q rrised  D o r o th y  s e a t­

e d  b e fo re  a  b o rro w e d  ty p e w r ite r . A  girl 

fr ie n d , a  p u b lic  s te n o g ra p h e r w ith  m o re  
w o r k  th a n  sh e  co u ld  d o , h a d  lo a n ed  h e r  th e  

m a ch in e  a n d  g iv e n  h e r som e w o rk . D o r o th y  

h a d  in te n d ed  to  k e e p  it  fro m  h e r h u sb a n d , 
b u t  now' sh e  h a d  to  a d m it th a t  it  seem ed th e  
o n ly  w a y  to  m e et th e ir  u n e x p e c te d  exp en ses.

“  N o w  d o n ’t  b e  s i l ly  a b o u t  it , D a n . I t ’s  
n o  h a rd sh ip  fo r  m e to  ty p e  a  fe w  h o u rs 

w h ile  th e  b a b y ’s a sle ep  a n d  th e re ’s  no re a ­

son  w h y  I  s h o u ld n ’t  do  it  n o w  th a t  w e  n eed  
th e  m o n ey . A n d  to -m o rro w — o r th e  n ex t 

d a y  a t  th e  la te s t— w h en  y o u  g e t  th a t  w o n ­
d e rfu l newT jo b , w e ’ll n e ith e r  o f  u s  h a v e  to  
w o r ry  a g a in . T h e  b a b y ’s s lee p in g  b e a u t ifu l­

l y  n o w , a n d  th e  d o c to r  s a y s  h e ’ll b e  h e a lth y  
a n d  h u n g r y  to - m o r r o w ”

B u t  l i t t le  o ld  D e n n y  d id  ch o o se  to  b e  

s illy  a b o u t  it . H e  d id n ’ t a rg u e  th e  m a tte r  
w ith  D o r o th y , a n d  h e  sm iled  h o p e fu lly  w hen  

sh e  sp o k e  o f  th e  jo b  sh e  w a s  su re  h e  w o u ld  
g e t  in a  d a y  o r tw o . B u t  h e  k n ew  a ll too  

w ell th a t  jo b s  w ere  sca rce  a n d  th a t  h e  h a d  
c a lle d  on e v e r y  firm  th a t  co u ld  b e  re m o te ly  
e x p e c te d  to  h ire  h im .

H e  la y  a w a k e  m o st o f  th e  n ig h t, th in k in g  
o f  w h a t  a  fo o l h e  h a d  b een , y e t  n o t so rry  
th a t  h e  h a d  a c te d  as h e  h a d . H e  th o u g h t 

o f  D o r o th y  w o r k in g  a n d  k e e p in g  h ou se  a n d  
c a r in g  fo r  th e  b a b y . H e  th o u g h t o f  A m o s 
J u d so n , b it te r ly , a n g r ily ;  a n d  y e t  th e re  w a s  

m ore  a n g e r  in  h is  th o u g h ts  o f  th e  G e n e ra l 

S u p p ly  C o m p a n y  a n d  M r . G a g e .

A s  th e  h o u rs  p assed , a n d  h e  tr ie d  to  g e t 
d o w n  to  w h a t  h e  w o u ld  h a v e  ca lle d  b ra ss  
ta c k s , th e  p o ss ib ility  o f  fin d in g  w o rk  seem ed 

m o re  a n d  m ore  rem o te. In s id io u s ly  th e  
th o u g h t re cu rre d  to  h im  th a t  h e  w a s  a  fo o l 

a n d  th a t  h e ’d  b e tte r  go  to  th e  G e n e ra l S u p ­
p ly  p e o p le  a n d  b e co m e  o n e  o f  th e ir  c o n ­

s u lt in g  d e p a rtm e n t. H e ’d  b e  in  go o d  co m ­
p a n y  th ere , a m o n g  su cce ssfu l, p ro sp ero u s  

m en  lik e  G a g e . H e  rem em b ered  th a t  h e  

h a d  in su lte d  G a g e , th a t  h e  h a d  o rd e re d  h im



fro m  th e  h o u se . B u t  h e  fe l t  th a t  G a g e  

w o u ld n ’t  h o ld  th a t  a g a in s t  h im  i f  h e  p ro v e d  
a  w illin g  to o l. O n e  h u n d re d  d o lla rs  a  w e e k ! 

H e  c o u ld  a t  le a s t  s a y  fo r  th e  G e n e ra l S u p ­
p l y  t h a t  th e y  p a id  a  h ig h e r  p rice  fo r  d is ­

h o n e s ty  th a n  J u d so n .
W h y  n o t ta k e  th e ir  o ffe r?  I t  w o u ld  o n ly  

se rv e  J u d so n  r ig h t  fo r  th e  w a y  h e  h a d  
tre a te d  h im . I t  w o u ld  b e  a  le g it im a te  tr ic k  

o f  th e  tra d e , a  g o o d  b u sin ess  s tro k e . A n d  
i f  J u d so n  h e a r d  a b o u t  i t  la te r  on h e  c o u ld n ’t 
s a y  a n y th in g  b e ca u se  h e  h a d  tr ie d  to  p la y  

th e  sam e g a m e  h im se lf.
W e ll, h e  w o u ld  do it , D e n n y  d e cid ed . 

T h e n  h e  tu rn e d  o v e r  a n d  tr ie d  to  s leep . 
B u t  sleep  d id  n o t co m e. H e  w a s n ’t  su re  o f  

h is  d e cis io n . W h ile  o n e  s id e  o f h im  to ld  
h im  h e  w-as a n  in d e c is iv e  fo o l, a n o th e r  in ­

s is te d  th a t  h e  c o u ld n ’t  do  a  th in g  l ik e  th a t.
H e  g o t  u p  e a r ly , e x h a u ste d  fro m  th e  

lo n g  s tru g g le . B u t  h e  h a d  a t  le a s t  co m e  to  
o n e  co n c lu sio n , a n d  h e  m e a n t to  g o  th ro u g h  

w ith  it . H e  d e c id e d  to  c a ll o n  A m o s  J u d ­
son , te ll h im  ju s t  w h a t  h is  c ircu m sta n ce s  
w ere  a n d  i f  n e c e ssa ry  b e g  h im  fo r  re in sta te ­

m e n t in  th e  office. H e  w o u ld  a sk  th a t  

fa v o r , th e  ch a n c e  to  do th e  sa m e  w o rk  h e  
h a d  d o n e  b e fo re  a t  th e  sam e  lo w  w a g e s , fo r  
th e  s a k e  o f  D o r o th y  a n d  th e  b a b y . H e  

w o u ld  g iv e  o ld  J u d so n  a  ch a n c e  to  d o  th e  
d e c e n t th in g , a n d  th e n — w e ll, i f  A m o s  J u d ­

so n  a g a in  o rd e re d  h im  o u t  o f  th e  o ffice  h e  
w o u ld  g o  to  th e  G e n e ra l S u p p ly  C o m p a n y  
a n d  becom e a  w e ll-p a id  co n su lta n t.

H e  w o n d e re d  w h e th e r  h e  sh o u ld  te ll J u d ­

son o f  th e  r iv a l c o m p a n y ’s o ffer. H e  d e ­

cid ed  n o t to , fo r  th a t  w o u ld  b e  a  k in d  o f 
b la c k m a il. N o , h e  w o u ld n ’t  re so rt to  su ch  

a  tr ic k . H e  w o u ld  s im p ly  a sk  th e  o ld  m an  

fo r  a  ch a n c e  to  do th e  w o r k  h e  h a d  d on e 
s a t is fa c to r ily  fo r  y e a rs . H e  w o u ld  te ll h im  

w h a t h e  w a s  u p  a g a in st, b u t  th a t  w as as fa r  
a s  h e  w o u ld  go . A ft e r  th a t  h e  fe lt  h e  w ou ld  

b e  ju s tifie d  in  se llin g  o u t  to  th e  G en eral 
S u p p ly . B u t  h e  h a d  to  g iv e  A m o s  a n o th e r 

ch a n ce .
L it t le  o ld  D e n n y  s ta r te d  o u t b r a v e ly  

e n o u g h , b u t  lo n g  b e fo re  h e  re a ch e d  th e  J u d ­
son b u ild in g  h e  w a s  te m p te d  to  tu rn  b a c k . 

H e  d rea d ed  m e e tin g  o ld  A m o s, a n d  i f  h e  
sh o u ld  see  C h ish o lm  h e  th o u g h t  h e  w o u ld  

d ie  o f  em b arra ssm e n t. B u t  h e  h e ld  h im se lf 

to  th e  ta s k , fo r  h e  c o u ld n ’t  g o  to  th e  o th e r

SOAP AND

c o m p a n y  u n t il  h e  h a d  g iv e n  h is  o ld  e m ­
p lo y e r  a  ch a n ce .

T h e  g ir l a t  th e  o u te r  d e sk  k n e w  h im  

a n d  h e  p a sse d  h e r  w ith  a  m u m b le d  go o d  
m o rn in g . H e  a v o id e d  e v e r y  o n e  e lse, a n d  

w a lk e d  d ir e c t ly  to  J u d s o n ’s  p r iv a te  office. 

A t  th e  d o o r h e  p a u se d , a n d  su m m o n ed  a ll 
h is  w ill to  h e lp  h im  th ro u g h  th e  co m in g  
o rd e a l. H e  tu rn e d  th e  k n o b  a n d  e n tered .

A m o s  J u d so n , lo o k in g  u n a c c o u n ta b ly  o ld , 

w a s  a t  h is  d e sk  w ritin g . H e  d id  n o t lo o k  
u p  u n til D e n n y  co u g h ed . T h e n  h is  m o u th  

op en ed  in  su rp rise  a n d  h e  seem ed  a b o u t 
to  sp e a k . D e n n y  ste p p e d  fo rw a rd , c lo se  to  
th e  d esk , a n d  b e g a n  first.

“  M r . J u d so n , p lea se  g iv e  m e a  fe w  m in ­
u te s ,”  h e  p le a d e d . “  I  w o n ’t  ta k e  m ore  th a n  

th a t. I ’v e  co m e  to  a s k  fo r  m y  o ld  jo b  

b a c k . T h a t ’s  a ll I  w a n t, a  ch a n ce  to  do 
th e  w o r k  I  c a n  do a t  liv in g  w a g es . I ’v e  g o t 

to  h a v e  so m e th in g  to  d o . I  h a v e n ’t  m u ch  
m o n e y  le ft . T h e  b a b y ’s  b e en  s ic k  a n d  

D o r o th y  is  w o rrie d . W h y , la s t  n ig h t I  
fo u n d  h e r  ty p in g — som e w o rk  she to o k  ju s t  

fo r  th e  sa k e  o f  a  fe w  d o lla rs . A n d  w o rk  
is  m ig h ty  s ca rce . I  c a n ’t  g e t  a n y th in g ; 
I ’v e  been  e v e ry w h e re , I  gu ess, a n d  a lw a y s  

tu rn e d  d o w n . I ’m  w o r th  m o re  to  y o u  th a n  

I  a m  to  a n y b o d y  e lse , b e c a u se  I  k n o w  th e  
b u sin ess. I  d o n ’t  th in k  y o u  e v e r  fo u n d  

a n y th in g  w ro n g  w ith  m y  w o rk , a n d  if  y o u ’d  

o n ly  fo rg e t  th a t— th a t  d isag re em e n t— w e 
h a d  I  th o u g h t m a y b e  y o u ’d  ta k e  m e b a c k . 
I t ’s m o re  fo r  D o r o th y  a n d  lit t le  D a n  th a n  
m e .”

I t  w a s n ’t  e x a c t ly  w h a t  h e  m e an t to  s a y , 
b u t  th e  w o rd s  tu m b le d  o u t  th a t  w a y . A m o s 
lo o k e d  a t  h im  s te a d ily , b u t  d id  n o t sp ea k , 

a n d  it  seem ed  to  D e n n y  th a t  th e re  w a s  a  
m a lic io u s  s p a rk le  in  th e  o ld  m a n ’s  e yes.

“ H u h ! ”  h e  g ru n te d  a t  la st . “ B a c k  
a g a in , a re  y o u ?  So  y o u  th in k  y o u ’re w o rth  

m o re  to  m e  th a n  to a n y b o d y  e lse , e h ?  
H u h ! ”

D e n n y  d id  n o t s p e a k , b u t  a  flu sh  rose to  
h is  c h e e k s  a n d  h is  ja w  ten sed . I t  w o u ld  

s e n e  J u d so n  r ig h t i f  h e  w e n t to  th e  G e n ­
era l S u p p ly . I t  w o u ld —

“ S it  d o w n ! ”  A m o s  b e llo w ed , a n d  fro m  
fo rc e  o f  h a b it  D e n n y  o b e y e d .

“  N o w  lis te n  to  m e! ”  h is  fo rm e r e m p lo y e r  

w e n t o n . “ I ’m  n o t g o in g  to  ta k e  y o u  b a c k  

a t  y o u r  o ld  w a g e s . I ’m  n o t  g o in g  to  g iv e
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y o u  y o u r  o ld  jo b  b a c k . Y o u  can  p le a d  a ll 

y o u  lik e , b u t  I  w o n ’t  do  i t ! ”  H e  p a u se d , 
arid  D e n n y  h a lf  rose , w ra th  c lo u d in g  h is  

v is io n .

“ N o , I  w o n ’t  do i t ,”  th e  o ld  m a n  re ­

p e a te d , in  a  s u d d e n ly  d ifferen t to n e , h is  

b o n y  fo re fin g e r  p o in te d  a t  D e n n y . "  B e ­
c a u se  fro m  n o w  on  y o u ’re  g o in g  to  h a v e  

C h ish o lm ’s  jo b !  Y o u ’re  m a n a g e r o f  J u d - 

so n  &  C o .!  A n d  y o u r  s a la ry  w ill b e  th e  
sam e a s  h is— n o, i t  w ill be te n  d o lla rs  b e t­

te r  th a n  h is! I  w a s  ju s t  w ritin g  y o u  a  n o te  
o f  a p o lo g y  w h en  y o u  ca m e  in — I  w a s  to o  

d a rn e d  p ro u d  to  d ic ta te  i t , a n d  n o w  th a t  
y o u ’re  h e re  I  w o n 't  g iv e  y o u  th e  s a tis fa c tio n  

o f  re a d in g  i t ! ”

W ith  a  s a v a g e  g e stu re  A m o s  to ssed  th e  
p a p e r  in to  h is  w a s te  b a sk e t.

“ B u t — b u t— w h y , w h a t  a b o u t C h is ­
h o lm ? ”  s ta m m e re d  D e n n y , w o n d e rin g  if  

J u d se n  w a s  in d u lg in g  a  n ew  c ru e lty . ' W h y  

sh o u ld  I — ”
“  C h ish o lm ,”  J u d so n  la u g h e d  g r im ly ,

“  so ld  o u t  t o  th e  G e n e ra l S u p p ly . S o  d id  
S e d g w ic k , th e  m a n  I  sen t t o  w o rk  there . 

Y o u  d id n 't , e v e n  w h e n  th e y  o ffered  y o u  a  
h u n d re d  a  w e e k ! S u re  I  k n o w  a b o u t  it!  

T h e ir  p re sid en t, H o d g k in s , to ld  m e. H e  
sa id  y o u  w e re  th e  first m an  h e  c o u ld  re­

m e m b er th a t  th e y  c o u ld n ’t  b u y . N o , y o u  
w o u ld n 't  ta k e  th e ir  h u n d re d , b u t  y o u  ca m e  

b a c k  h e re  to  b e g  m e fo r  th e  th ir ty - f iv e  y o u  

w e re  g e ttin g . W e ll, D a n  D e n n y , y o u ’v e  
ta u g h t  m e  so m eth in g — so m e th in g  I  h a d  fo r­

g o tte n  fro m  th e  o ld  c o p y  b o o k s . B u t  I  
w o n 't  fo rg e t  i t  a g a in . F ro m  n o w  on  m y  

b u sin ess  is  g o in g  to  b e  ju s t  lik e  m y  s o a p -  

p u re ! I ’m  o rd e rin g  th e  a d v e rtise m e n t de­
p a rtm e n t to  te ll th e  p u b lic  ju s t  w h a t  goes 
in to  S u p e rfin e , a n d  w e ’l l  d a re  e v e r y  o th e r  

s o a p  to  d o  th e  sam e! In  a  m o n th  w e ’ll 
h a v e  th e  G e n e ra l S u p p ly ’s  V io le tte  w a sh in g  

d ishes, w h ere  it  b e lo n gs! W o n ’t  w e ? ”
“  W e  su re  w i l l ! I ’l l  s a y  s o ! ”  s a id  lit t le  

o ld  D e n n y , a n d  h e  w a s  n o t  m e re ly  “  y e ss-  
in g  ”  the  boss.

TJ U XJ X f

A N T I P O D E S

’" J 'H E  p e a c o c k , sp rea d in g  w id e  h is  ta il, 

S tru ts  w ith  a  g re a t  p o m p o sity  

A lo n g  the  ga rd en  te rra c e  ra il,

N o r  d rea m s h e ’s a  m o n stro sity .

H is  sn a k e -lik e  h e a d , h is  b e a d y  e y e  

H e  tw ists  w ith  g re a t  ra p id ity ,

T h e n  u tte r in g  a  p ie rc in g  c ry ,

H e  h a lts , in sh eer s tu p id ity !

N o w , in  th e  g a rd e n  b e d s  b e lo w ,

W ith  m u ch  re g a rd  to  sh a p e  a n d  sp acin g , 

A r e  n e a t ly  p la n te d  ro w  b y  row

C a lm  flo w ers, p e r fe c t  in  th e ir p la c in g , 

M u c h  la rg e r  th a n  th e  co m m o n  k in d  

A n d  v e r y  sm u g  in  th e ir  co m p leten ess. 

Q u ite  b e a u tifu l. B u t  y o u  w ill  fin d  

W ith o u t  a  t in y  b re a th  e f  sw eetn ess!

Dorothy Caruso.
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C H A P T E R  X V I  ( continued) .

T H E  DIAM OND HOARD.

SE V E R A L  o f  th ose  a b o u t h im  c o u ld  ill 
co n ce a l th e  sh o ck e d  su rp rise  th e y  fe lt  
a t  h is  sa c rile g io u s  a tt itu d e  to w a rd  

th e ir  H ig h  P riestess. H o w e v e r  lit t le  th e y  

th o u g h t o f  O a h , th e  fa c t  rem a in ed  th a t  sh e  

h a d  b e en  e le v a te d  to  th e  h ig h e st  p la c e  
a m o n g  th e m , a n d  th o se  th a t  b e lie v e d  th a t  

L a  w a s  d e a d , a s  C a d j h a d  ta k e n  g r e a t  p a in s  

to  lea d  th e m  a ll to  b e lie v e , g a v e  in  th e  fu ll 
to  O a h  th e  re v e re n ce  to  w h ic h  h e r h ig h  

o ffice  e n tit le d  h er.

“  H a v e  a  c a re , C a d j ,”  w a rn e d  o n e  o f  th e  
o ld er p rie sts . “  T h e r e  is  a  lim it  b e y o n d  

w h ic h  n o t  e v e n  y o u  m a y  p a s s .”

“  Y o u  d a re  th re a te n  m e ? ”  c r ie d  C a d j, th e  
m a n ia ca l f u r y  o f  fa n a tic ism  g le a m in g  in  h is

e y e . “  Y o u  d a re  th re a te n  m e, C a d j ,  th e  
H ig h  P r ie s t  o f  th e  F la m in g  G o d ? ”  A n d  a s  

h e  sp o k e  h e  le a p e d  to w a rd  th e  o ffe n d in g  
m a n , th e  s a c r ific ia l k n ife  ra ised  m e n a cin g ly  

a b o v e  h is  h ead , a n d  ju s t  a t  th a t  m o m en t a  

lit t le  g r a y  m o n k e y  ca m e  c h a tte r in g  a n d  
scre a m in g  th ro u g h  a n  e m b ra su re  in  th e  w a ll 

o v e r lo o k in g  th e  c o u r t  o f  th e  tem p le .
“ T h e  b o lg a n i' T h e  b o lg a n i! ”  h e  

sh rie k e d . “ T h e y  co m e! T h e y  c o m e ! ”  

C a d j s to p p ed  a n d  w h eeled  to w a rd  M a n u , 
th e  h a n d  th a t  h e ld  th e  k n ife  d ro p p in g  a t  h is  

s id e . “ Y o u  sa w  th e m , M a n u ? ”  h e  a sk ed . 

“  Y o u  a re  sp e a k in g  th e  tru th ?  I f  th is  is  

a n o th e r o f  y o u r  tr ic k s  y o u  w ill  n o t l iv e  to  
p la y  a n o th e r jo k e  u p o n  C a d j .”

“  I  s p e a k  th e  t r u th ,”  c h a tte re d  th e  lit t le  
m o n k e y . “  I  sa w  th em  w ith  m y  o w n  e y e s .”  

“  H o w  m a n y  o f  them  a re  t h e r e ? ”  a sk e d

This tioey began in the Argosy-Allttory Weehly for December 9.
* Copyright, i<)22, by Edgar Rice Burroughs.
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C a d j. “ A n d  h o w  n ea r to  O p a r  h a v e  th e y  
c o m e ? ”

“  T h e re  a re  a s  m a n y  a s  th e  le a v e s  u p o n  

th e  tre e s ,”  rep lied  M a n u , “  an d  th e y  are  

a lre a d y  close  to  th e  tem p le  w a ll— the b o l- 
g a n i a n d  th e  g o m a n g a n i, th e y  co m e a s  th e  

grasses  th a t  g ro w  in th e  r a v in e s .”

C a d j tu rn e d  a n d  ra ised  h is  fa c e  to w a rd  
th e  su n , a n d  th ro w in g  b a c k  h is  h e a d  g a v e  

v o ic e  to  a  lo n g -d ra w n  scream  th a t en ded  in 

a  p ie rc in g  sh riek . T h re e  tim es h e  vo ice d  

the  h id e o u s c r y , a n d  th e n  w ith  a  co m m a n d  
to  th e  o th ers  in  th e  c o u rt  to  fo llo w  him  h e  

s ta rte d  a t  a  b r is k  tro t  to w a rd  the  p a la c e  
p rop er. A s  C a d j d irected  h is  step s to w a rd  
th e  a n c ie n t a v e n u e  u p o n  w h ich  the  p a la ce  

o f  O p a r  fa c e d  th e re  issued  from  e v e ry  c o rr i­

d or a n d  d o o rw a y  g ro u p s  o f  k n u rle d  a n d  

h a iry  m en o f  O p a r , a rm e d  w ith  th e ir  h e a v y  
b lu d g e o n s  a n d  th e ir  k n iv e s . S crea m in g  a n d  

c h a tte r in g  in th e  trees a b o v e  them  w ere  a  

sco re  or m ore  o f  lit t le  g r a y  m o n k ey s .

“  N o t  h e re ,”  th e y  cried , “  n ot h e r e ! ”  an d  
p o in ted  to w a rd  the  so u th  side  o f  the  c ity .

L ik e  a n  u n d isc ip lin e d  m o b  the  h o rd e  o f  
p rie sts  a n d  w a rrio rs  reen tered  th e  p a la c e  a t  
C a d j ’s h eels, a n d  re tra c e d  th e ir  step s to ­

w ard  th e  o p p o site  sid e  o f  th e  ed ifice . H e re  
th e y  scra m b le d  to  th e  su m m it o f  th e  lo f ty  

w a ll w h ic h  g u a rd s  th e  p a la c e , ju s t  a s  T a r -  

z a n ’s  fo rce s  ca m e to a  h a lt  ou tsid e.
“  R o c k s!  R o c k s ! ”  scre a m ed  C a d j, a n d  

in  a n sw er to  h is  co m m a n d s th e  w om en  in  
th e  c o u r ty a rd  b e lo w  co m m en ced  to g a th e r  

th e  loose  fra g m e n ts  o f  ston e  th a t  h a d  c ru m ­
b led  from  th e  w a lls  a n d  fro m  th e  p a la ce , 

a n d  to  to ss  them  u p  to  th e  w a rrio rs  a b o v e .

“  G o  a w a y ! ”  scre am ed  C a d j to  th e  a rm y  
o u tsid e  h is  g a tes. “ G o  a w a y !  I  am  C a d j, 

H ig h  P r ie s t  o f  th e  F la m in g  G o d , a n d  th is is  

h is  tem p le. D e file  n o t the  te m p le  o f  th e  
F la m in g  G o d  or y o u  sh all k n o w  h is  w r a th .”

T a r z a n  step p ed  fo rw a rd  a  lit t le  a h ea d  o f  
th e  o th ers, a n d  ra ised  h is h a n d  fo r  silen ce.

8 L a ,  y o u r  H ig h  P rie ste ss  a n d  y o u r  

Q u ee n  is  h e re ,”  h e  cried  to th e  O p a ria n s  
u p o n  th e  w a ll. “ C a d j is a  tra ito r an d  an  

im p o sto r. O p e n  y o u r  g a te s  an d  re ce ive  

y o u r  Q u een . G iv e  u p  th e  tra ito rs  to  ju s ­

tice , a n d  n o h a rm  w ill b e fa ll y o u :  b u t  re fu se  

L a  e n try  to  h e r c ity  a n d  w e  shall ta k e  b y  

fo rce  a n d  w ith  b lo o d sh ed  th a t  w h ic h  b e ­

lo n g s  to  L a  r ig h t fu l ly .”

A s  h e  ce a se d  sp e a k in g  L a  step p e d  to  h is  
s id e  th a t  a ll h e r  p e o p le  m ig h t see h e r, an d  

im m e d ia te ly  th e re  w ere  s c a tte r in g  cr ies  for 

L a  a n d  a  v o ic e  o r  tw o  ra ised  a g a in s t  C a d j. 
E v id e n t ly  re a liz in g  th a t  it  w o u ld  n o t ta k e  
m u c h  to  tu rn  th e  sca le  a g a in s t  h im , C a d j 

sh r iek e d  to  h is  m en  to  a tta c k , a n d  s im u l­

ta n e o u sly  la u n c h e d  a  s to n e  a t  T a r z a n . O n ly  

the  w o n d ro u s  a g ili ty  th a t  h e  p ossessed  sav ed  
th e  A p e -m a n , a n d  th e  m issile  p a sse d  b y , an d , 

s tr ik in g  a  g o m a n ga n i o v e r  th e  h e a rt, fe lle d  

h im . I n s ta n t ly  a  sh o w e r o f  m issiles  fell 
u p o n  th em , a n d  th en  T a r z a n  ca lle d  to  h is  

fo llo w ers  to ch a rg e .

R o a rin g  a n d  g ro w lin g , th e  b o lg a n i and 
the  go m a n g a n i lea p ed  fo rw a rd  to  th e  a t ­
ta c k . C a t- lik e  th e y  ran  u p  th e  ro u gh  w a ll 

in th e  fa ce  o f  th e  m e n a cin g  b lu d g eo n s  

a b o v e . T a r z a n , w h o  h a d  ch o sen  C a d j as 

h is  o b je c tiv e , w a s  a m o n g  th e  first to  re a ch  
th e  su m m it. A  h a iry , c ro o k e d  w a rrio r  

s tru c k  a t h im  w ith  a  b lu d g e o n , a n d  h a n g in g  
to  the su m m it o f  th e  w all w ith  on e h an d , 

T a r z a n  c a u g h t  th e  w e a p o n  in th e  o th er an d  

w re ste d  it  from  h is  a ssa ila n t. A t  th e  sam e 
tim e he saw  C a d j tu rn  a n d  d isa p p ea r fro m  

th e  su m m it o f  th e  w a ll in to  th e  c o u rty a rd  
b e y o n d .

T h e n  T a r z a n  d re w  h im se lf to  the top  

w h ere  h e  w a s  im m e d ia te ly  e n g ag ed  b y  tw o  
o th e r  w a rrio rs  o f  O p a r. W ith  th e  w ea p o n  

h e  h a d  w re ste d  fro m  th e ir  fe llo w  h e  k n o c k e d  

them  to rig h t a n d  le ft , so g re a t  a n  a d v a n ­
tag e  h is g re a t  h e ig h t a n d  stre n g th  g a v e  him  
o v e r  th em , an d  th en , re m e m b erin g  o n ly  th a t 

C a d j w h o  w a s  th e  rin g le ad er o f  th e  re v o lt  

a g a in s t  L a  m u st n o t b e  p e rm itte d  to  escap e, 
T a r z a n  lea p ed  to  th e  p a v e m e n t b e lo w  ju s t  

a s  th e  H ig h  P r ie s t  d isa p p ea re d  th ro u g h  an 
a rc h w a y  a t  th e  o p p o site  e n d  o f  th e  c o u r t­

y a r d .

Som e p rie sts  a n d  p riestesses  so u gh t to  
im p ed e  h is  p ro gress. S e iz in g  on e o f  th e  fo r ­
m er b v  th e  a n k le s  h e  sw u n g  th e  b o d y  in 

c irc le s  a b o u t h im , c le a r in g  h is  ow n  p a th w a y  

a s  h e  ra n  fo r the  o p p o site  end  o f  th e  c o u r t­
y a r d , a n d  th ere  h e  h a lte d  an d  w h ee led , a n d  
p u tt in g  a ll th e  s tre n g th  o f  h is  g re a t  m u scles  

in to  th e  effort, h e  sw u n g  th e  b o d y  o f  th e  

p rie st o n ce  m o re  a n d  h u rle d  it  b a c k  in to  the  

fa c e s  o f  h is  p ursu ers.

W it h e o t  w a it in g  to  n o te  the  e ffect o f  h is 

a c t  h e  tu rn e d  a g a in  a n d  co n tin u ed  in  p u r­
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su it  o f  C a d j. T h e  fe llo w  k e p t  a lw a y s  ju s t  

a h e a d  o f  h im , b e c a u s e  C a d j k n e w  h is  w a y  
th ro u g h  th e  la b y r in th ia n  m a ze s  o f  th e  p a la c e  

a n d  tem p le  a n d  c o u r ty a rd s  b e tte r  th a n  T a r -  

z a n . T h a t  th e  tra il w a s  le a d in g  to w a rd  th e  

in n e r c o u r ts  o f  th e  te m p le  T a r z a n  w a s  c o n ­
v in c e d . T h e r e  C a d j w o u ld  fin d  e a s y  in ­

g ress  to  th e  p its  b e n e a th  th e  p a la c e  a n d  a  

h id in g  p la c e  fro m  w h ic h  i t  w o u ld  b e  d ifficu lt  
to  d is lo d g e  h im , so  n u m e ro u s  a n d  w in d in g  

w e re  th e  d a rk  s u b te rra n e a n  tu n n els . A n d  

so T a r z a n  p u t  fo r th  e v e r y  e ffo rt  to  re a ch  th e  
s a c r ific ia l c o u r t  in  tim e  to  p re v e n t  C a d j 

fro m  g a in in g  th e  c o m p a r a tiv e  s a fe ty  o f  th e  

u n d e rg ro u n d  p a ssa g es . A n d  a s  h e  f in a lly  
le a p e d  th ro u g h  th e  d o o rw a y  in to  th e  co u rt, 

a  noose, c u n n in g ly  la id , c lo sed  a b o u t  o n e  o f  

h is  a n k le s  a n d  h e  w a s  h u rle d  h e a v ily  to  th e  

g ro u n d . A lm o st  in s ta n t ly  a  n u m b e r o f  th e  
c r o o k e d  l i t t le  m en  o f  O p a r  le a p e d  u p o n  h im , 

w h ere  h e  la y ,  h a lf-s tu n n e d  b y  th e  fa ll, a n d  

b e fo re  h e  h a d  f u l ly  re g a in ed  h is  fa c u ltie s  

th e y  h a d  tru ssed  h im  s e c u re ly .
O n ly  a b o u t h a lf  co n sc io u s, h e  fe lt  th e m  

ra ise  h im  fro m  th e  gro u n d  a n d  c a r r y  h im , 
a n d  p re se n tly  h e  w a s  d e p o sited  u p o n  a  co ld  

s to n e  su r fa c e . T h e n  it  w a s  t h a t  fu ll c o n ­

scio u sn ess  re tu rn e d  to  h im , a n d  h e  re a liz e d  

th a t  h e  la y  o u ts tre tc h e d  o n c e  m o re  u p o n  
th e  s a c r ific ia l a lta r  o f  th e  in n e r c o u r t  o f  th e  

T e m p le  o f  th e  F la m in g  G o d  a n d  a b o v e  h im  
sto o d  C a d j th e  H ig h  P r ie s t, h is  cru e l fa c e  

co n to rte d  in  a  g r im a c e  o f  h a te .
® A t  l a s t ! ”  g lo a te d  th e  c re a tu re  o f  h a te . 

“  T h is  tim e, T a r z a n  o f  th e  A p e s , y o u  sh a ll 

k n o w  th e  f u r y  n o t  o f  th e  F la m in g  G o d , b u t  
o f  C a d j ,  th e  m a n ; n o r  sh a ll th e re  b e  a n y  

w a it  n o r a n y  in te rfe re n c e .”
H e  s w u n g  th e  sa c rific ia l k n ife  h ig h  a b o v e  

h is  h e a d . B e y o n d  th e  p o in t o f  th e  k n ife  

T a r z a n  o f  th e  A p e s  s a w  th e  su m m it o f  th e  
c o u r ty a rd  w a ll, a n d  ju s t  su rm o u n tin g  it  th e  

h e a d  a n d  s h o u ld e rs  o f  a  m ig h ty , b la c k ­

m a n e d  lio n .
“  J a d - b a l- ja ! ”  h e  cried . “ K i l l !  K i l l ! ”

C a d j h e s ita te d , h is  k n ife  p o ised  o n  h ig h . 
H e  s a w  th e  d ire ctio n  o f  th e  A p e -m a n ’s  e y e s  

a n d  fo llo w e d  th e m , a n d  in  th a t  in sta n t th e  

g o ld e n  lio n  le a p e d  to  th e  p a v e m e n t, a n d  

w ith  tw o  m ig h ty  b o u n d s  w a s  u p o n  th e  H ig h  

P r ie s t  o f  O p a r . T h e  k n ife  c la tte re d  to  th e  

flo or a n d  th e  g r e a t  ja w s  c lo se d  u p o n  th e  

h o rrid  fa c e .

T h e  lesser p rie sts  w h o  h a d  se ized  T a r z a n  
a n d  w h o  h a d  re m a in e d  to  w itn ess  h is  d e a th  
a t  th e  h a n d s  o f  C a d j ,  h a d  fled  scre am in g  

fro m  th e  c o u rt  th e  in sta n t th a t  th e  g o ld e n  
lio n  h a d  le a p e d  u p o n  th e ir  m a ste r, a n d  n ow  

T a r z a n  a n d  J a d -b a l- ja  a n d  th e  co rp se  o f  

C a d j  w e re  th e  sole  o c c u p a n ts  o f  th e  s a c r if i­
c ia l c o u r ty a r d  o f  th e  tem p le .

“  C o m e , J a d - b a l- ja ,”  co m m a n d e d  T a r ­
z a n ; “ le t  no o n e  h a rm  T a r z a n  o f  th e  
A p e s .”

A n  h o u r la te r  th e  v ic to r io u s  fo rc e s  o f  L a  

w e re  o v e rru n n in g  th e  a n c ie n t p a la c e  a n d  
tem p le s  o f  O p a r. T h e  p rie sts  a n d  w a rrio rs  

w h o  h a d  n o t b e en  k ille d  h a d  q u ic k ly  sur^ 

re n d ered  a n d  a c k n o w le d g e d  L a  a s  th e ir  
Q u e e n  a n d  H ig h  P riestess , a n d  now' a t  L a ’s 

co m m a n d  th e  c i t y  w as  b e in g  sea rch ed  fo r  

T a r z a n  a n d  C a d j .  I t  w a s  th u s  th a t  L a  h e r­
s e lf , le a d in g  a  se a rc h in g  p a r ty , e n tered  th e  
s a c r ific ia l c o u r ty a rd .

T h e  s ig h t  th a t  m e t h e r  e y e s  b ro u g h t h er 

to  a  su d d e n  h a lt , fo r  th e re , b o u n d  u p o n  th e  
a lta r  la y  T a r z a n  o f  th e  A p e s, a n d  s ta n d in g  

a b o v e  h im , h is  s n a r lin g  fa c e  a n d  g le a m in g  
e y e s  g la r in g  d ir e c t ly  a t  h er, w a s  J a d -b a l- ja .

“ T a r z a n ! ”  sh r ie k e d  L a ,  ta k in g  a  s te p  

to w a rd  th e  a lta r . “  C a d j  h a s  h a d  h is  w a y  

a t  la st . G o d  o f  m y  fa th e rs  h a v e  p i t y  on  
m e— T a r z a n  is d ead ! ”

“  N o ,”  c r ie d  th e  A p e -m a n , “  fa r  fro m  

d ead . C o m e  a n d  re lea se  m e. I  am  o n ly  

b o u n d , b u t  h a d  it  n o t b e e n  fo r  J a d -b a l- ja  I  
h a d  b e e n  d e a d  b e n e a th  y o u r  sa c rific ia l 
k n ife .”

“  T h a n k  G o d ! ”  c r ie d  L a , a n d  s ta r te d  to  
a p p ro a c h  th e  a lta r , b u t  p a u se d  b e fo re  th e  

m e n a cin g  a tt itu d e  o f  th e  g ro w lin g  lion .
“  D o w n ,”  c r ie d  T a r z a n , “  le t  h e r  a p ­

p r o a c h .”

J a d -b a l- ja  la y  d o w n  b e sid e  h is  m a ste r  

a n d  s tre tc h e d  h is  w h isk e re d  sk in  a cro ss  th e  
A p e -m a n ’s  b re a st.

L a  ca m e  th en , a n d  p ic k in g  u p  th e  s a c r i­

f ic ia l k n ife , c u t  th e  b o n d s  th a t  h e ld  th e  lo rd  

o f  th e  ju n g le  c a p tiv e , a n d  th e n  sh e  sa w  b e ­

y o n d  th e  a lta r  th e  co rp se  o f  C a d j.

“  Y o u r  w o r s t  e n e m y  is  d e a d ,”  sa id  T a r ­

z a n , “  a n d  fo r  h is  d e a th  y o u  m a y  th a n k  
J a d -b a l- ja , a s  I  th a n k  h im  fo r  m y  life . Y o u  

sh o u ld  ru le  n o w  in  p e a c e  a n d  h a p p in e ss  a n d  

in  fr ie n d sh ip  w ith  th e  p eo p le  o f  th e  V a lle '1' 

o f  th e  P a la c e  o f  D ia m o n d s .”
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T h a t  n ig h t T a r z a n  a n d  th e  b o ig a n i a n d  

th e  h ead -m en  o f  th e  g o m a n g a n i, a n d  th e  

p rie sts  a n d  p rie ste sse s  o f  O p a r, sa t in  th e  

g r e a t  b a n q u e t  h a ll o f  the  P a la c e  o f  O p a r , 
a s  the  gu ests  o f  L a , th e  Q u een , a n d  a te  fro m  

th e  golden  p la tte r s  o f  th e  a n c ie n t A la n tia n s  

— p la tte rs  th a t  h a d  b een  fa sh io n ed  o n  a  

co n tin en t th a t  e x ists  to -d a y  o n ly  in th e  

leg en d s  o f  a n tiq u ity . A n d  th e  fo llo w in g  
m o rn in g  T a r z a n  a n d  J a c l-b a l-ja  set fo rth  

u p o n  th e ir  re tu rn  jo u rn e y  to th e  la n d  o f  the  

W a z ir i  a n d  hom e.

C H A P T E R  X V I I .

T H E  TORTURE OK FIR E .

FO R A  H A W K E S  a n d  h er fo u r  c o n fe d ­
erates, p u rsu e d  b y  L u v in i a n d  h is  tw o  

h u n d re d  w arrio rs, s tu m b le d  th ro u g h  

th e  d a rk n e ss  o f  the  ju n g le  n ig h t. T h e y  h a d  

n o  o b je c t iv e , fo r, g u id e d  e n tire ly  a s  th e y  

h a d  b e en  b y  th e  b la c k s , th e y  k n e w  n o t 
w h ere  th e y  w e re  a n d  w ere  co m p le te ly  lo st. 

T h e  so le  id e a  d o m in a tin g  th e  m in d  o f  e a ch  
w a s  to  p u t a s  m u c h  d ista n ce  b e tw ee n  th em ­
se lv es  an d  th e  c a m p  o f  th e  iv o r y  ra id e rs  as 

p o ssib le , fo r  n o  m a tte r  w h a t th e  o u tco m e  
o f  th e  b a tt le  th e re  m ig h t h a v e  b een , th e ir 

fa te  w o u ld  b e  th e  sam e sh o u ld  th e  v ic to r i­

o u s  p a r ty  c a p tu r e  th em . T h e y  h a d  s tu m ­
b le d  o n  fo r  p erh a p s  h a lf  an  h o u r w h en , d u r­

in g  a  m o m e n ta ry  rest, th e y  h e a rd  p la in ly  
b e h in d  them  the  so u n d  o f  p u rsu it, a n d  a g a in  

th e y  p lu n g ed  on in  th e ir  a im less  flig h t o f 

terro r.
P re s e n tly , to  th e ir  su rp rise , th e y  d is­

cern ed  th e  g lo w  o f  a  lig h t  a h ea d . W h a t  

c o u ld  it  b e ?  H a d  th e y  m a d e  a  c o m p le te  

c irc le , a n d  w a s  th is  a g a in  th e  ca m p  th e y  
h a d  b e en  flee in g ?  T h e y  p u sh e d  o n  to  re­

co n n o itre , u n til a t  la s t  th e y  sa w  b e fo re  th em  

th e  o u tlin es  o f  -a ca m p  su rro u n d ed  b y  a  
th o rn  boma, in th e  c e n te r  o f  w h ich  w a s  

b u rn in g  a  sm all ca m p fire . A b o u t  th e  fire  
w ere  co n g re g a ted  a  h a lf-a -h u n d re d  b la c k  

w arrio rs, a n d  a s  th e  fu g it iv e s  cre p t c lo ser 
th e y  sa w  a m o n g  th e  b la c k s  a  figu re  sta n d in g  

o u t  c le a r ly  in  th e  l ig h t  o f  th e  ca m p  fire— a 

w h ite  w o m a n — a n d  b e h in d  them  rose  lo u d e r 

a n d  lo u d e r th e  so u n d  o f  p u rsu it.

F ro m  th e  g e stu re s  a n d  g e stic u la tio n s  o f  

th e  b la c k s  a ro u n d  th e  ca m p fire  i t  w a s  e v i­

d e n t  th a t  th e y  w e re  d iscu ssin g  th e  sou n d s 
o f  th e  b a tt le  th e y  h a d  r e c e n tly  h e a rd  in  th e  

d ire ctio n  o f  th e  ra id e rs ’ ca m p , fo r  th e y  
o fte n  p o in te d  in  th a t  d ire ctio n , a n d  n o w  th e  

w o m a n  ra ised  h e r  h a n d  fo r  s ilen ce  a n d  th e y  

a ll lis te n ed , a n d  i t  w a s  e v id e n t  th a t  th e y , 

to o , h e a rd  th e  c o m in g  o f  th e  w a rrio rs  w h o  

w ere  p u rsu in g  F lo r a  H a w k e s  a n d  h e r  c o n ­
fed e ra tes .

“  T h e r e  is  a  w h ite  w o m a n  th e re ,”  sa id  

F lo r a  to  th e  o th ers . “  W e  do n o t  k n o w  
w h o  sh e  is, b u t  sh e  is  o u r o n ly  h o p e , fo r 
th ose  w h o  a re  p u rsu in g  u s  w ill o v e r ta k e  u s  
q u ic k ly . P e rh a p s  th is  w o m an  w ill p ro te c t  

us. C o m e , I  a m  g o in g  to  fin d  o u t ,”  a n d  

w ith o u t w a it in g  fo r  th e m , sh e  w a lk e d  b o ld ly  
to w a rd  th e  boma.

T h e y  h a d  co m e b u t  a  sh o rt d is ta n ce  w h en  
th e  k e e n  e y e s  o f  th e  W a z ir i  d isco ve re d  

th em , a n d  in s ta n tly  th e  boma w a ll w a s  
rin g e d  w ith  b r is tlin g  sp ears.

“  S t o p ! ”  cr ied  one o f  th e  w a rrio rs . “  W e  
a re  th e  W a z ir i  o f  T a r z a n  o f  th e  A p e s . W h o  
a re  y o u ? ”

“ I am  a n  E n g lis h w o m a n ,”  c a lle d  F lo ra  

in re p ly . “  I  a n d  m y  co m p a n io n s  a re  lo st 
in  the  ju n g le . W e  h a v e  b een  b e tr a y e d  b y  

ou r safari— o u r h e a d -m a n  is  p u rsu in g  u s 

n ow  w ith  w arrio rs. T h e r e  are  b u t  fiv e  o f  
u s  a n d  w e  a sk  y o u r  p ro te c t io n .”

L e t  th em  c o m e ,”  sa id  J a n e  to  th e  W a ­

z ir i.

A s  F lo ra  H a w k e s  a n d  th e  fo u r  m en  en ­
tered  th e  boma b e n e a th  th e  s c ru tin y  o f  J a n e  

C la y to n  a n d  th e  W a z ir i, a n o th e r  p a ir  o f  
e y e s  w a tc h e d  th e m  fro m  th e  fo lia g e  o f  th e  

g re a t tre e  th a t  o v e rh u n g  th e  ca m p  u p o n  th e  

o p p o site  side— g r a y  e y e s  to  w h ic h  a  s tra n g e  
lig h t  ca m e a s  th e y  re co g n ize d  th e  g ir l a n d  

h er co m p an io n s.

A s  th e  n ew co m ers  a p p ro a ch e d  L a d y  

G re y sto k e  th e  la tte r  g a v e  an  e x c la m a tio n  

o f  su rp rise . “  F lo r a ! ”  sh e  e x c la im e d , in 
a sto n ish m en t. “  F lo r a  H a w k e s , w h a t  in  
th e  w o rld  a re  y o u  d o in g  h e r e ? ”

T h e  g ir l, s ta r tle d  too , ca m e  to  a  fu ll stop . 
“  L a d y  G r e y s t o k e !”  sh e  e ja c u la te d .

“  I  do  n o t u n d e rs ta n d ,”  co n tin u e d  L a d y  

G re y sto k e . “  I  d id  n o t k n o w  th a t  y o u  w ere  
in  A fr ic a ? ”  *

F o r  a  m o m en t th e  g lib  F lo ra  w a s  o v e r­

co m e b y  co n ste rn a tio n , b u t  p re se n tly  h e r  

n a tiv e  w it  ca m e  to  h e r  a ssistan ce . “  I  am
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h e re  w ith  M r . B lu b e r  a n d  h is  fr ie n d s ,”  sh e  

sa id , “  w h o  ca m e  to  m a k e  sc ie n tific  r e ­
sea rch es , a n d  b ro u g h t m e a lo n g  b e ca u se  I  

h a d  b een  to  A fr ic a  w ith  y o u  a n d  L o r d  G r e y ­
s to k e , a n d  k n e w  so m e th in g  o f  th e  m a n n ers  
a n d  cu sto m s o f  th e  c o u n try , a n d  n o w  o u r 

b o y s  h a v e  tu rn e d  a g a in st  u s  a n d  u n less  y o u  

c a n  h e lp  u s  w e  a re  lo s t .”
“  W h a t  a re  th e y , W e s t  C o a s t  b o y s ? ”  

a sk e d  L a d y  G re y sto k e .

“  Y e s ,”  re p lie d  F lo ra .

“  I  th in k  m y  W a z ir i  c a n  h a n d le  th em . 
H o w  m a n y  o f  them  a re  th e r e ? ”

“  A b o u t  tw o  h u n d re d ,”  s a id  K r a s k i.
L a d y  G re y s to k e  sh o o k  h e r h e a d . “  T h e  

o d d s  are  p r e tty  h e a v y ,”  sh e  co m m en ted , 
a n d  th en  sh e  c a lle d  to  U s u la , w h o  w a s  in  

ch a rg e . “  T h e r e  a re  tw o  h u n d red  W e s t 
C o a s t  b o y s  co m in g  a fte r  th ese  p e o p le ,”  sh e  

sa id ; “ w e  sh a ll h a v e  to  f ig h t  to  d e fe n d  

th e m .”

“  W e  a re  W a z ir i ,”  re p lied  U su la , s im p ly , 
a n d  a  m o m en t la te r  th e  v a n  o f  L u v in i ’s  

fo rc e s  b ro k e  in to  v ie w  a t  th e  o u te r  rim  o f  

th e  c a m p fire ’s re a ch .
A t  s ig h t o f  th e  g lis te n in g  w a rrio rs  read )' 

to  re ce ive  th em , th e  W e s t  C o a s t  b o y s  h a lt ­

ed . L u v in i, ta k in g  in  th e  in fe rio r  n u m b ers 
o f  th e  e n e m y  a t  a  g la n c e , step p e d  fo rw a rd  

a  fe w  p a ce s  a h e a d  o f  h is  m en a n d  c o m ­

m en ced  to  sh o u t  ta u n ts  a n d  in su lts , d e m a n d ­
in g  th e  re tu rn  o f  th e  w h ite s  to  him . H e  

a cco m p a n ie d  h is  w o rd s  w ith  fa n ta s t ic  a n d  
g ro te sq u e  ste p s , a t  th e  sa m e  tim e  w a v in g  

h is  rifle  a n d  s h a k in g  h is  fist. P r e s e n tly  h is  
fo llo w ers  to o k  u p  th e  re fra in  u n til th e  w h o le  

b a n d  o f  tw o  h u n d re d  w a s  sh r ie k in g  a n d  

y e llin g  a n d  th re a te n in g , th e  w h ile  th e y  
lea p ed  u p  a n d  d o w n  as th e y  w o rk e d  th e m ­

se lv e s  in to  a  fr e n z y  o f  e x c ite m e n t th a t  

w o u ld  im p a rt to  them  th e  co u ra g e  n e ce ssa ry  

fo r  th e  in itia tin g  o f  a  ch a rg e .
T h e  W a z ir i, b e h in d  th e  homa w a ll, 

sch o o led  a n d  d isc ip lin e d  b y  T a r z a n  o f  th e  
A p e s, h a d  lo n g  sin ce  d isca rd e d  th e  fa n ta s t ic  

o v e rtu re  to  b a tt le  so d ear to  th e  h e a rts  o f  
o th e r  w a r lik e  trib e s , a n d  in ste a d , s to o d  

s to lid  a n d  g rim  a w a itin g  th e  co m in g  o f  th e  

foe.
“  T h e y  h a v e  a  n u m b e r o f  r ifle s ,”  c o m ­

m en ted  L a d y  G re y sto k e . “  T h a t  lo o k s  

ra th e r b a d  fo r  u s .”
“  T h e r e  a re  n o t o v e r  h a lf-a -d o z e n  w h o

c a n  h it  a n y th in g  w ith  th e ir  r if le s ,”  sa id  
K r a s k i .

“  Y o u  m en  are  a ll arm ed . T a k e  y o u r  
p la ce s  a m o n g  m y  W a z ir i. W a rn  y o u r  m en  

to  g o  a w a y  a n d  le a v e  u s  a lo n e . D o  n o t fire  
u n til  th e y  a tta c k , b u t  a t  th e  firs t  o v e r t  a c t, 

co m m en ce  firin g , a n d  k e e p  it  u p — th e re  is 

n o th in g  th a t  so  d isco u ra g es  a  W e s t  C o a s t  
b la c k  a s  th e  rifle  fire  o f  w h ite  m en . F lo ra  

a n d  I  w ill re m a in  a t  th e  b a c k  o f  th e  ca m p , 

n e a r  th a t  la rg e  tr e e .”  S h e  sp o k e  a u th o ri­
ta t iv e ly , a s  o n e  w h o  is  a ccu sto m e d  to  c o m ­
m a n d  a n d  k n o w s  w h e re o f she sp ea k s.

T h e  m e n  o b e y e d  h e r; e ve n  B lu b e r , 

th o u g h  h e  tre m b le d  p it ia b ly  a s  h e  m o v e d  

fo rw a rd  to  ta k e  h is  p la c e  in  th e  fro n t ra n k s  
a m o n g  th e  W a z ir i.

T h e ir  m o ve m e n ts , in  th e  lig h t o f  th e  

c a m p fire , w e re  a il p la in ly  d isce rn ib le  to  
L u v in i, a n d  a lso  to  th a t  o th e r  w h o  w a tc h e d  

fro m  th e  fo lia g e  o f  th e  tre e  b e n e a th  w h ic h  

J a n e  C la y to n  a n d  F lo r a  H a w k e s  to o k  
re fu g e . L u v in i h a d  n o t co m e  to fig h t. 

H e  h a d  co m e  to  c a p tu r e  F lo ra  H a w k e s . 
H e  tu rn e d  to  h is  m en.

“  T h e r e  a re  o n ly  f i f t y  o f  th e m ,”  h e  sa id . 
“  W e  c a n  k ill  th em  e a s ily , b u t  w e  d id  n ot 

co m e  to  m a k e  w a r. W e  c a m e  to  g e t  th e  
w h ite  g irl b a c k  a g a in . S ta y  h e re  a n d  m a k e  

a  g r e a t  sh o w  a g a in s t  th o se  so n s o f  ja c k a ls . 
K e e p  th em  a lw a y s  lo o k in g  a t  y o u . A d ­

v a n c e  a  lit t le  a n d  th en  fa ll  b a c k  a g a in , a n d  
w h ile  y o u  a re  th u s k e e p in g  th e ir  a tte n tio n  

a ttr a c te d  in  th is  d ire ctio n  I  w ill ta k e  f i f ty  

m en  a n d  g o  to  th e  re a r o f  th e ir  ca m p  a n d  
g e t  th e  w h ite  g ir l, a n d  w h en  I  h a v e  h er I  

w ill sen d  w o rd  to  y o u  a n d  im m e d ia te ly  y o u  
ca n  re tu rn  to  th e  v illa g e , w h ere, b e h in d  th e  

p a lisa d e , w e  sh a ll b e  s a fe  a g a in s t  a t t a c k .”
N o w  th is  p la n  w e ll su ite d  th e  W e s t  C o a s t  

b la c k s , w h o  h a d  n o  sto m a ch  fo r  th e  b a tt le  

lo o m in g  so  im m in en t, a n d  so  th e)' d a n ced  
a n d  y e lle d  a n d  m e n a ced  m o re  v o c ife ro u s ly  

th a n  b e fo re , fo r  th e y  fe lt  th e y  w e re  d o in g  it  
a ll w ith  p e r fe c t  im p u n ity , s in c e  p re se n tly  
th e y  sh o u ld  re tire , a fte r  a  b lo o d less  v ic to r y , 

to  th e  s a fe ty  o f  th e ir  p a lisa d e .

A s  L u v in i, m a k in g  a  d e to u r, c r e p t  

th ro u g h  th e  co n ce a lm e n t o f  th e  d en se  ju n ­
g le s  to  th e  re a r o f  th e  c a m p  w h ile  th e  din  

o f  th e  W e s t C o a s t  b la c k s  aro se  to  a lm ost 

d e a fe n in g  p ro p o rtio n s, th e re  d ro p p ed  s u d ­

d e n ly  to  th e  gro u n d  b e fo re  th e  tw o  w h ite
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women from the tree above them, the figure 
of a white giant, naked except for loin doth 
and leopard skin— his god-like contour 
picked out by the light of the beast fire.

“  John! ”  exclaimed Lady Greystoke. 
“  Thank God it is you.”

“ S-s-sh!” cautioned the white giant, 
placing a forefinger to his lips, and then 
suddenly he wheeled upon Flora Hawkes. 
“  It is you I want,” he cried, and. seizing 
the girl, he threw her lightly across his 
shoulders, and before Lady Greystoke could 
interfere— before she half realized what had 
occurred— he had lightly leaped the pro­
tecting boma in the rear of the camp and 
disappeared into the jungle beyond.

For a moment Jane Clayton stood reel­
ing as one stunned from an unexpected 
blow, and then, with a stifled moan, she 
sank sobbing to the ground, her face buried 
in her arms.

It was thus that I.uvini and his warriors 
found her as they crept stealthily over the 
boma and into the camp in the rear of the 
defenders upon the opposite side of the 
beast fire. They had come for a white 
vreman and they had found one, and rough­
ly  they dragged her to her feet, and smoth­
ering her cries with rough and filthy palms, 
they bore her out into the jungle toward 
the palisaded village of the ivory raiders.

Ten minutes later the white men and the 
Waziri saw the West Coast blacks retire 
slowly into the jungle, still yelling and 
threatening, as though bent on the total 
annihilation of their ‘enemies —  the battle 
was over without a shot fired or a spear 
hurled.

“  Blime,” said Throck, “  what was all 
the bloomin’ fuss about anyway?”

“  Hi thought they was goin’ to heat hus 
hup, an’ the blighters never done nothin’ 
but yell, an’ ’ere we are ’n that's that.”

The jew swelled out his chest. “  It takes 
more as a bunch of niggers to bluff Adolph 
Bluber,”  he said pompously.

Kraski looked after the departing blacks, 
and then, scratching his head, turned back 
toward the camp fire. “  I can’t understand 
§i,”  he said, and then, suddenly. “ Where 
are Flora and Lady Greystoke?”

It was then that they discovered that the 
two women were missing.

The Waziri were frantic. They called 
the name of their mistress aloud, but there 
was no reply. “ Come,” cried Usula, “ we, 
the Waziri, shall fight, after all,” and run­
ning to the boma, he leaped it, and followed 
by his fifty blacks, set out in pursuit of the 
West Coast boys.

It was but a moment or two before they 
overtook them, and that which ensued re­
sembled more a rout than a battle. Fleeing 
in terror toward their palisade with the W a­
ziri at their heels, the West Coast blacks 
threw away their rifles that they might run 
the faster, but Luvini and his party had had 
sufficient start so that they were able to 
reach the village and gain the safety of the 
palisade before pursued and pursuers 
reached it. Once inside the gate the de­
fenders made a stand, for they realized that 
if the Waziri entered they should all be 
massacred, and so they fought as a cornered 
rat will fight, with the result that they man­
aged to hold off the attackers until they 
could dose and bar the gate. Built as it 
had been as a defense against far greater 
numbers the village was easy to defend, for 
there were less than fifty Waziri now, and 
nearly two hundred fighting men within the 
village to defend it against them.

Realizing the futility of blind attack, 
Usula withdrew his forces a short distance 
from the palisade, and there they squatted, 
their fierce, scowling faces glaring at the 
gateway while Usula pondered schemes for 
outwitting the enemy, which he realized he 
could not overcome by force alone.

“  It is only Lady Greystoke that we 
want,” he said to his companions. “ Ven­
geance can wait until another day.”

“ But we do not even know7 that she is 
within the village,” reminded one of his 
men.

“  Where else could she be, then?” asked 
Usula. “ It is true that you may be right 
— she may not be within the village, but 
that I intend to find out. I have a plan. 
See; the wind is from the opposite side of 
the village. Ten of you will accompany 
me, the others will advance again before 
the gate and make much noise, and pretend 
that you are about to attack. After a  while 
the gate will open and they will come out. 
That I promise you. I will try to be here

7 A
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before that happens, but if I am not, divide 
into two parties and stand upon either side 
of the gateway and let the West Coast 
blacks escape; we do not care for them. 
Watch only for Lady Greystoke, and when 
you see her take her away from those who 
guard her. Do you understand?’’ His 
companions nodded. “  Then come,” he 
said, and selecting ten men, disappeared 
into the jungle.

Luvini had carried Jane Clayton to a hut 
not far from the gateway to the village. 
Here he had bound her securely and tied 
her to a stake, still believing that she was 
Flora Hawkes, and then he had left her to 
hurry back toward the gate that he might 
take command of his forces in defense of 
the village.

So rapidly had the events of the past 
hour transpired that Jane Clayton was still 
half dazed from the series of shocks that 
she had been called upon to endure. Dwarf­
ing to nothingness the menace of her pres­
ent position was the remembrance that her 
Tarzan had deserted her in her hour of 
need, and carried off into the jungle another 
woman. Not even the remembrance of 
what Usula had told her concerning the 
accident that Tarzan had sustained, and 
which had supposedly again affected his 
memory, could reconcile her to the brutality 
of his desertion, and now she lay, face down, 
in the filth of the Arab hut, sobbing as she 
had not for many years.

As she lay there, torn by grief, Usula 
and his ten.crept stealthily and silently 
around the outside of the palisade to the 
rear of the village. Here they found great 
quantities of dead brush left from the clear­
ing which the Arabs had made when con­
structing their village. This they brought 
and piled along the palisade, close against 
it, until nearly three-quarters of the palisade 
upon that side of the village was banked 
high with it. Finding that it was difficult 
to prosecute their work in silence, Usula dis­
patched one of his men to the main body 
upon the opposite side of the village, with 
instructions that they were to keep up a 
continuous din of shouting to drown the 
sound of the operations of their fellows. 
The plan worked to perfection, yet even 
though it permitted Usula and his com- 

8 A

panions to labor with redoubled efforts, it 
was more than an hour before the brush 
pile was disposed to his satisfaction.

Luvini, from an aperture in the palisade, 
watched the main body of the Waziri who 
were now revealed by the rising of the 
moon, and finally he came to the conclu­
sion that they did not intend to attack that 
night, and therefore he might relax his 
w atchfulness and utilize the time in another 
and more agreeable manner. Instructing 
the bulk of his warriors to remain near 
the gate and ever upon the alert, with or­
ders that he be summoned the moment that 
the Waziri showed any change in attitude, 
Luvini repaired to the hut in which he had 
left Lady Greystoke.

The black was a huge fellow, with low, 
receding forehead and prognathous jaw—  
a type of the lowest form of African negro. 
As he entered the hut with a lighted torch 
which he stuck in the floor, his bloodshot 
eyes gazed greedily at the still form of the 
woman lying prone before him. He licked 
his thick lips, and coming closer, reached 
out and touched her. Jane Clayton looked 
up, and recoiling in revulsion, shrunk away. 
At sight of the woman’s face the black 
looked his surprise.

m Who are you?” he demanded in the 
pidgin English of the coast.

‘‘ I am Lady Greystoke, wife of Tarzan 
of the Apes,” replied Jane Clayton. “ If 
you are wise you will release me at once.”

Surprise and terror showed in the eyes 
of Luvini, and another emotion a§ well, but 
which would dominate the muddy brain it 
was difficult, then, to tell. For a long time 
he sat gazing at her, and slowly the greedy, 
gloating expression upon his face dominated 
and expunged the fear that had at first been 
written there, and in the change Jane Clay­
ton read her doom.

With fumbling fingers Luvini untied the 
knots of the bonds that held Jane Clayton’s 
wrists and ankles. She felt his hot breath 
upon her, and saw his bloodshot eyes and 
the red tongue that momentarily licked the 
thick lips. The instant that she felt the last 
thong with which she was tied fall away she 
leaped to her feet and sprang for the en­
trance to the hut, but a great hand reached 
forth and seized her, and as Luvini dragged
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her back toward him, she wheeled like a 
mad tigress and struck repeatedly at his 
grinning, ugly face. By brute force, ruth­
less and indomitable, he beat down her weak 
resistance and slowly and surely dragged 
her closer to him. Oblivious to aught else, 
deaf to the cries of the Waziri before the 
gate, and to the sudden new commotion that 
arose in the village, the two struggled on, 
the woman, from the first, foredoomed to 
defeat.

Against the rear palisade Usula had al­
ready put burning torches to his brush pile 
at half a dozen different places. The flame, 
fanned by a gentle jungle breeze, had 
leaped almost immediately into a roaring 
conflagration, before which the dry wood 
of the palisade crumbled in a shower, of 
ruddy sparks which the wind carried to the 
thatched roofs of the huts beyond, until in 
an incredibly short period of time the vil­
lage was a roaring inferno of flame. And 
even as Usula had predicted, the gate swung 
open and the West Coast blades swarmed 
forth in terror toward the jungle. Upon 
either side of the gateway the Waziri stood, 
looking for their mistress, but though they 
waited and watched in silence until no more 
came from the gateway of the village, and 
until the interior of the palisade was a 
seething hell of fire, they saw nothing of 
her.

Long after they were convinced that no 
human being could remain alive in the vil­
lage, they still waited and hoped; but at 
last Usula gave up the useless vigil.

“ She was never there,” he said, “ and 
now we must pursue the blacks and capture 
some of them, from whom we may learn the 
whereabouts of Lady Greystoke.”

I t  was daylight before they came upon a 
small band of stragglers, who were in camp 
a few miles toward the west. These they 
quickly surrounded, winning their immedi­
ate surrender by promises of immunity in 
the event that they would answer truthfully 
the questions that Usula should propound.

“ Where is Luvini?” demanded Usula, 
who had learned the name of the leader of 
the West Coast boys from the Europeans 
the evening before.

“ We do not know; we have-not seen him 
since we left the village,” replied one of the

blacks. “ We were some of the slaves of 
the Arabs, and when we escaped the pali­
sade last night we ran away from the others, 
for we thought that we should be safer 
alone than with Luvini, who is even crueller 
than the Arabs.”

u Did you see the white woman that he 
brought to the camp last night?” demanded 
Usula.

“ He brought but one white woman,” re­
plied the other.

“ What did he do with her? Where is 
she now?” asked Usula.

“ I do not know. When he brought her 
he bound her hand and foot and put her in 
the hut which he occupied near the village 
gate. We have not seen her since.”

Usula turned and looked at his compan­
ions. A great fear was in his eyes, a fear 
that was reflected in the countenances of 
the others.

“ Come,” he said, “ we shall return to the 
village. And you will go with us,” he add­
ed, addressing the West Coast blacks; “ and 
if you have lied to us—” He made a sig­
nificant movement with his forefinger across 
his throat.

“ We have not lied to you,” replied the 
others.

Quickly they retraced their steps toward 
the ruins of the Arab village, nothing of 
which was left save a few piles of smoulder­
ing embers.

Where was the hut in which the white 
woman was confined?” demanded Usula.

Here,” said one of the blacks, and 
walked quickly a few paces beyond what 
had been the village gateway. Suddenly he 
halted and pointed at something which lay 
upon the ground.

“ There,” he said, “ is the white woman 
you seek.”

Usula and the others pressed forward. 
Rage and grief contended for mastery of 
them as they beheld, lying before them, the 
charred remnants of a human body.

“ I t is she,” said LTsula, turning away to 
hide his grief as the tears rolled down his 
ebon cheeks. The other Waziri were equal­
ly affected, for they all had loved the mate 
of the big Bwana.

“ Perhaps it is not she,” suggested one 
of them. “ Perhaps it is another.”
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" We can teil quickly,” cried a third. 
“ If her rings are among the ashes it is in­
deed she,” and he knelt and searched for 
the rings which Lady Greystoke habitually 
wore.

Usula shook his head despairingly. “ It 
is she,” he said, ‘ ‘ there is the very stake to 
which she was fastened ’ ’— he pointed to 
the blackened stub of a stake close beside 
the body— “ and as for the rings; even if 
they are not there it will mean nothing, for 
Luvini would have taken them away from 
her as soon as he captured her. There was 
time for every one else to leave the village 
except she, who was bound and could not 
leave— no, it cannot be another.”

The Waziri scooped a shallow grave and 
reverently deposited the ashes there, mark­
ing the spot with a little cairn of stones.

CH APTER  X V III.

TH E  SPOOR OF REVENGE.

Jfc S Tarzan of the Apes, adapting his 
/ A  speed to that of Jad-bal-ja, made 

his comparatively slow way toward 
home, he reviewed with varying emotions 
the experiences of the past week. While 
he had been unsuccessful in raiding the 
treasure vaults of Opar, the sack of dia­
monds which he carried compensated sev­
eral-fold for this miscarriage of his plans. 
His only concern now was for the safety of 
his Waziri, and, perhaps, a troublesome de­
sire to seek out the whites who had drugged 
him and mete out to them the punishment 
they deserved. In view, however, of his 
greater desire to return home, he decided to 
make no effort at apprehending them for 
the time being at least.

Hunting together, feeding together, and 
sleeping together, the man and the great 
lion followed the savage jungle trails to­
ward home. Yesterday they shared the 
meat of Bara, the deer, to-day they feasted 
upon the carcass of Horta, the boar, and 
between them there was little chance that 
either would go hungry.

They had come within a day’s march of 
the bungalow when Tarzan discovered the 
spoor of a considerable body of warriors. 
As some men devour the latest stock mar­

ket quotations as though their very exist­
ence depended upon an accurate knowledge 
of them, so Tarzan of the Apes devoured 
every scrap of information that the jungle 
held for him, for, in truth, an accurate 
knowledge of all that this information could 
impart to him had been, during his life­
time, a sine qua non to his existence.

So now he carefully examined the spoor 
that lay before him, several days old though 
it was, and partially obliterated by the pas­
sage of beasts since it had been made, but 
yet legible enough to the keen eyes and nos­
trils of the Ape-man. His partial indiffer­
ence suddenly gave way to keen interest, 
for among the footprints of the great war­
riors he saw now and again the smaller one 
of a white woman— a loved footprint that 
he knew as well as you know your mother’s 
face.

“ The Waziri returned and told her that 
I was missing,” he soliloquized, “ and now 
she has set out with them to search for me.” 
He turned to the lion. a Well, Jad-bal-ja. 
once again we turn away from home— but 
no, where she is is home.”

The direction that the trail led rather 
mystified Tarzan of the Apes, as it was not 
along the direct route toward Opar, but in 
a rather more southerly direction. On the 
sixth day his keen ears caught the sound 
of approaching men, and presently there 
was wafted to his nostrils the spoor of 
blacks. Sending Jad-bal-ja into a thicket 
to hide, Tarzan took to the trees and moved 
rapidly in the direction of the approaching 
negroes. As the distance between them les­
sened, the scent became stronger, until, even 
before he saw them, Tarzan knew that they 
were Waziri, but the one effluvium that 
would have filled his soul with happiness 
was lacking.

It was a surprised Usula who, at the head 
of the sad and dejected Waziri, came at the 
turning of the trail suddenly face to face 
with his master.

“ Tarzan of the Apes! ” cried Usula. “  Is 
it indeed you?”

“ It is none other,” replied the Ape-man; 
“ but where is Lady Greystoke?”

m Ah, master, how can we tell you !”  cried 
Usula.

“  You do not mean— ” cried Tarzan.
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“ I t cannot be. Nothing could happen to 
her while she was guarded by my Waziri.”

The warriors hung their heads in shame 
and sorrow. “ We offer our lives for hers,” 
said Usula, simply. He threw down his 
spear and shield, and stretching his arms 
wide apart, bared his great breast to Tar- 
zan. “ Strike, Bwana,’’ he said.

The Ape-man turned away with bowed 
head. Presently he looked at Usula again.

“ Tell me how it happened,” he said, 
“ and forget your foolish speech as I have 
forgotten the suggestion which prompted 
it.”

Briefly Usula narrated the events which 
had led up to the death of Jane, and when 
he was done, Tarzan of the Apes spoke but 
three words, voicing a question which was 
typical of him.

“ Where is Luvini?” he asked.
“ Ah, master, that we do not know,” re­

plied Usula.
“ But I  shall know,” said Tarzan of the 

Apes. “ Go upon your way, my children, 
back to your huts, and your women and 
your children, and when next you see Tar­
zan you will know that Luvini is dead.”

They begged permission to accompany 
him, but he would not listen to them.

“ You are needed at home at this time 
of year,” he said. “ Already have you been 
gone too long from the herds and fields. 
Return, then, and carry word to Korak; 
but tell him that it is my wish that he, too, 
remain at home—if I fail, then may he 
come and take up my unfinished work if he 
wishes to do so.” As he ceased speaking 
he turned back in the direction from which 
he had come, and whistled once a single 
low, long-drawn note, and a moment later 
Jad-bal-ja, the golden lion, bounded into 
view along the jungle trail.

“ The golden lion! ” cried Usula. “ When 
he escaped from Keewazi it was to search 
for his beloved Bwana.”

Tarzan nodded. li He followed mam- 
marches to a strange country until he found 
me,” he said, and then he bid the Waziri 
good-by and bent his steps once more away 
from home in search of Luvini and revenge.

John Peebles, wedged in the crotch of a 
large tree, greeted the coining dawn with

weary eyes. Near him was Dick Throck, 
similarly braced in another crotch, while 
Kraski, more intelligent and therefore pos­
sessing more inventive genius, had rigged 
a small platform of branches across two 
parallel boughs, upon which he lay in com­
parative comfort. Ten feet above him Blu- 
ber swung, half exhausted and wholly ter­
rified, to one of the smaller branches, sup­
ported in something that approximated 
safety by a fork of the branch to which he 
clung.

“ Gawd,” groaned Peebles, “ Hi’ll let the 
bloody lions ’ave me before Hi’ll spend an­
other such night as this, an’ ’ere we are and 
that’s that!”

“ And blime, too,” said Throck, “ Hi 
sleeps on the ground hafter this, lions or no 
lions.”

“ If the combined intelligence of the 
three of you was equal to that of a walrus,” 
remarked Kraski, m we might have slept in 
comparative safety and comfort last night 
on the ground.”

“ Hey there, Bluber, Mister Kraski is 
spikin’ to yer,” called Peebles in fine sar­
casm, accenting the mister.

“ Oi! Oi! I don’t care vot nobody 
says,” moaned Bluber.

’E wants us to build a ’ouse for Urn 
lievery night,” continued Peebles, “ while 
’e stands abaht and tells us bloomin’ well 
’ow to do it, and ’im, bein’ a fine gentleman, 
don’t do no work.”

“ Why should I do any work with my 
hands when you two big beasts haven’t got 
anything else to work with?” asked Kraski. 
“ You would all have starved by this time 
if I hadn’t found food for you. And you’ll 
be lion meat in the end, or die of exhaus­
tion if you don't listen to me—not that it 
would be much loss.”

The others paid no attention to his last 
sally. As a matter of fact they had all been 
quarreling so much for such a long time 
that they really paid little attention to one 
another. With the exception of Peebles and 
Throck they all hated one another cordial­
ly, and only clung together because they 
were afraid to separate. Slowly Peebles 
lowered his bulk to the ground. Throck 
followed him, and then came Kraski, and 
then, finally, Bluber, who stood for a mo­
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ment in silence, looking clown at his dis­
reputable clothing.

“  Mein Gotti”  he exclaimed at last. 
“ Look at me! Dis suit, vot it cost me 
tventy guineas, look at it. Ruint. Ruint. 
It vouldn’t bring vun penny in der pound/’

“  The hell with your clothes!”  exclaimed 
Kraski. “  Here we are, lost, half starved, 
constantly menaced by wild animals, and 
maybe, for all we know, by cannibals, with 
Flora missing in the jungle, and you can 
stand there and talk about your ‘ twenty 
guinea ’ suit. You make me tired, Blu- 
ber.”

Kraski turned disgustedly away. " Come 
on,” he said, “ we might as well be mov­
ing.”

“ Which w ay?” asked Throck.
“ Why, to the west, of course,” replied 

Kraski. “  The coast is there, and there is 
nothing else for us to do but try to reach 
it.”

“ We can’t reach it by goin’ east,”  roared 
Peebles, “  an’ ’ere we are ’n that’s  that.”

“ Who said we could?” demanded Kraski.
“ Well, we were travelin’ east all day yes­

terday,”  said Peebles. “ I knew all the 
time that there was somethin’ wrong, and 
I just got it figured out.”

Throck looked at his partner in stupid 
surprise. ‘ ‘ What do you mean?” he 
growled. ** What makes you think we was 
travelin’ east?”

“ I t ’s easy enough,” replied Peebles, 
“ and I can prove it to you. Because this 
party here knows so much more than the 
rest of us we’ve been travelin’ straight to­
ward the interior ever since the niggers de­
serted us.” He nodded toward the Russian, 
who stood with his hands on his hips, eying 
the other quizzically.

“  If you think I ’m taking you in the 
wrong direction, Peebles,”  said Kraski, 
“ you just turn around and go the other 
way: but I'm going to keep on the way 
we’ve been going, which is the right way.”

“ It ain’t the right way,” retorted Pee­
bles, “ and I ’ll show yer. Listen here. 
When you travel west the sun is at your left 
side, isn’t it— that is all durin’ the middle 
of the day? Well, ever since we’ve been 
travelin’ without the niggers the sun has 
been on our right. I thought all the time

there was somethin’ wrong, but I  could 
never figure it out until just now. W e’ve 
been travelin’ due east right along.”

“ Rlime,” cried Throck, “  that we have, 
clue east, and this blighter thinks as ’ow ’e 
knows it all.”

O il” groaned Bluber. “  Und ve got to 
valk it all back again yet, once more?” 

Kraski laughed and turned away to re­
sume the march in the direction he had 
chosen. “ You fellows go on your own 
way if you want to,” he said, “  and while 
you’re traveling just ponder the fact that 
you’re south of the equator, and that there­
fore the sun is always in the north, which, 
however, doesn’t change its old-fashioned 
habit of setting in the west.”

Bluber was the first to grasp the truth of 
Kraski’s statement.

'■  Come along, boys,” he said. “  Carl was 
right.” He turned and followed the Rus­
sian.

Peebles stood scratching his head, entire­
ly baffled by the puzzling problem, which 
Throck also was pondering deeply. Pres­
ently the latter turned after Bluber and 
Kraski. “ Come on, John,”  he said to 
Peebles. “  Hi don’t hunderstand it, but Hi 
guess they’re right. They are headin’ right 
toward where the sun set last night, and 
that sure must be west.”

His theory tottering, Peebles followed 
Throck, though he remained unconvinced.

The four men, hungry and footsore, had 
dragged their weary way along the jungle 
trail toward the west for several hours in 
vain search for game. Unschooled in jun­
gle craft, they blundered on. There might 
have been on every hand fierce carnivores 
or savage warriors, but so dull the percep­
tive faculties of civilized man the most 
blatant foe might have stalked them unper­
ceived.

And so it was that shortly after noon, 
as they were crossing a small clearing, the 
zip of an arrow that barely missed Bluber’s 
head brought them to a  sudden, terrified 
halt. With a shrill scream of terror, the 
jew crumpled to the ground. Kraski threw 
his rifle to his shoulder and fired.

“ There!”  he cried. “ Behind those 
bushes.” And then another arrow, from 
another direction, pierced his forearm. Pee­
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bles and Throck, beefy and cumbersome, 
got into action with less celerity than the 
Russian, but, like him, they showed no in­
dication of fear.

“ Down!” cried Kraski, suiting the action 
to the word. “ Lie down and let them 
have it!”

Scarcely had the three men dropped 
among the long grass when a score of pygmy 
hunters came into the open and a volley 
of arrows whizzed above the prone men, 
while from a near-by tree two steel-gray 
eyes looked down upon the ambush.

Bluber lay upon his belly with his face 
buried in his arms, his useless rifle lying at 
his side; but Kraski, Peebles and Throck, 
fighting for their lives, pumped lead into 
the circling band of yelling pygmies.

Kraski and Peebles each dropped a na­
tive with his rifle, and then the foe with­
drew into the concealing safety of the sur­
rounding jungle. For a moment there was 
a cessation of hostilities. Utter silence 
reigned, and then a voice broke the quiet 
from the verdure of a near-by forest giant.

“ Do not fire until I tell you,” it said 
in English, “ and I will save you.”

Bluber raised his head. “ Come qvick! 
Come qvick!” he cried. “ Ve vill not 
shoot. Safe me, safe me, und I gift you 
five pounds.”

From the tree from which the voice had 
issued there came a single low, long-drawn, 
whistled note, and then silence for a time.

The pygmies, momentarily surprised by 
the mysterious voice emanating from the 
foliage of a tree, ceased their activities, but 
presently, hearing nothing to arouse their 
fear, they emerged from the cover bushes 
and launched another volley of arrows to­
ward the four men lying among the grasses 
in the clearing. Simultaneously the figure 
of a giant white leaped from the lower 
branches of a patriarch of the jungle, as a 
great black-maned lion sprang from the 
thicket below.

“ OH” shrieked Bluber, and again buried 
his face in his arms.

For an instant the pygmies stood terri­
fied, and then their leader cried, “ I t is 
Tarzan!” and turned and fled into the 
jungle.

“ Yes, it is Tarzan—Tarzan of the

Apes! ” cried Lord Greystoke. “ I t is Tar­
zan and the golden lion.” But he spoke 
in the dialect of the pygmies, and the whites 
understood no word of what he said. Then 
he turned to them. “ The gomangani have 
gone,” he said; “ get up.”

The four men crawled to their feet. 
“ Who are you, and what are you doing 
here?” demanded Tarzan of the Apes. 
“ But I  do not need to ask who you are. 
You are the men who drugged me and left 
me helpless in your camp, a prey to the 
first passing lion or savage native.”

Bluber stumbled forward, rubbing his 
palms together and cringing and smiling. 
“ Oi! Oi! Mr. Tarzan, ve did not know 
you. Neffer vould ve did vat ve done, had 
ve known it vas Tarzan of the Apes. Safe 
me! Ten pounds—tventy pounds—any- 
t ’ing. Name your own price. Safe me und 
it is yours.”

Tarzan ignored the jew and turned to­
ward the others. “ I am looking for one 
of your men,” he said—“ a black named 
Luvini. He killed my wife. Where is 
he?”

“ We know nothing of that,” said Kras­
ki. “ Luvini betrayed us and deserted us. 
Y'our wife and another white woman were 
in our camp at the time. None of us knows 
what became of them. They were behind 
us when we took our post to defend the 
camp from our men and the slaves of the 
Arabs. Your Waziri were there. After the 
enemy had withdrawn we found that the 
two white women had disappeared. We do 
not know what became of them. We are 
looking for them now.”

“ My Waziri told me as much," said 
Tarzan, “ but have you seen aught of 
Luvini since?”

“ No, we have not,” replied Kraski.
“ What are you doing here?” demanded 

Tarzan.
“ We came w'ith Mr. Bluber on a scien­

tific expedition,” replied the Russian. “ We 
have had a great deal of trouble. Our head­
men, askari and porters have mutinied and 
deserted. We are absolutely alone and 
helpless.”

“ Oi! Oi!” cried Bluber. “ Safe us! 
Safe us! But keep dot lion avay. He 
makes me nerfous.”
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“ He will not hurt you— unless I  tell him 
to,” said Tarzan.

“ Den please don’t tell him to!” cried 
Bluber.

“ Where do you want to go?” asked Tar­
zan.

“ We are trying to get back to the coast,” 
replied Kraski, “  and from there to Lon­
don.”

“ Come with me,” said Tarzan. “ Pos­
sibly I can help you. You do not deserve 
it, but I cannot see white men perish here in 
the jungle.”

They followed him toward the west, and 
that night they made camp beside a small 
jungle stream.

It was difficult for the four Londoners 
to accustom themselves to the presence of 
the great lion, and Bluber was constantly in 
a state of palpable terror.

As they squatted around the fire after 
the evening meal, which Tarzan had pro­
vided, Kraski suggested that they set to 
and build some sort of a shelter against the 
wild beasts.

“ It will not be necessary,” said Tarzan. 
“ Jad-bal-ja will guard you. He will sleep 
here beside Tarzan of the Apes, and what 
one of us does not hear the other will.”

Bluber sighed. “ Mein G otti” he cried. 
“  I should giff ten pounds for vun night’s 
sleep.”

“ You may have it to-night for less than 
that,” replied Tarzan; “ for nothing shall 
befall you while Jad-bal-ja and I are 
here.”

“  Veil, den, I t ’ink I say good night,” 
said the jew, and, moving a few paces away 
from the fire, he curled up and was soon 
asleep.

Throck and Peebles followed suit, and, 
shortly after, Kraski too.

As the Russian lay, half dozing, his eyes 
partially open, he saw the Ape-man rise 
from the squatting position he had main­
tained before the fire, and turn toward a 
near-by tree. As he did so something fell 
from beneath his loin cloth— a little sack 
made of hides— a little sack bulging with its 
contents. Kraski, thoroughly awakened 
now, watched it as the Ape-man moved off 
a short distance, accompanied by Jad-bal- 
ja, and lay down to sleep.

The great lion curled beside the prostrate 
man, and presently the Russian was as­
sured that both slept. Immediately he com­
menced crawling stealthily and slowly to­
ward the little package lying beside the fire. 
With each forward move that he made he 
paused and looked at the recumbent figures 
of the two ferocious beasts before him, but 
both slept on peacefully. At last the Rus­
sian could reach out and grasp the sack, 
and, drawing it toward him, he stuffed it 
quickly inside his shirt. Then he turned 
and crawled slowly and carefully back to 
his place beyond the fire. There, lying 
with his head upon one arm as though in 
profound slumber, he felt carefully of the 
sack with the fingers of his left hand.

“  They feel like pebbles,” he muttered 
to himself; “ and doubtless that is what 
they are, for the barbaric ornamentation 
of this savage barbarian who is a peer of 
England. It does not seem possible that 
this wild beast has sat in the House of 
Lords.”

Noiselessly Kraski undid the knot which 
held the mouth of the sack closed, and a 
moment later he let a portion of the con­
tents trickle forth into his open palm.

“ M y God!” he cried. “  Diamonds!”
Greedily he poured them all out and 

gloated over them— great scintillating stones 
of the first water— five pounds of pure, 
white diamonds, representing so fabulous a 
fortune that the very contemplation of it 
staggered the Russian.

“ M y God! ” he repeated. “  The wealth 
of Croesus in my own hand.”

Quickly he gathered up the stones and 
replaced them in the sack, always with one 
eye upon Tarzan and Jad-bal-ja; but 
neither stirred, and presently he had re­
turned them all to the pouch and slipped 
the package inside his shirt.

“ To-morrow,” he muttered, “ to-morrow. 
Would to God that I had the nerve to at­
tempt it to-night!”

In the middle of the following morning 
Tarzan, with the four Londoners, ap­
proached a good-sized stockaded village, 
containing many huts. He was received 
not only graciously, but writh the deference 
due an emperor.

The whites were awed by the attitude of
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the black chief and his warriors as Tarzan 
was conducted into their presence.

After the usual ceremony had been gone 
through, Tarzan turned and waved his hand 
toward the four Europeans. “ These are 
my friends,” he said to the black chief, 
“ and they wish to reach the coast in safety. 
Send with them, then, sufficient warriors 
to feed and guard them during the journey. 
It is I, Tarzan of the Apes, who requests 
this favor.”

“ Tarzan of the Apes, the great chief, 
Lord of the Jungle, has but to command,” 
replied the black.

“ Good!” exclaimed Tarzan. “ Feed 
them well and treat them well. 1 have 
other business to attend to and may not 
remain.”

“ Their bellies shall be filled, and they 
shall reach the coast unscathed,” replied 
the chief.

Without a word of farewell, without even 
a sign that he realized their existence, Tar­
zan of the Apes passed from the sight of 
the four Europeans, while at his heels paced 
Jad-bal-ja, the golden lion.

CHAPTER XIX.

A BARBED SH AFT K IL L S .

KRASKI spent a sleepless night. He 
could not help but realize that sooner 
or later Tarzan would discover the 

loss of his pouch of diamonds, and that he 
would return and demand an accounting 
of the four Londoners he had befriended. 
And so it was that as the first streak of 
dawn lighted the eastern horizon the Rus­
sian arose from him pallet of dried grasses 
within the hut that had been assigned him 
and Bluber by the chief, and crept stealthily 
out into the village street.

“ God!” he muttered to himself. “ There 
is only one chance in a thousand that I 
can reach the coast alone, but this ”—he 
pressed his hand over the bag of diamonds 
that lay within his shirt—“ but this, this 
is worth every effort, even to the sacrifice 
of life—the fortune of a thousand kings! 
My God, what could I not do with it in 
London and Paris and New York!”

Stealthily he slunk from the village, and

presently the verdure of the jungle beyond 
closed about Carl Kraski, the Russian, as 
he disappeared forever from the lives of his 
companions.

Bluber was the first to discover the ab­
sence of Kraski, for, although there was no 
love between the two, they had been thrown 
together owing to the friendship of Peebles 
and Throck.

“ Have you seen Carl this morning?” he 
asked Peebles as the three men gathered 
around the pot containing the unsavory 
stew that had been brought to them for 
their breakfast.

“ No,” said Peebles. u He must be asleep 
yet.”

“ He is not in the hut,” replied Bluber. 
“ He vus not dere ven I voke up.”

“ He can take care of himself,” growled 
Throck, resuming his breakfast. “ You’ll 
likely find him with some of the ladies.” 
And he grinned in appreciation of his little 
joke on Carl Kraski's well-known weak­
ness.

They had finished their breakfast and 
were attempting to communicate with some 
of the warriors, in an effort to learn when 
the chief proposed that they should set 
forth for the coast, and still Kraski had 
not made an appearance. By this time 
Bluber was considerably concerned, not at 
all for Kraski’s safety, but for his own, 
since, if something should happen to Kraski 
in this friendly village in the still watches 
of the night, a similar fate might overtake 
him; and when he made this suggestion 
to the others it gave them food for thought, 
too, so that there were three rather appre­
hensive men who sought an audience with 
the chief.

By means of signs and pidgin English, 
and distorted native dialect, a word or two 
of which each of the three understood, they 
managed to convey to the chief the informa­
tion that Kraski had disappeared, and that 
they wanted to know what had become of 
him.

The chief was, of course, as much puz­
zled as they, and immediately instituted a 
thorough search of the village, with the 
result that it was soon found that Kraski 
was not within the palisade; and shortly 
afterward footprints were discovered lead­
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ing through the village gateway into the 
jungle.

“  Mein G otti” exclaimed Bluber. “ He 
vent out dere, und he vent alone, in der 
middle of der night. He must have been 
crazy.”

“ Gawd!” cried Throck. “  What did he 
want to do that for?”

“  You ain’t missed nothin’, have you?” 
asked Peebles of the other two. “  ’E might 
’ave stolen somethin’.”

“ Oil Oil Vot have ve got to steal?” 
cried Bluber. “ Our guns, our ammunition 
— dey are here beside us. He did not take 
them. Besides dose ve have nothing of 
value except my tventy guinea suit,”

“  But what did ’e do it for?” demanded 
Peebles.

“ ’E must ’ave been walkin’ in his bloom­
in’ sleep,” said Throck.

And that was as near to an explanation 
of Kraski’s mysterious disappearance as the 
three could reach. An hour later they set 
out toward the coast under the protection 
of a company of the chief’s warriors.

Kraski, his rifle slung over his shoulder, 
moved doggedly along the jungle trail, a 
heavy automatic pistol grasped in his right 
hand. His ears were constantly strained 
for the first intimation of pursuit as well 
as for whatever other dangers might lurk 
before or upon either side. Alone in the 
mysterious jungle he was experiencing a 
nightmare of terror, and with each mile that 
he traveled the value of the diamonds be­
came less and less by comparison with the 
frightful ordeal that he realized he must 
pass through before he could hope to reach 
the coast.

Once Histah, the snake, swinging from 
a low-hung branch across the trail, barred 
his way, and the man dared not fire at 
him for fear of attracting the attaition of 
possible pursuers to his position. He was 
forced, therefore, to make a detour through 
the tangled mass of underbrush which grew 
closely upon either side of the narrow trail. 
When he reached it again, beyond the 
snake, his clothing was more torn and tat­
tered than before, and his flesh was 
scratched and cut and bleeding from the 
innumerable thorns past which he had been 
compelled to force his way. He was soaked

with perspiration and panting from exhaus­
tion, and his clothing was filled with ants 
whose vicious attacks upon his flesh ren­
dered him half mad with pain.

Once again in the clear, he tore his cloth­
ing from him and sought frantically to rid 
himself of the torturing pests. So thick 
were the myriad ants upon his clothing that 
he dared not attempt to reclaim it. Only 
the sack of diamonds, his ammunition and 
his weapons did he snatch from the ravening 
horde whose numbers were rapidly increas­
ing, apparently by millions, as they sought 
again to lay hold upon him and devour him.

Shaking the bulk of the ants from the 
articles he had retrieved, Kraski dashed 
madly along the trail as naked as the day 
he was born, and when, a half hour later, 
stumbling and at last falling exhausted, 
he lay panting upon the damp jungle earth 
he realized the utter futility of his mad 
attempt to reach the coast alone, even more 
fully than he ever could have under any 
other circumstances, since there is nothing 
that so paralyzes the courage and self-con­
fidence of a civilized man as to be deprived 
of his clothing.

However scant the protection that might 
have been afforded by the torn and tattered 
garments he had discarded, he could not 
have felt more helpless had he lost his 
weapons and ammunition instead, for, to 
such an extent are we the creatures of habit 
and environment. It was, therefore, a ter­
rified Kraski, already foredoomed to fail­
ure, who crawled fearfully along the trail.

That night, hungry and cold, he slept in 
the crotch of a great tree while the hunting 
carnivores roared and coughed and growled 
through the blackness of the jungle about 
him. Shivering with terror, he started mo­
mentarily to fearful wakefulness, and when, , 
from exhaustion, he would doze again, it 
was not to rest but to dream of horrors 
that a sudden roar would merge into reality. 
Thus the long hours of frightful night 
dragged out their tedious length, until it 
seemed that dawn would never come. But 
come it did, and once again he took up his 
stumbling way toward the west.

Reduced by fear and fatigue and pain to 
a state bordering upon half-consciousness, 
he blundered on, with each passing hour
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becoming perceptibly weaker, for he had 
been without food or water since he had 
deserted his companions more than thirty 
hours before.

Noon was approaching. Kraski was mov­
ing but slowly now with frequent rests, and 
it was during one of these that there came 
to his numbed sensibilities an insistent sug­
gestion of the voices of human beings not 
far distant. Quickly he shook himself and 
attempted to concentrate his waning fac­
ulties. He listened intently, and presently, 
with a renewal of strength, he arose to his 
feet.

There was no doubt about it. He heard 
voices but a short distance away, and they 
sounded not like the tones of the natives, 
but rather those of Europeans. Yet he was 
still careful, and so he crawled cautiously 
forward, until at a turning of the trail he 
saw before him a clearing dotted with trees 
which bordered the banks of a muddy 
stream. Near the edge of the river was 
a small hut thatched with grasses and sur­
rounded by a rude palisade and further pro­
tected by an outer boma of thorn bushes.

It was from the direction of the hut that 
the voices were coming, and now he clearly 
discerned a woman’s voice raised in protest 
and in anger, and replying to it the deep 
voice of a man.

Slowly the eyes of Carl Kraski went wide 
in incredulity, not unmixed with terror, for 
the tones of the voice of the man he heard 
were the tones of the dead Esteban Miran­
da, and the voice of the woman was that of 
the missing Flora Hawkes, whom he had 
long since given up as dead also. But 
Carl Kraski was no great believer in the 
supernatural. Disembodied spirits need no 
huts or palisades or bomas of thorns. The 
owners of those voices were as alive— as 
material— as he.

He started forward toward the hut, his 
hatred of Esteban and his jealousy almost 
forgotten in the relief he felt in the reali­
zation that he was again to have the com­
panionship of creatures of his own kind. 
He had moved, however, but a few steps 
from the edge of the jungle when the wom­
an’s voice came again to his ear, and with 
it the sudden realization of his nakedness.

He paused in thought, looking about him, 
and presently he was busily engaged gather­
ing the long, broad-leaved jungle grasses, 
from which he fabricated a rude but ser­
viceable skirt, which he fastened about his 
waist with a twisted rope of the same ma­
terial. Then, with a feeling of renewed con­
fidence, he moved forward toward the hut. 
Fearing that they might not recognize him 
at first, and, taking him for an enemy, 
attack him, Kraski, before he reached the 
entrance to the palisade, called Esteban by 
name. Immediately the Spaniard came 
from the hut, followed by the girl. Had 
Kraski not heard his voice and recognized 
him by it, he would have thought him 
Tarzan of the Apes, so close was the re­
markable resemblance.

For a moment the two stood looking at 
the strange apparition before them.

,£ Don’t you know me?” asked Kraski. 
“ I am Carl— Carl Kraski. You know me, 
Flora.”

" C arl!” exclaimed the girl, and started 
to leap forward; but Esteban grasped her 
by the wrist and held her back.

What are you doing here, Kraski?” 
asked the Spaniard in a surly tone.

“ I am trying to make my way to the 
coast,” replied the Russian. “ I am nearly 
dead from starvation and exposure.”

“ The way to the coast is there,”  said the 
Spaniard, and pointed down the trail to­
ward the west. '£ Keep moving, Kraski; it 
is not healthy for you here.”

” You mean to say that you would send, 
me on without food or water?” demanded 
the Russian.

“ There is water,” said Esteban, pointing 
at the river, “  and the jungle is full of food 
for one with sufficient courage and intelli­
gence to gather it.”

“  You cannot send him aw ay!”  cried the 
girl. £‘ I did not think it possible that even 
you could be so cruel.” Then, turning to 
the Russian, “ Oh, Carl,”  she cried, i! do 
not go! Save me! Save me from this 
beast! ”

“ Then stand aside!” cried Kraski, and 
as the girl wrenched herself free from the 
grasp of Miranda, the Russian leveled his 
automatic and fired point-blank!

T O  B E  C O N C L U D E D  N E X T  W E E K
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XII. TH E S A N D E R S O N  SA PPH IR E S.

THE Sanderson sapphires, the rarest of 
precious gems, had been stolen, and 
it was reported that Jimmie Tucker, 

reputed to be the thief, was coming over on 
the Albatross. Moreover, the authorities 
had information that the audacious Tucker 
had openly boasted that he would smuggle 
them through the customs line in spite of 
the entire United States government.

It was that boast which brought Viola 
Craig to see Peabody Smith. Viola was the 
companion of Mrs. Sarah Sanderson, the 
owner of the stones, who was naturally very

much flustered over their loss. She feared 
that some act of stupidity might enable 
Tucker to make his boast good, and it was 
for that reason that Viola was begging him 
to take the case.

Peabody shook his head and the crows’ 
feet around his eyes seemed to multiply by 
the hundred. He was tired, and the thought 
of recovering other people's jewels did not 
appeal to him very strongly. He was about 
to refuse, but Viola Craig gave him such an 
appealing glance that he hesitated, and in 
that moment he was lost. Her auburn
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hair, her clear complexion, and the winsome, 
wistful eyes of gray attracted the detective 
powerfully.

She described the gems in detail. One 
was a cornflower blue tint. The depth of 
the color was remarkable. Cut in the form 
of a dome it showed six starlike rays. The 
play of colors varied according to the direc­
tion in which it was viewed. It came from 
Burma and had been acquired by the uncle 
of Sarah Sanderson, who was preparing to 
send it to her when it suddenly disappeared. 
The mate of this stone was said to be in 
the possession of the King of Ava. The 
other sapphire resembled the first one ex­
cept that it was slightly smaller. This sec­
ond gem had its counterpart in the museum 
of the Jardin des Plantes, in Paris.

“ Miss Craig,” said Peabody with his 
melancholy smile, “  I ’ll undertake the case 
and do the best I can.”

It was Monday and the Albatross was ex­
pected to arrive in New York on Wednes­
day afternoon. This gave the detective an 
opportunity of gathering up the odds and 
ends of the mystery, a task in which he was 
materially assisted by the Collector of Cus­
toms. His information was to the effect 
that the sapphires were then in the posses­
sion of Jimmie Tucker. The government 
official said that the boarding officer and 
all the inspectors had been given strict 
orders to look out for the sapphires, and 
he was sure they could not slip through 
such a perfect net.

He used the plural’ because he was con­
fident that Jimmie Tucker, with all of his 
cleverness, would not attempt the trick sin­
gle-handed. Indeed, he had been told that 
Tucker was on very friendly terms with 
a highly attractive Englishwoman named 
Olga Brayton. No, he knew’ nothing to the 
discredit of Miss Brayton, but she might 
be the inevitable “ woman in the case,” and 
for that reason was to be watched.

When Wednesday came Peabody Smith 
was all ready for action. The customs tug 
went down the river to meet incoming ves­
sels as usual, and the boarding officer who 
was assigned to the Albatross was warned 
not to permit any one to leave the ship until 
it docked. The detective, unusually confi­
dent, elected to meet the boat at the pier.

He smiled broadly when he noted that 
Captain Hanson was on the bridge of the 
Albatross with the pilot. Peabody knew 
Hanson and had a high opinion of the 
broad-chested, long-whiskered seaman. A 
man to be trusted in any emergency, and 
one who could always be counted upon to 
cooperate with the constituted authorities.

There was the usual delay in docking, but 
finally the gangway was put in place and the 
detective wTas the first one to set feet on 
the solid deck of the great liner. Captain 
Hanson met him with outstretched hand.

“ You know my mission, captain,”  ex­
claimed Peabody with the exchange of greet­
ings.

“  Aye, lad,”  was the hearty rejoinder, 
“ and I suppose your first move will be to 
interview the lassie in the case.”

The detective assented, and was escorted 
to a first-class cabin on the second deck. 
Olga Brayton was there, seated in a comfor­
table chair, and looking the picture of lux­
ury and discontent. She had coal-black 
hair, regular features and dark brown eyes 
that seemed to look out on the world with 
distrust. She was fashionably dressed and 
carried herself with an air of authority. A 
beautiful woman, undeniably, and one fully 
competent to take care of herself.

The detective was presented, and she 
greeted him in a manner that was very in­
gratiating. But Peabody Smith was not 
in the mood to be dazzled by beauty, and 
he came to the point abruptly.

“ You know why I am here, Miss Bray­
ton— I want the Sanderson sapphires.”

She laughed — • a rippling laugh that 
sounded like running waters on the moun­
tainside.

i; I ’m very sorry to have to disappoint 
you, but you are too late.”

Too late!”  ejaculated the detective.
What do you mean by that?”
“ What I say— the inspector of customs 

has been here and taken the sapphires.”
Peabody turned to Captain Hanson, with 

surprise and incredulity in his gray eyes. 
The seaman heaved his broad shoulders in 
assent.

“ What Miss Brayton tells you is correct. 
You know the customs people boarded us 
just after we passed quarantine. The board­
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ing officer has interviewed her and received 
the jewels.”

The detective was annoyed.
“ There does not seem to be much use for 

me here. However, maybe Miss Brayton 
would like to make a statement.”

She pouted.
“ I can only repeat what I have already 

told the inspector. I know nothing about 
the gems except that a package was handed 
to me just after I had boarded the Alba­
tross and I was asked to deliver it to an 
address in New York. I took such small 
interest in the matter that I have already 
forgotten that address. However, it was on 
the package and you can obtain it from the 
inspector. I ’m sorry I had anything to do 
with it, but I can assure you that I am in­
nocent of any intentional wrongdoing. And 
I think it a shame to keep me here when 
I am anxious to get home. M y mother, who 
is quite ill, is waiting for me. If there is 
anything further you can find me at the 
Hotel Aldine.”

Captain Hanson looked at the young 
woman sympathetically. Then he turned to 
Peabody Smith.

“ There does not seem to be any need of 
detaining Miss Brayton.”

The detective wrinkled his brows.
“ So far as I am concerned she may go. 

W e’ve got the sapphires. At least, the in­
spector has them, which amounts to the 
same thing.”

A customs official who was passing was 
called and instructed to permit the young 
woman to pass the lines. As she pulled her 
fashionable coat around her she smiled arch­
ly  at the two men.

“ I ’m in too big a hurry to bother with 
my baggage now'. I ’ll come later and look 
after that. In the meantime if you need me 
call up the Aldine.”

As soon as she left the detective went in 
search of Inspector Kauffman, the boarding 
officer. He could not be found anywhere. 
One of the men said he thought he had seen 
him going down the wharf, but he was not 
certain.

Peabody Smith was in a boorish humor. 
He was dissatisfied with the way things were 
going. He turned to Captain Hanson.

“ Nowr, if you please, w'e’ll take a look

at Jimmie Tucker— and I ’ll promise you 
that he will not get off as easily as the girl.”

But Hanson scratched his gray hair in 
perplexity.

“ There’s no one on our passenger list by 
that name.”

For the first time that day Peabody Smith 
gave a hearty laugh.

“ Certainly not— Jimmie wouldn’t travel 
under his own name. But tell me, didn’t 
you notice any of the male passengers pay­
ing particular attention to Miss Brayton?”

“  Oh, yes, Mr. Hart— Mr. Frederick 
Hart— was her constant companion.”

“ Then,” cried Peabody gavly, “ lead me 
to Frederick Hart.”

They presently found themselves in front 
of a stateroom marked “  No. 16.” The cap­
tain tapped on the door. There was no re­
sponse, and he opened it and they walked 
in. The sight that confronted them caused 
Peabody Smith to stop short, with a gasp 
of dismay.

On the floor lay a man with his hands and 
feet tied. He was stripped of coat and vest 
and a large cotton handkerchief wras bound 
around his mouth. He looked up with a 
startled glance as the tw;o men entered the 
stateroom, and they noticed that his face 
was ghastly white.

In an instant Captain Hanson was down 
on his knees removing the bandage and cut­
ting the rope that bound his hands and feet. 
The victim gave a sigh of relief, displaying 
a row' of gold teeth. He had a gray, grisly 
mustache, and as he struggled to*a sitting 
posture he passed a hairy hand over his face 
wearily,

“  This is not the passenger who had this 
room,” declared Captain Hanson, “  al­
though there is something strangely familiar 
about him.”

“ There should be,” grunted Peabody 
Smith, a melancholy smile stealing over his 
sad countenance. “ That is Inspector 
Kauffman, of the customs sendee.”

“  But— but,” stammered the perplexed 
seaman, “  what about the inspector wdio 
confiscated the sapphires from Miss Bray­
ton?”

“  A crook and an impostor, dressed in 
the uniform of the United States Customs 
Sendee.”
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Captain Hanson sank on a cushioned seat, 
and gazed at the detective with the air of 
one who has been hit with a dub.

“ We— we've been hoodwinked!” he ex­
claimed.

Peabody Smith indulged in a hearty 
laugh.

“ You have stated it admirably,”  he said, 
“  but I can't say that I ’m called upon to 
shed any tears. I ’ve already told you there 
has been too much divided authority in his 
case. If  I had been given complete charge 
the results might have been different.

B y  this time Inspector Kauffman had 
managed to struggle to his feet and stood 
looking at the two men in helpless fashion. 
Captain Hanson contrived to secure a few 
fingers of brandy, and after he had swal­
lowed this the color returned to the man’s 
face.

“ Now, Kauffman,” cried Peabody Smith 
without a trace of sympathy in his voice, 
“  you’ve been made to look like thirty cents. 
Tell us all about it.”

The bewildered inspector moistened his 
lips with the tip of his tongue and began to 
speak in a slow, halting style.

“ It— it happened so quickly that I hard­
ly  know how to tell the story. Anyhow, 
I came aboard with the fixed intention of 
finding Jimmie Tucker and recovering the 
Sanderson sapphires. First I distributed 
the blank forms of declaration so that the 
other men could get to work as soon as 
possible. Then I started to look for Tucker. 
I was coming along the corridor when some 
one in this room grabbed me by the arm 
and pulled me inside. Before I knew what 
was going on he had a handkerchief to my 
nose and I found myself on the floor. He 
must have tied me while I was unconscious. 
That handkerchief must have been soaked 
in chloroform.”

Hanson picked up the bit of cotton and 
sniffed at it. It still retained the odor of 
chloroform. While he was doing this Kauff­
man squinted at the detective.

“  What’s the matter?” asked the veteran.
“ M y glasses,”  replied the inspector. “  I 

can’t see very wS3 without them.”
Captain Hanson gave a loud groan.
“  That other fellow had them on when 

he got the gems from Miss Brayton. He

took them with your badge and uniform. 
That was the final touch.”

Peabody Smith grinned.
“ That was just like Jimmie Tucker. He’s 

the most artistic crook in the business. 
Never overlooks the slightest detail. He 
must imagine we are the greatest bunch of 
boobs in America. What the government 
will think of you, Kauffman, is something 
beyond me.”

Something like a mist came over the 
squinting eyes of the inspector. He spoke 
tremulously.

“ It wasn’t my fault. I was taken un­
awares. Any man might be caught in a 
position like that. I never dreamed of such 
a thing. I ’m a poor man with a family.
I hope you gentlemen will say a word in my 
favor.”

Captain Hanson was too much disgusted 
to reply.K If Peabody Smith was affected by 
the appeal he did not show it in his manner. 
In the meantime the purser of the ship came 
to the door of the cabin and displayed a 
pair of thick-rimmed glasses.

“ I found these in the room just vacated 
by Miss Brayton,-’ he said to the captain.

Inspector Kauffman looked up with a 
start. He reached out an eager hand for the 
spectacles.

“ They belong to me. They were taken 
from me by that scoundrel.”

Peabody Smith treated himself to a grin 
— to what might properly be described as a 
malicious grin.

“ Jimmie Tucker was very courteous to • 
return your glasses. He knows that you 
will need them to go home. But he won’t 
return your uniform.”

“ W hy not?” asked Captain Hanson.
“ For the simple reason that he is wearing 

it in order to get through the customs lines 
and to make his escape. He knows very well 
that he will pass unnoticed in that garb.”

“ By George!” exclaimed Hanson. “ I 
never thought of that— he’s probably made 
his get-away by this time.”

“ Not probably, but certainly,”  said the 
detective, “ and it is quite dear that Jim­
mie is thinking just about twice as fast as 
we are to-day.”

While they were talking Inspector Kauff­
man looked as if he would keel over from
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exhaustion. Captain Hanson called one of 
the customs men and advised him to take 
the official to his home. After he had gone 
the seaman turned to Smith.

m I  think you are a little too hard on that 
man. He has gone through a painful experi­
ence. And he’s not a detective who is ex­
pected to be on the lookout for adventures 
of this kind.”

Peabody shook his head reproachfully.
“ If he’s the bonehead you are trying to 

make him he has no place in the customs 
service. He ought to be fired on sight.” 

Before he left the Albatross the detec­
tive made a search of the room that had 
been occupied by Olga Bray ton. I t was in a 
state of disorder, with excelsior and wrap­
ping paper piled on the floor. The detec­
tive poked about this stuff and presently 
came across a bit of pasteboard. He picked 
it up. I t was the photograph of a rather 
attractive looking man. Peabody gave a 
whistle of delight.

“ I t ’s a picture of Jimmie Tucker,” he 
said to Hanson, “ and it may prove to be 
the clew for the solution of this mystery.”

“ What are you going to do?” asked the 
seaman.

“ Well,” replied the detective as he 
slipped the photograph into his pocket, 
“ I ’m going to enlist the aid of the New 
York police force. Before nightfall not less 
than ten thousand men will be hunting for 
the clever gentleman. In the midst of four 
or five million people he may be able to 
escape, but I doubt it.”

He left the ship and the pier in a thought­
ful state of mind. Instead of taking a cab 
he walked and his wanderings took him in 
the direction of Newspaper Row. He re­
viewed the case from the time he had been 
called in by Miss Craig up to that moment. 
The thought of that young woman seemed to 
sharpen his wits. He recalled her winsome, 
wistful gray eyes, and her anxiety to recover 
the Sanderson sapphires.® And there and 
then he resolved that she should not be dis­
appointed. She had implicit faith in him 
and he would not fail her.

In that moment a big idea came to him. 
He walked rapidly now and in a few min­
utes he was in the office of the managing 
editor of the Morning Chronicle.

“ Clark,” he said to his friend, “ I have 
an idea for a feature for the Chronicle.”

The tired looking man behind the flat- 
top desk smiled skeptically.

“ Ideas are the scarcest things in the 
world. If you give me one I ’ll have all the 
flags hung out and order a salute fired 
from that cannon on the roof of the build­
ing.”

Peabody Smith laughed in return and 
thrust the photograph of Jimmie Tucker 
into the hands of the newspaper man.

“ Who is it?” he asked.
“ Never mind who it is. I want you to 

print it in the Chronicle in the morning and 
to offer a prize of fifty dollars for the first 
person who will give information relating 
to the present whereabouts of the original of 
the photograph. If the information is au­
thentic I ’ll pay the fifty dollars.”

Clark’s eyes lit up with interest.
” That’s a good stunt. I ’ll print it if 

you’ll say that it won’t get us into any 
trouble.”

*’ Trouble? W’hy, man, it will demon­
strate whether you have the big circulation 
you claim, and, in addition, it may be the 
means of bringing you a crackerjack news 
story.”

And you won’t tell me what is back of 
it?”

“ I can’t yet—you’ll have to take it on 
faith.”

“ Very well, Peabody, anything you say 
goes in this office. The picture of the great 
unknown will appear in the Chronicle to­
morrow morning.”

And thus it came about that the features 
of Jimmie Tucker were reproduced in near­
ly 300,000 copies of the Chronicle. I t ex­
cited widespread interest, and nowhere more 
than in the offices of the rival newspapers.

What did it mean? Was this anony­
mous person missing? Had he been 
drowned or murdered? All of them had a 
feeling that somehow or other it was to 
prove or disprove the much talked-about 
power of the press. Before he left, Pea­
body Smith arranged that he was to be 
called to the Chronicle office as soon as they 
received any answers to the identification 
contest as it was humorously phrased by 
Clark.
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The detective spent the rest of the even­
ing putting other activities in action. He 
had grimly resolved that he would get Jim­
mie Tucker, dead or alive. In his calcula­
tions he counted largely upon the boldness 
of this international crook.

Jimmie was the most audacious man in 
the business. He was successful because he 
took big chances. He would laugh at the 
publication of his photograph— if he hap­
pened to see it and would scorn to stay in 
hiding. Indeed, he had a theory that New 
York City was the safest place in the world 
for any man to hide— as long as he freely 
mingled with the multitude.

II.

On  the afternoon of the day of the print­
ing of the photograph, Peabody Smith re­
ceived a telephone message from his friend, 
the editor. He hastened to the office of the 
Chronicle and there found a man sitting in 
the reception room with the air of a sinner 
on the stool of repentance. He was poorly 
dressed and ill at ease.

“ Well, my friend, what do you want?-’
“ I want fifty dollars,” he answered with 

matchless brevity.
As he spoke he produced a copy of the 

Chronicle, and pointed to the picture of 
Jimmie Tucker.

“  I ’ve seen him twice,” he volunteered, 
“  and if you give me the coin I can point 
him out to you.”

“ What is your -business?” asked Pea­
body curiously.

“  I ’m a window cleaner, and I help the 
janitor of an apartment house on Riverside 
Drive. That’s where I seen the bloke. 
He’s got rooms on the fourth floor of our 
apartment house.”

Peabody chuckled. It was just like Jim­
mie Tucker to make his habitation in the 
choicest section of the city. After some 
further conversation he agreed to go to the 
Riverside address with the window cleaner 
and obtain visual evidence of his assertion.

“ But I  must not be seen,” warned the 
detective.

“ Have it your own way, boss,”  grinned 
the assistant janitor. “ All I care about is 
the fifty bucks.”

It was about dusk when Peabody, Tim 
Farley and the other man arrived at the 
upper end of Riverside Drive, and they only 
had time to dodge behind the shade of a 
friendly tree when the window cleaner ex­
claimed :

“  There he is now— the man with the 
stovepipe hat.”

Peabody Smith looked in the direction 
indicated and there, in the flesh, was the 
inimitable Jimmie Tucker. He was just 
leaving the house and he swung his stick 
carelessly, and with the air of one who had 
spent his entire life in fashionable society. 
His tall tile was shining in the sunlight and 
his black mustache was waxed to a point.

A  word from the detective and Tim Far­
ley was on the track of the crook.

As soon as they had passed from sight 
the detective opened his wallet and handed 
his informant five ten dollar notes. The 
window cleaner thanked him and wanted to 
know if there was anything else he could 
do.

Nothing,”  replied Peabody. “  All you 
have to do now is to saw wood and say 
nothing.”

The detective went downtown on the top 
of a bus and during the journey laid out 
his plan of campaign. He was satisfied 
that Tucker had not disposed of the sap­
phires. That was something that had to 
be handled with care and he felt that the 
clever crook was feeling his way before tak­
ing final action. His residence on River­
side Drive was a preliminary to the game 
he had in mind. Peabody Smith was think­
ing of all these things when he reached his 
own apartments on Washington Square. 
He found Tim Farley seated in the most 
comfortable chair in the living room. He 
rose as the detective entered.

“ Well, boss,”  he exclaimed, “ Jimmie 
went to Moffet’s and had a talk with the old 
man. Then he went uptown again.”

The detective nodded his head under­
standing^. He knew that Moffet was a 
man who bought, sold and exchanged jewel­
ry. He had agents in all of the large cities 
of Europe. He kept within the law, but he 
was a man who was willing to take a chance 
where big money was involved.

“ Tim ,” said Peabody. “ we must call on
8  A
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Jimmie Tucker to-night, but the thing that 
is troubling me is how to make sure of get­
ting our fingers on those sapphires.”

The words had scarcely left his mouth 
when the doorbell rang and the next mo­
ment Viola Craig was ushered into the 
room. Peabody was on his feet in a trice. 
Her presence lighted the room as if by 
magic.

She wanted to know what progress he 
had made in his investigation. He told her 
in detail and explained what he proposed to 
do that night.

“ The thing is to get the gems from their 
hiding place. Tucker is clever and it would 
be folly to nab him and miss the sapphires. 
If I only had some one to go there as a pre­
tended messenger from Moffet we might 
pull off the trick."

The wistful gray eyes of Viola Craig 
brightened with excitement. She hesitated 
for a moment and then exclaimed:

“ I'll be your emissary!”
Oh, Miss Craig! ” protested the veteran. 

“• Think of the danger you will run.”
•• I like danger,” she smiled. ” And be­

sides I ’ll feel safe if you are near by.” 
There was much more talk, but in the 

end the detective yielded and an hour later 
they started for the far end of Riverside 
Drive. Peabody scanned the names in the 
letter boxes in the hallway and found that 
his gifted friend was registered as Percival 
Henderson. The three adventurers finally 
reached the- fourth floor and Miss Craig 
tapped at the door of the designated suite. 
It was opened on a crack by a woman.

•• I come as a messenger from Mr. Mof­
fet,” Miss Craig announced, “ and would 
like to see Mr. Henderson.”

That was the magic password which se­
cured her admission. Cleverly enough she 
managed to turn the deadlatch as she 
walked in. The woman who escorted her 
was none other than Olga Brayton, ravish- 
ingly attired. They passed through a small 
reception room and into what was evidently 
a living room. A large velvet curtain sepa­
rated the two apartments and as they en­
tered the far one Olga Brayton drew the 
curtain.

At the same moment Peabody Smith and 
l im Farley opened the outer door and tip- 

9 A

toed into the reception room. The detec­
tive parted the curtain slightly and was able 
to see all that passed. As the two women 
stood there a door in the rear opened and 
Jimmie Tucker joined them. Viola, calm 
and collected, anticipated his words:

“ Mr. Moffet was unable to come. He 
said that if you would show me the sap­
phires I would be able to make you an 
offer. I am familiar with gems and can act 
with authority.”

“ How do I know who you are?” asked 
Jimmie suspiciously.

She shrugged her fair shoulders and act­
ually smiled—that winsome, wistful smile of 
hers.

“ I don’t know much about you, either, 
but here I am, ready to do business.”

He hesitated for a moment, then turned 
abruptly to the telephone. He asked for 
a number—the number of Moffet’s shop.

For a moment there was a look of fear in 
Viola Craig’s gray eyes, but it passed as 
rapidly as it came, and Tucker did not no­
tice it. She must keep a stiff upper lip. 
Yet her heart fluttered while the crook wait­
ed for a reply to his call.

He was unable to get his number, and 
presently he hung up the receiver with a 
grunt of disgust.

“ Naturally,” she said with cheerful men­
dacity, “ Mr. Moffet has been called away 
on business—that’s why I ’m here.”

Still Jimmie Tucker hesitated.
" You are not afraid of a poor-lone wom­

an, are you?” she taunted.
That was the final straw. He hurried 

into the far room, and returned in a mo­
ment with two elaborate velvet boxes. He 
opened the lids and laid them on a small 
table. They were dazzling. Peabody 
Smith, peering through a slit in the curtain, 
could see the play of colors coming from 
every side of the sapphires.

Viola walked over and pretended to ex­
amine them critically. And all the while 
she could feel the wild beating of her heart. 
What would happen? Surely this was the 
cue for Peabody to enter.

Suddenly a flash of recognition came to 
Olga Brayton. She was trembling as she 
pointed an accusing finger at the girl. She 
almost shrieked as she spoke to Tucker.
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“ What's that girl doing here. She’s the 
companion of Mrs. Sanderson. You’re not 
going to give her the sapphires, are you?”

Jimmie Tucker gave a chuckle as he 
looked at Viola.

“ Ah, my pretty maid, I  thought you 
were sailing under false colors. But you 
have put your head in the lion’s mouth, 
now, and you have no one to blame but 
yourself.”

He made a dash for her, and she let out 
a piercing scream as she retreated to the 
side of the room. In his anger Tucker up­
set the little table and the sapphires fell to 
the floor. A t the same moment Peabody 
Smith tore the velvet curtains aside and 
ran into the room, followed by Tim Farley.

“  The game’s up, Jimmie,”  he exclaimed. 
“  You might as well get ready to come with 
med’

The detective was pointing a revolver at 
the crook as he spoke. Viola Craig, shrink­
ing in a corner, watched the scene with fas­
cinated interest. Olga Brayton, with a 
look of unutterable scorn on her beautiful 
face, was staring at the detective. It made 
a striking tableau, with vice defeated and. 
virtue triumphant.

Then something entirely unexpected hap­
pened.

Olga Brayton, with a powerful sweep of 
her arm, knocked the revolver out of the 
hand of Peabody Smith. Quick as a flash, 
Jimmie Tucker took advantage of the sit­
uation. Both hands shot into his hip pock­
ets and the next moment Peabody and Tim 
Farley found themselves staring into the 
muzzles of two automatics. The weapon 
which the detective had lost lay on the floor 
in front of Tim Farley, but he dared not 
stoop to pick it up. The voice of Jimmie 
Tucker made that clear.

“  If either one of you guys tries to get 
away I ’ll blow your heads off.”

“ Collectively or one at a time?” asked 
Peabody with a forced smile.

But for once Jimmie was not in a ban­
tering humor.

“ Get those sapphires, Olga,”  he com­
manded, and at the same time he thundered 
at Peabody and his companion— “ Hands 
up! Do you hear, hands u p !”

In that fearfully tense moment Peabody

Smith saw a little black button in the wall 
which was within reach. And as he started 
to raise his hands in mid-air he suddenly 
contrived to push that button..

The room was plunged in darkness.
Two flashes of fire and two pistol shots 

spat out angrily. But at the same instant 
Peabody and Tim Farley dropped flat on 
the floor, and before you could count five 
there came the heavy sound of a body fall­
ing. For two minutes there was pande­
monium in the darkened room, then the 
voice of Peabody Smith was heard calling: 

“ Lights! Give us the lights!” 
Tremblingly Viola Craig found her way 

to the push button, and the room was 
brightly illuminated again.

The tables had been turned. Peabody 
and Tim had the revolvers, and Jimmie 
Tucker and Olga Brayton were their pris­
oners. A  telephone message brought the 
police, and the two distinguished crooks 
were turned over to their tender mercies. 
B y  a strange coincidence, Moffet, the jew­
elry expert, was coming into the hallway 
as they passed out.. Jimmie caught sight 
of the man and gave him a parting salute: 

“  You are five minutes too late, you big 
bonehead. Kings have lost their crowns in 
less time than that.”

Moffet silently slunk down the hallway 
and disappeared in the shadows of the night.

Upstairs in the living room Peabody 
Smith was speaking to Viola Craig,

“ If you will kindly place those sapphires 
in your pocket,” he said, “  wTe will see that’ 
you are escorted to the home of Mrs. San­
derson.. I f  it had not been for your as­
sistance our little program might have been 
a complete failure.”

Peabody Smith stooped down and kissed 
the hand of the girl as he left her at the 
door of Sarah Sanderson’s home. And that 
night as he sat in state in his Washington 
Square apartment he could almost catch 
the faint odor of the perfume of her auburn 
hair, and could see her slender form and her 
winsome, wistful gray eyes. He turned to 
Farley as he lit a fresh Pittsburgh stogie: 

“ Ah, Tim ," he whispered, “  but youth 
is a glorious thing.”

Tim agreed without having the faintest 
notion about what the old man was talking.
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A SW EET SURRENDER.

BIC K X E L L  laid the skull where he had 
found it and stepped back out of the 
ashes. Except for Helen's outburst, 

no one had spoken. Macleod stood staring 
at the missionary’s ghastly find. Son of 
the north though he was, accustomed to its 
grim surprises, he seemed stunned by what 
he saw.

Alan, sickened and despondent, continued 
to watch Helen. She seemed to have ex­
pended herself in that last cry of defiance. 
Her face was white and her eyes were dull 
and unseeing. Swaying and stumbling, she 
started toward the house.

Mears stood as she left him. He had

not spoken. Suddenly he seemed to have 
become very old and completely broken.

'• Grim wood." he said gently, “ you see 
what I must do. There is nothing else open 
to me.”

Mears nodded.
" I ’ll have to lock you up,” the district 

manager continued. ” To-morrotv we will 
start for Fort Bruce.”

He led the post manager back to the 
dwelling house and into his own room.

" Will you give me your word you will 
not attempt to escape?” he asked as he left.

‘‘ Listen to me, John!” Mears pleaded. 
" T didn't do this, I ’m innocent, I tell you. 
I t ’s Gray. He’s at the bottom of it, some­
how'. I ’m in a trap and you’ve got to help 
me clear myself."

This story began in the A rgosy  - A llstory W eekly for December 16.
O i l
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“ You’ll stay here in your room?”
“ You can depend on me.”
Macleod joined Alan and Bicknell out­

side. As he approached them an employee 
of the Great North, Sandy Wolf, came up. 

“  You find that fur?” he asked.
“  What do you know about it?” Macleod 

demanded.
“  Look in the closet in Mears’s room and 

in his chest.”
“  What do you mean?”
“  M y sister, Witte, the housekeeper, she 

make his bed this morning. She hang up 
the clothes in the closet. She smell fuj. 
In the closet she see a silver gray fox.”  *

“  Come on, you two,” Macleod com­
manded as he turned back to the dwelling 
house. He knocked at Mears’s door and 
entered. Ilis face was black as he strode 
across the room and into the closet. In a 
moment he appeared with the skin of a sil­
ver gray fox in his hands.

He threw open the lid of a chest that 
stood against the wall and from beneath 
some clothing he dragged out a dark- 
skinned fisher.

As he stood up he saw Helen, who had 
followed the others into the room.

“ You can’t go on with this!”  she cried 
fiercely. “  You know it is not true.”

She saw the fur in the district manager’s 
hands, took a faltering step forward and 
then collapsed. Alan caught her in his 
arms and laid her on her father’s bed.

“  Go, all of you,” Mears said. “  I ’ll 
take care of her. Go away and leave us.”  

Tire three went out into the hall. Alan 
ran to the kitchen for some water, which he 
set inside the room, and then joined Mac­
leod and Bicknell.

Macleod seemed to be stunned by what 
he had discovered.

“ Think of it !” he exclaimed hoarsely. 
“  A  Great North man all his life and then 
this! I thought I could understand the 
killing. He was beside himself with anger. 
B.ut to steal! To steal fur from the com­
pany! I  can’t believe it.”

For Alan the matter was closed so far as 
his participation in it was concerned. He 
had never feared the charges against him, 
but now that the worst had been proved 
against Mears he wished he could shoulder

the responsibility. Across the hall, broken 
and crushed, was the person in the world 
he cared most about, and yet he was power­
less to help her.

He had placed little credence in Bick- 
nell’s story. He had believed from the first 
that Allardyce had taken advantage of his 
quarrel with Mears and had stolen the fur 
and fired the building to cover the theft. 
When the clerk’s remains were found he had 
been sickened by what he knew the result 
would be for Helen.

“  I ’ll be .at home if you want me for any­
thing,”  he told Macleod as he started away.

There was no business to occupy Alan’s 
attention at his own post. No hunters had 
come in and his employees, after the hard 
work of fighting fire, were resting in their 
homes. Physically he also was tired out, 
and he Iiad been under a severe nervous 
strain for two days and nights, but he had 
no desire to sleep.

He sat down in the living room. It  was 
the first time he had been alone and had the 
opportunity to go over the evidence. Point 
Ijy point he took up the facts produced 
against Mears. Until the finding of the 
skull he had believed the old man innocent 
and he saw now that he had not wished to 
believe him otherwise. He recalled that un­
consciously he had suppressed evidence in 
his story to Macleod, that he had not men­
tioned the fact that the trading shop had 
been locked on the outside or that the fire 
had started in the office at the rear, where 
the skull had afterwards been found.

He admitted, too, the reason for his 
silence. He had wished to spare Helen. 
He wished to spare her now. He shuddered 
as he thought of how he had last seen her,, 
crushed and broken by what her father had 
done. Suddenly he heard a knock at the 
door and arose to admit the girl herself.

White-faced, lacking completely the fire 
and the pride with which she had always 
met him, Helen walked into the room with­
out speaking. She did not even look up. 
As Alan closed the door she turner! to face 
him, but her eyes were still directed down­
ward,

“ I ’ve come,”  sire said in a low voice.
Alan, dumfounded, remained silent.
“ Don’t make it harder for m e!” she cried
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fiercely, and her eyes blazed as she looked 
up at him. “ I ’ve come. I ’m yours. You 
said you loved me. I l l  do anything. Only 
you must free my father of this terrible 
charge.”

" Free him!” Alan repeated.
“ Yes. You can do it. Tell the truth. 

You’ve fought my father. You hated him 
because he called you a free trader. You 
have done all you could to humble him, to 
drive him mad, to force him to do foolish 
things because you knew you could make 
him lose his temper."

“ Stop that!" Alan commanded furiously.
He forgot his compassion. He forgot 

that he wished more than anything else to 
free this girl from a situation that was 
crushing her. He remembered only that 
she had entered that room once before and, 
through a soft voice and soft eyes, had dis­
armed him and then had abandoned him to 
her father's uncertain temper. He remem­
bered how she had tricked him with a 
sprained ankle. He remembered the ar­
rogance and contempt with which she had 
always met him and he saw now that she 
humblect herself only to deceive him once 
more, that she even offered herself as a 
tempting bait in a final effort to save her 
father.

‘ Stop it!" he repeated. "You can’t 
trick me again.'’

“ I ’m not trying to trick you," she re­
torted. “ I mean it. I ’ll go with you, any­
where, if you31 tell the truth, confess that 
you set that fire and stole the fur.”

For the first time Alan realized the sig­
nificance of her opening statement. She 
had come to him not because she trusted 
him, but to make terms with one whom she 
despised. Instantly that fierce, inexplica­
ble desire to humble her returned. He 
wanted to compel her submission, to beat 
down her arrogance, to force her to admit 
his strength and seek its protection.

“ I don’t want you!” he exclaimed. 
'• Not in the way you’ve come. You’ve 
scorned me ever since you first knew me. 
You’ve had nothing but contempt for me. 
You have now, when you come to make 
such an offer. Because I ’m not one of the 
chosen, because my name is not at the bot­
tom of a Great North contract, T’m an out­

cast. I ’m a weakling. I ’m not fit to asso­
ciate with. I ’m only to be used when you 
need me, to be tricked.

" And down at the bottom of your heart 
you know it isn’t true. You know that as 
a fur trader I'm far better than your father 
ever was. You know I ’ve defeated him 
and you know, too, that I ’ve done it de­
cently.

“ And yet your damnable pride and your 
absurd prejudice leads you to believe you 
can come here and deceive and insult me. 
What did you think? Did you believe that 
for your favor I would admit a crime I 
never committed? And yet, God help me, 
I would have done more than that if you 
had been fair.”

He stepped back to the door and placed 
one hand on the latch.

‘‘ I think you’d better go now,” he said.
“ Then you refuse to help me! ” she cried.
There was a despairing note in her voice 

that set Alan’s heart to leaping.
“ Help you!” he repeated. “ I ’ve been, 

doing that. I sat up all night to guard you 
from those crazy Indians. I t was for you 
I concealed facts about the fire and it was 
for your sake I tried to persuade Bicknell 
his charges were foolish. And just now, 
when we know Allardyce was murdered, I  
was going over all the evidence trying to 
find a loophole for your father, trying to 
help you, trying to save you from what this 
means.

“ You have hated me and tricked.me. You 
have had only contempt for me. You have 
put a bitterness into this winter’s work that 
I  never felt. I have no prejudices. I didn’t  
hate.

“ But I have some pride and 1 have faith 
in myself. You made a mistake when you 
first saw me, again when I came here, and 
now you have made the biggest blunder of 
all. Good-by.”

He swung the door open, but Helen did 
not move. She had been watching him 
with wide, staring eyes. She had not 
winced or showed resentment when he had 
denounced her. She had seemed not to 
hear his words, but to be wakening to a new 
impression of him,

“ The trouble with you is that you don’t 
know a man tvhen you see one.” Alan burst
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forth brutally. “ If he wears a Great 
North label he’s a saint. If he’s a free 
trader he’s a scoundreL”

“ Don’t! ” she begged. “ Don’t say that. 
I t ’s not true, not down at the bottom. I 
didn’t come here to trick you. I don’t know 
why I came. I  hardly knew I had come. 
I. only wanted—”

She had spoken with great difficulty and 
at last her voice trailed off.

“ Go on,” Alan prompted roughly.
“ It was my fault,” she burst forth. “ I 

know I  made you fight us. I tried to de­
ceive myself. I  kept telling myself that I 
hated you. I— ”

“ Go on,” he repeated when she paused.
“ I  was beaten. I was wild with fear. I 

didn’t  know what to do. I couldn’t go to 
Macleod. He believes the worst.”

Alan felt his heart thudding against his 
ribs and crowding up into his throat. He 
suddenly realized that the moment for 
which he had waited ever since Mrs. Ash­
down’s tea was at hand and that he must 
be strong to wait for it.

“Say it!” he cried. “ Say it! Your 
father was helpless. Macleod was implaca­
ble, So you came to me. You came be­
cause— Goon! Tell me why you came.”

His sense of power rose above all else. 
He knew he must force her to admit his 
dominance, that he must not waver. He 
even exulted when he saw her spirit flare in 
revolt. Her head went up. Her eyes 
flashed. Her very altitude defied him. 
He saw the struggle, her last desperate at­
tempt to defy him, the first wavering, and 
then suddenly a strange and intangible 
change came over her.

A new expression dawned in her eyes. It 
was like a sunrise, growing gradually from 
soft suggestion to a blazing, enveloping 
flood.

“ I didn’t know why I came,” she said 
softly. “ I  didn’t understand, even after I 
got here. But now I know.”

She held out both her hands. Her eyes 
were warm, warm as Alan had never 
dreamed they could be, and with a bril­
liance he found dazzling.

“ Good God!” he whispered huskily.
AH the fight had gone out of him, all the 

desire for dominance. His victory brought

no fierce exultation, only an overpowering 
tenderness. He did not even remember 
that he had demanded submission. Some­
thing prompted him to grasp the extended 
hands and draw her closer. Then his arms 
were around her.

In that moment of pure emotion every­
thing was forgotten. At last Helen 
wrrenched herself free.

* Not now! ” she cried. “ There’s fatherl 
Alan, you must do something. You can!”

There was the faith, the confidence, the 
dependence he had sought.

“ I  will!” he exclaimed. “ I ’ll do it to­
night. I ’ll surprise Macleod, hold him here 
and give both of you a big start for the rail­
road and the States.”

“ No! N o!” she protested. “ Not that 
way! He never did this. I know it. You 
must prove he didn’t.”

He looked at her searchingly and then 
asked:

“ You’re certain of this? How?”
“ In the same way I ’m positive you didn’t 

do it.”
He sprang forward and again took her in 

his arms. She did not try to get t^vay, but 
looked up at him.

“ And I know now I have always been 
sure of you,” she added. “ Only I didn’t 
know it before, wouldn’t admit it. I t is 
why I came to you to-day, only when I got 
here I was bewildered and uncertain. That 
is why I accused you. I couldn’t think of 
anything else to say and, then ̂ something 
drove me to it. I didn’t want to admit— 
to admit this, Alan.”

It was the final surrender, an admission 
of his strength, but he failed utterly to feel 
that fierce joy of victory he had long antici­
pated. He only knewT that the spirit he 
had hoped to crush was not the defiant 
thing he had believed it to be, that it had 
been only a mask in front of the real Helen, 
the adorable, dependent creature now in his 
arms.

His own strong spirit responded to the 
call of this distressed soul. The very plea 
to his strength had intensified it and sud­
denly he felt competent to meet any situa­
tion.

“ Don’t worry,” he whispered huskily. 
“ We’re going to do it because we must.”
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“ I know you will," Helen began as she 
leaned back and looked at him.

And then she sprang free. She had 
caught a glimpse of some one outside and 
peeked out of the window.

“ Macleod is coming,” she whispered. “ I 
must go.”

As she opened the door she looked back 
at him with an expression of faith and trust 
that wiped out all remembrance of the win­
ter’s struggle between the uncompromising 
spirits and gave to him a determination that 
somehow he would free her of this dread 
thing.

CHAPTER XXL

MORE EVIDENCE.

IF the district manager was surprised to 
find Helen leaving the Chester dwelling 
house he did not show it.
•• I ’m sorry she had to know we found 

that fur,” he said when he was seated. " She 
had endured too much already.”

She would have had to know it some 
time,” Alan answered, ‘‘ and she still be­
lieves her father is innocent.”

“ Naturally. She is devoted to him. 
Sometimes I  wonder if her adoration hasn’t 
kept his arrogance alive.”

“ But do you think he is guilty?”
“ What else can I think? I don’t want 

to. He has been a faithful servant of the 
company nearjy all his life. If it were pos­
sible I ’d hush this up. I'd be glad to.” 

Why don't you?” Alan asked.
- I can’t. My hands are tied. The thing 

is bound to get out. And at the first hint 
Rippingale and Starmer will be down here. 
Fur land isn’t what it used to be.”

“ You think the evidence warrants your 
making the charge?”

•• It compels me to !” Macleod exclaimed 
angrily. “ I wish that damned, nosey 
preacher had stayed at the mission where he 
belongs. If it had been only the loss of the 
fur we could have hushed it up.”

Alan caught a glimpse of hope, Macleod 
might be one of the younger men who saw 
the new trend in fur land, but he was still 
of the Great North, clannish, ready to go 
to any lengths to defend a fellow servant

and to hush up any scandal. It is a rare 
and beautiful spirit of solidarity which com­
mon devotion to the history and traditions 
of the great company has developed among 
those who serve it.

“ He’s not the first man to run amuck,” 
Alan urged.

" I understand that perfectly'. No one 
knows better than I what fur land can 
do to a man's mind. I t is the old fellows 
like Mears who give us trouble. For forty 
years he has been running a post, shut off 
from the world, living among people of an 
inferior race, king of a small district. His 
word has been law. He has never known 
restraint. It is really a revival of feudalism 
we have had here in the north, and with it 
has come the arrogance and mistaken sense 
of unlimited power.

“ Mears is the product of such a system 
and now he is the victim of it. If the Great 
North could save him it would leave nothing 
undone.

“ I realize, too, that I am partly to blame. 
I tried to discipline him and the accumu­
lated pride of forty years would not stand 
it. I don't think he ever intended to kill 
Allardyce, but he lost his head and struck 
that blow. Then he became desperate and 
burned the building. He thought the fire 
would conceal the murder and the theft of 
the fur.”

” But he worked hard to save the fur in 
the loft,” Alan objected.

“ He had to when you were there, and 
then, of course, if he save$ it all there was 
proof of theft, and theft would divert sus­
picion.

“ There is another factor. For months 
he has been brooding, has believed the com­
pany was not treating him fairly. It is a 
common delusion these old fellows have, and 
he felt justified in taking any measure to 
even up the score. How he intended to get 
out and sell the fur, only he knows. I t 
was probably as crack-brained a plan as his 
whole line of action has been.”

“ Then you agree with me that he really 
is not sane?” Alan asked.

‘ ■ In a way, no. Not any more than any 
of those old fellows ever is. They all be­
come warped and distorted. He is only an 
extreme instance.”
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“ And he really should not be punished,” 
Alan added.

“ The company would understand. It 
has overlooked incidents like this in the 
past. If he had only stolen the fur he 
would be safe. But you can’t expect the 
law and the Northwest Mounted to take 
a charitable, understanding attitude.”

Alan was silent. He had gone as far 
as he dared in suggesting clemency. To 
say what he really believed, what Helen’s 
faith impelled him to believe, would only 
bring his own reasoning into question and 
weaken anything he might do in Mears’s 
behalf.

“  But that is not the reason I  came to 
talk to you to-day,”  Macleod continued. 
“  You know, of course, that I  was on my 
way to Barrier Lake when I got your note.”

There was a new, crisp, businesslike tone 
in his voice, and Alan glanced up quickly.

“  I was coming,” Macleod said, “  to take 
over the Chester post.”

“  Take it over!”  Alan repeated in amaze­
ment.

“ Yes. Madge Chester has sold out to 
the Great North and has left the north 
country.”

Alan leaped to his feet.
“ Sold out! ”  he repeated incredulously.
“ Yes, all three posts.”
“  And left me high and dry! Led me on 

to believe that I was working for the future. 
Encouraged me— ”

“ She has provided for the salary end of 
her post managers’ contracts,”  Macleod 
said. “  The company will hand you a check 
for the balance of the year.”

“ I  wasn’t thinking of salary!” Alan re­
torted. “ What was her idea? What rea­
son did she give?”

“ The deal has been pending for some 
time. Last summer the commissioner asked 
her to set a price. She did, but he refused 
to meet it. This winter she put over a big 
year all along the line. When she returned 
from Barrier Lake last week the commis­
sioner was at Fort Bruce. She renewed 
negotiations and he took her up.”

“ What reason did she give for selling out 
in mid-winter when all her posts were going 
strong?”

“ Of course, the price was attractive, more

than I was in favor of paying, but she told 
me several things,” Macleod said hesita- 
tively.

“ What did she say?”
“ It was in the nature of a confidence, but 

I will tell you. She said she had learned 
that no woman can run a fur trading com­
pany, that she is too much the victim of her 
managers.”

“  Victim! In what way?”
“  She didn’t go into details. Of course, 

she has had some failures. Last year at 
Barrier Lake her man went to pieces over 
whisky. She said you got the fur this year, 
but that you cost her a lot of money. She 
said you worked for pelts, not for profits.”

“ That’s not true! ”  Alan cried. “  I  can 
show you the books. I  never paid a cent 
more than I was warranted in doing.”

“  I  gathered that there were other things. 
She suggested that you were one of these 
spectacular traders who rise like a rocket 
and then blow up. A t any rate, she con­
fided to me that she had taken the com­
missioner up at what she knew would be her 
high tide.”

“ It ’s a damnable piece of ingratitude,” 
Alan raged. “ Did you believe it?”

“ It is hardly a concern of mine, but 
Madge Chester has always been a remark­
able student of character, and you’ve never 
worked for any free trader more than one 
year.”

It was true, but only Alan knew why it 
had been so, how his ideals of fur land had 
mocked and eluded him. Even the issues* 
back of Madge’s treachery must remain an 
issue between themselves.

She had trapped him. She had bought 
his brains, his energy and his loyalty and 
then because he had dared to love another 
woman she had sold him out, blackened 
his character and destroyed his opportunity 
in the north.

He remembered her that last evening, how 
she had led him on to talk of fur land and 
of how much it meant to him even while, 
back of that smile, back of those mocking 
lips, she had been gloating over her revenge.

And then suddenly a sense of freedom 
came to-him. All winter he had been forced 
to fight the woman he loved. Now he was 
free to go to her defense, to give every
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ounce of energy, all his ingenuity and de­
termination, to the task of saving her from 
the disaster which threatened. His anger 
died as suddenly as it had come.

“ As you say,” he answered quietly, 
“ neither my history nor my ability is of 
any interest to the Great North. You’ll 
want to take over the post at once. But, 
with your permission, I am going to stay 
here a while, long enough to prove that 
Mears is innocent.”

“ Prove his innocence!” Macleod ex­
claimed. “ There isn’t a bit* of evidence 
that doesn’t  condemn him.”

“ I  know it,” Alan answered stubbornly, 
“ but 1 don’t believe he did it. I suspected 
Ailardyce from the moment I heard he had 
disappeared.”

“ You can hardly prove he killed himself, 
crushed his own skull.”

“ There’s a mystery at the bottom of this 
and I ’m going to run it down,” Alan in­
sisted.

Macleod arose.
“ No one wishes you more success than 

1 do,” he said. “ But I must go back. I ’ll 
have what fur was saved moved over to 
your trading shop.”

For a long time after Macleod’s depar­
ture Alan sat alone, studying the problem 
love had given to him. He went over 
each detail of the past week’s happenings, 
searching, considering, discarding and revis­
ing. He heard the men bringing the fur 
from the Great North. I t marked the end 
of his dreamsin fur land, mocked him with 
the futility of his winter’s fight.

And yet he knew it had not been futile. 
He had won Helen. For she had come to 
him, the real Helen who loved him and de­
pended dn him, and, hopeless as her cause 
might be, he knew that now he must not 
fail her.

The need of seeing her again, of having 
her faith recharge him with belief in her 
father’s innocence, carried him to his feet 
and across to the Great North. And on the 
way he suddenly thought that Mears had 
never given the details of that last inter­
view with Ailardyce. He met Macleod at 
the door of the dwelling house and asked 
to see Mears. At once the district manager 
was on his guard.

“ Come with me,” Alan said. “ I  merely 
want to ask him some questions.”

Together they went across the hall to the 
bedroom.

Mears was seated on the side of the bed. 
For the first time that winter he did not 
resent Alan’s presence. All the fight seemed 
to have gone out of him. Alan explained 
to the old man that his story had not been 
exactly coherent and asked him to relate 
in detail what had happened.

“ You heard us in the morning when we 
had read the mail,” Mears answered dully.. 
“ You know what I said to him then, that I  
wouldn’t give up the post. I  didn’t see him 
again until just at dark, when I was locking 
up the trading shop. He came in and said 
he wished to talk to me. He led the way 
back to the office, insisted that I talk there. 
He seemed to be very nervous. He asked 
me if 1 would not reconsider what I had 
said.

m I lost my temper. I told him I would 
not, and I, told him to get out.”

“ Did you tell him you would kill him if 
he didn’t, as Bicknell says?”

“ I  may have. I don’t remember. But 
he did threaten to go to Fort Bruce and 
see Macleod and I told him to do so.”

“ What else did he say?”
“ Nothing. He was too scared. I walked 

away. He followed me. I thought he'd 
gone out to headquarters post and I didn’t 
care how he got there. I never saw him 
again.”

“ Was any one else there to see him 
leave?”

“ No, and it was dark.”
“ You didn’t go back to the trading shop 

that night?”
“ No.”
“ Did Ailardyce have a key to the door?” 
“ No. There was only one, which I car­

ried on my ring.”
Alan was silent for a moment and then 

turned and went out. Macleod followed 
him into the living room.

“ Don’t you see what you’re doing?” the 
district manager protested. “ You’re only 
making him condemn himself. The door, 
the only door, was locked with a padlock, 
a cylinder lock. The only key was in 
Mears’s pocket. But Ailardyce was in the
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office, killed before the fire started, and the 
door was locked on the inside.”

” Yes,” Alan answered dully, “ and yet he 
told us the truth. I  know he did.”

He turned at once and went out the 
door. As anxious as he had been to see 
Helen, he wished now only to avoid her that 
she might not suspect the despair into which 
this last bit of evidence had plunged him. 
But he had not reached the gate in the 
picket fence before he heard his name called 
and saw her running after him.

" Don’t let Macleod do this to you!” she 
cried. “ I heard what he said, but there 
isn’t any evidence that will make me believe 
it, and you must feel as I do. Don’t you 
see? Our only chance to save him is to 
believe he is innocent.”

But a man’s mind won't let him get 
around some of those facts,” he told her.

” Don't listen to your mind!” she pro­
tested. ‘‘ Listen to your heart, and mine. 
What is it that makes a successful fur trad­
er, Alan? You know it isn’t always think­
ing. The big things come from intuition, 
feeling and sensing what the other man is 
doing. A good fur trader must have that 
strange sixth sense.”

“ I know what you mean, but we need 
something else," Alan interrupted. " We've 
got to get down to bare facts. Macleod 
says he hates to do this, that he doesn’t 
want to believe your father is guilty, but he 
says he's helpless. In the face of that evi­
dence he must act.

“ Take Bicknell's story and then the find­
ing of that skull. That in itself is bad 
enough, but there is the finding of the fur 
in your father's room.”

“ But father never stole that fur! ” Helen 
protested so fiercely Alan glanced at her 
questioningly.

” You mean you led that he didn't," he 
said.

Yes, and something more. That night 
I was mending a hole in Ms shirt. It was 
a new one, and he had torn it on a nail. 
Just before we went to bed I hung it on a 
hook in his closet. There was no fur there 
then. And that afternoon I got some things 
from his chest. There was no fur in it.”

“ But a lawyer would say your father got 
up after you were asleep, went out to set

the fire, and brought the fur back with 
him.”

“ But he couldn't have done that. He 
went to bed early. He was tired out. I 
sat up reading, or pretending to read. I 
knew something of what the Indians were 
saying about Mee-sa-bee. I hadn't told 
him, and I was worried.

“ Then I saw a fight in your house. I  
put mine out and sat at the window watch­
ing, for a long time. I didn’t know what 
might happen. I t was very late when at 
last I went to bed, and I had barely gone 
to sleep when I heard you call ‘ fire.’ And 
all that time my father never left his room. 
Those are facts.”

Why haven't you told this before?”
” I thought the charges were so ridiculous 

at first, and then, when they found those 
bones, I guess I just stopped thinking.” 

Why, it not only proves he didn’t steal 
the fur, but that he didn’t set the fire.”

” He didn't steal the fur any more than 
he stole that fur you cached.-’

‘‘ You know that to be true?” Alan de­
manded.

“ I do because I never told where it had 
been cached, not even to father. The trip­
per who went out picked up my trading 
outfit and was gone a week.”

“ But your father knew it had been 
cached.”

“ Of course. I told him and Henry that 
noon. But there is something more. A 
lot of our fur has been stolen, all the valu*. 
able pieces. They have been selected well. 
Only those pelts were taken which, when 
baled, could be easily transported and yet 
would be most valuable.

“ My father never did that. I have been 
with him too much of the time. I have 
helped him run the post. I have been in 
the fur loft. That fur was all there two 
weeks before the fire. I checked it my­
self. And from that time on I was with 
father so much he did not have the oppor­
tunity.”

Before Alan could comment Macleod 
called to Helen that her father wished to 
see her.

“ Don’t you believe he is innocent?” she 
pleaded.

" Yes, and you know 1 am.”
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“ I am sure of that, Alan. But I  must 
go. If I can think of anything more I ’ll 
come and tell you.”

CHAPTER XXII.

A NEW SUSPICION.

A  LAN went home and sat alone in his 
/-V  living room until the housekeeper 

called him to supper. As she served 
the meal she talked of the day’s events. 
Alan was surprised to learn that the em­
ployees knew so much of what had hap­
pened, but he did not heed her palpable 
feelers for more information, and Kwe-ses 
was forced to give vent to her excitement 
through her own comments.

“ That missionary he work hard,” she 
said.

Alan remembered how Bicknell had come 
to his aid on the roof of the warehouse 
and he nodded.

“ He stay up there when he almost cook,” 
Kwe-ses continued. ” And before that he 
help carry the fur to the Great North house. 
He carry more than any Indian.

“ And me—me freeze two toes carrying 
water for the Great North. Wonder if 
Meats- he pay me for those two toes now.”

She rattled on until Alan was forced to 
hurry his meal and retreat to the living 
room. He wanted time to think, to rear­
range the sequence of events in the light of 
the facts Helen had given to him. He real­
ized that in her zeal she might have over­
stated things, that she might have been 
asleep longer than she had thought, that 
there might have been time enough for her 
father to get out of bed, set the fire and re­
turn to his room.

But these, he recognized, were only 
minor objections. He remained convinced 
of the Great North man’s innocence; re­
tained the same strong impression he had 
received from Helen in her last appeal to 
him. He became angry at Bicknell and 
Macleod, believed them stubborn and preju­
diced. He knew Helen told the truth. 
Why couldn’t they believe her?”

For more than an hour he paced the 
length of the living room countless times, 
trying to see his way out. He was con­

vinced, but as his resentment against Bick­
nell and Macleod cooled he saw7 that he 
must have facts to prove his views, that he 
must, if he were to save Helen, be able not 
only to prove her father’s innocence, but 
point the way to the real slayer.

In this effort he went back to his first 
theory that Henry Allardyce was the thief, 
and had set fire to the store to hide the loss 
of the fur and thereby give him the oppor­
tunity to get his booty out of the country 
undetected. He saw how Allardyce might 
have gotten possession of the key and re­
turned to the trading shop late at night. 
Bicknell had not seen him, because the 
clerk would not go near the missionary 
when such a project was on foot.

Alan was able to reconstruct the clerk’s 
operations for the entire winter. But he 
could not get past the skull with the back 
crushed in and the fact that the trading 
shop door was locked on the outside.

Allardyce was eliminated. Mears was 
eliminated. Alan himself was eliminated. 
There remained only the employees, but he 
gave them scant thought. They lacked the 
initiative, the brains and the courage for 
such a thing. There was no possibility of 
a stranger coming to the post. Too many 
sharp eyes were on the trails, on the ice, 
and in the great swamps beyond the clear­
ing.

Thus Alan’s process of elimination elimi­
nated every one. There was no one left. 
Except—

His pacing stopped as if he had bumped 
into a wall.

“ Bicknell!” he exclaimed aloud. “ There 
is no one else.”

But the idea struck him as being so ridic­
ulous, so preposterous, he laughed.

He resumed his pacing, more baffled 
than ever. Despair again gripped him. 
He was confident of Mears's innocence, and 
yet to prove it he knew he must find the real 
murderer and thief. At last he threw him­
self into a chair and stared at the flickering 
glow of the coals in the open draft of the 
big stove, only to leap to his feet again at a 

-new thought.
“ Why not assume Bicknell to be the 

man,” he thought. “ There is no one else.”
He started his pacing again, trying to
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arrange a case against the missionary, look­
ing for evidence, a possible motive or some 
slip the man had made.

When Helen had asked Alan to use his 
fur trader’s intuition she had not suggested 
anything spiritualistic. The north recog­
nizes this sixth sense, and many ascribe to 
it something perhaps a little superhuman, 
and cite innumerable incidents to prove 
their contention. I t is expressed through 
an uncanny ability to foretell what the op­
position is doing or planning, and in check­
mating clever schemes to garner fur. Some 
men become so successful they believe they 
have occult power.

In reality it is nothing more than a flash 
from the ever-busy subconscious mind. A 
lonely trader battling constantly for fur, 
suspecting his opponent of any deceit or 
trick, spends twenty-four hours a day on 
his job. He is not only occupied with his 
own plans, but he is constantly suspicious 
of the opposition and on his guard for any­
thing. He suspects, he dreads, he comes to 
arrange the other man’s campaign for him.

Every word and action of every person 
becomes a clue. A friendly invitation to 
dinner is a ruse. Illness is a subterfuge. 
Every snowstorm hides the departure of a 
tripper. If a man stops to light his pipe 
his cupped hands are only cover for a closer 
scrutiny of another’s actions. Faith and 
trust are unknown in the battles for fur. 
Doubt rules always, and its finger is point­
ing constantly.

Alan was an unusually clever fur trader. 
His success had been due to loyalty, en­
thusiasm, and hard work, and to lightning- 
like flashes of intuition, which in reality 
were nothing more than the products of his 
subconscious mind’s ceaseless activities.

But when he turned this equipment on 
Bicknell, with the determination to prove 
the man guilty, nothing resulted. The idea 
in itself was too preposterous. Though he 
went back over every meeting with the mis­
sionary, though he colored each word and 
act with criminal intent, he failed to find 
support.

Then, suddenly flashing out of the jum­
ble of words, actions, thoughts, suspicions, 
fears, and wishes, a number of things began 
to take startling shape and stand out dis­

tinctly. Alan had first heard of Joe Pe­
ters’s hiding place from Bicknell, and that 
Mee-sa-bee was no longer conjured. Every­
thing that had led to trouble between Meats 
and himself had started with news that 
came directly or indirectly from the mis­
sionary.

Bicknell and Allardvce had been friendly 
throughout the winter. Why could they 
not have been in league to rob the Great 
North, the clerk furnishing the inside in­
formation, the missionary hiding behind 
his position and scheming and plotting?

“ Why not?” Alan muttered.
I t was Bicknell who had insisted Allar- 

dyce was dead and had tried to force Alan 
to act. I t was he who had told where the 
clerk’s remains would be found. He had 
told it confidently, almost gloatingly, and 
he had discovered the crushed skull. Alan 
even recalled how the preacher had at once 
turned that startling bit of evidence so that 
all could see what had caused death. Into 
every situation Bicknell had thrust a finger, 
had been the pestering, treacherous out­
sider.

They had been blind. All winter he had 
used them, kept them at each other’s 
throats, so occupied they never suspected 
his operations. Even the fur Alan had be­
lieved Mears to have stolen was only an­
other trick to deepen the enmity between 
the two posts. Allardyce had learned of 
the cache through Helen.

Other things stood out of that jumbled 
mass Alan had been surveying. Madge 
Chester had spoken of the missionary as 
" a little shrimp,” and had said that he was 
so described to her. Kwe-ses had told of 
Bicknell carrying big loads of fur to the 
Great North dwelling house the night of 
the fire. That was when the fur had been 
placed in Mears’s closet and chest, “ plant­
ed ” there.

As each fact became clear Alan grasped 
it and put it in its place. The man was an 
impostor. He and Allardyce had taken the 
valuable fur from the Great North loft just 
before the fire. Then, w’hen they had set 
the blaze in the office at the rear, Bicknell 
had struck the clerk from behind, thereby 
removing a weak confederate who might 
turn traitor and, in view of the quarrel be­
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tween Mears and Allardyce, clinching the 
evidence against the Great North manager.

Startlingly clear, diabolically cunning, so 
thoroughly worked out and executed no 
loose ends were left anywhere, the mission­
ary’s operations stood out in Alan’s mind. 
He leaped to his feet and started toward 
the door, intent only on telling Macleod and 
relieving Helen and her father.

But when his hand struck the latch he 
stopped. After all, he asked himself, what 
could he tell them? Strong as the circum­
stantial evidence was in his own mind, he 
understood that it would have no value 
whatever in a court, and probably would 
not convince even John Macleod. I t was 
something he sensed or felt rather than 
knew. He was without one bit of direct 
proof that Bicknell was in any way con­
nected with the fire, the theft or the murder 
of Allardyce.

Any evidence of who had committed the 
murder was hidden by the fire. The origin 
of the blaze was left a complete mystery in 
the same way. There remained only the 
theft of the fur. If that could be fastened 
on Bicknell the rest would follow as a logi­
cal conclusion.

As Alan reasoned this out he found the 
same problem in his way. He was as cer­
tain Bicknell had stolen the fur as he was 
that the man was both murderer and incen­
diary, but he was without proof. Yet the 
fur had not been destroyed by the fire. 
I t was somewhere. I t was the proof he 
needed.

And Bicknell had some fur. Alan and 
Madge had seen it when they had peered 
through the missionary’s window. Allar­
dyce was there. They had looked it over 
together, and that fur had been taken.

CHAPTER XXIII.

IN  TH E  DARK.

ALAN leaped to his feet. “ The ves- 
. try!” he exclaimed. M Madge and 

I saw Bicknell take it there. That 
is where he would hide all of it, where no 
one would ever think to look.”

He went to a window. The Great North 
dwelling house was dark. Every one in

both posts was asleep. He could not see 
the mission, but he had no doubt but that 
Bicknell, too, was sleeping, confident of 
the success of his cunning plans.

I t was his time to act. Convinced though 
he might be of the missionary’s guilt, he 
knew he must have proof, and he knew it 
was waiting for him in the vestry.

He looked again at the dark window of 
Helen’s room. He wondered if she were 
asleep. He did not understand how she 
could sleep. Crushed, broken, without hope, 
she was probably lying there waiting for 
him to save her.

The thought fascinated him. The dra­
matic instinct of youth urged him to im­
mediate action. He took an automatic 
pistol, slipped it into the waistband of his 
trousers, and went out the front door.

It never occurred to Alan that he should 
get Macleod to go with him, or even one of 
the half-breed employees. He was pos­
sessed of the one idea of bringing relief to 
Helen as quickly as possible, and he wanted 
to bring it alone.

Low, thick clouds made the night un­
usually dark. Even against the snow and 
the whitewashed buildings he could see lit­
tle. As he hurried past the employees’ 
cabins he found them all dark, and, when 
he was beyond them, no light shone from 
the windows of the mission over near the 
edge of the clearing.

Alan went straight to the church. From 
a corner he watched the dwelling house for 
a few minutes. The window's were dark. 
There was no smell of smoke from the 
chimney. Bicknell, tired out like every one 
else at Barrier Lake, evidently had gone to 
bed early'.

Satisfied that he had a dear field, Alan 
went at once to the vestry, which was a 
log lean-to at the rear, no more than ten 
feet square. Groping about in the dark­
ness, he found the door was fastened with 
a hasp and padlock.

Bicknell’s woodpile was near by, and 
Alan found an ax sticking in a block of 
wood. Using this as a pry, he worked at 
the staple until at last he had it loose. He 
pushed against the door, but it did not 
move. For a moment he believed it was 
fastened somewhere else, and then as he
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exerted more pressure it gave slowly before 
him.

Ordinarily the action of the door would 
have aroused his suspicions, but his 
thoughts were concerned only with the un­
mistakable odor that greeted his nostrils. 
Fur, and a quantity of it, he knew was in 
the room, and he put his shoulder against 
the door and pushed.

Something in the nature of the door's re­
sistance brought him to a quick stop. I t 
was as though some one were pressing 
against it on the other side, trying to balk 
his entrance. He drew his pistol and held 
it ready as he listened for a moment.

There was no sound, and he pressed the 
door open and stepped in. His moccasined 
foot struck an obstruction, and he lifted it 
higher, but when it came down he heard 
the snap of steel and simultaneously felt 
something grip his ankle so suddenly and 
so tightly he could barely suppress a cry 
of pain. His whole body jerked convul­
sively. The door, released, slammed shut, 
and as it did so it knocked the pistol from 
his hand.

With that first flash of pain Alan knew 
he had put his foot into a bear trap, and 
in the same instant he understood that he 
would be powerless to free himself; that 
he must remain there until Bicknell found 
him. Even before he stooped to feel of 
the trap he understood not only his pre­
dicament, but his fate. This was the pre­
caution Bicknell had taken to guard his 
secret and by which he would add one more 
victim to his list.

For a moment Alan was on the verge of. 
panic, as any man of the north is sure to 
be when he feels the jaws of a bear trap 
dose over his foot. But intense as was the 
pain, it was forgotten in the realization of 
what was to come. He was a defenseless 
victim who could only wait for the coming 
of his captor.

But courage returned and with it thought 
of his automatic. He went down on his 
knees, ran his hands over the floor, found 
the trap chain and tugged at it. I t did 
not give, and further groping told him it 
was spiked to the floor.

He began at once to search for the pistol. 
At first he swept his hands about quickly,

and when he failed to find it he began to 
cover the floor systematically. Still he was 
unsuccessful, and he dragged the trap about 
until he believed he had searched all the 
floor within reach.

He began again, more slowly and more 
thoroughly, and then as he groped along the 
wall he heard a step outside.

In that first moment Alan hoped he had 
been mistaken. He tried to fight off his 
fear by telling himself he had heard noth­
ing; that Bicknell was asleep and would 
not waken until morning. And then he 
heard the hinges creak as the door was 
pressed slowly open.

Alan stood motionless. There was noth­
ing he could do. Fear held him, and then 
rage drove it away. Heipless as he was, 
he forgot it, forgot everything except that 
Helen’s happiness depended on his escape. 
He stood there tense, ready to fling himself 
forward, and then suddenly the light of a 
pocket flash was snapped in his face. At 
the same moment the door slammed shut 
and a hand came out of the blackness and 
swept up through the cone of dazzling light. 
Tt grasped a knife.

Even as Alan understood that Bicknell 
preferred the silence of cold steel to the 
more certain but alarm-sounding firearm, 
he struck, not at his adversary but at the 
light. His fist sent it spinning from Bick- 
nell’s hand and the tiny globe was shattered 
when it struck the wall.

Alan heard Bicknell groping at the door, 
and sprang forward, striking blow after 
blow in the darkness. Once his fist caught 
the missionary in the ribs, but succeeding 
efforts failed to find a mark. As he paused 
he heard a slight sound behind him, and 
the next instant the slashing knife grazed 
his cheek and started the blood streaming.

As Alan ducked to the floor to avoid a 
second thrust he saw what the fight must 
be. Alone, one foot burdened with a heavy, 
cumbersome, torturing framework of steel, 
unable in the darkness to guard against 
attack, he must meet a man who was free 
and armed. But even as he saw how in­
evitably the outcome must be against him, 
his rage drove him to a passion for battle. 
Crouching there on the floor, he suddenly 
sprang forward with arms outspread like a
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football player. One hand touched Bick- 
nell’s leg, but before he could make his 
hold secure the man leaped clear.

For a moment Alan lay on the floor lis­
tening. Then as he drew himself up for 
defense, the rattle of the heavy chain an­
nounced his position. He felt and heard 
the missionary leap forward, slashing wild­
ly, but he crouched beneath the knife- 
thrusts and escaped injury. Bicknell 
plunged against a wall and knocked some­
thing down. Alan took advantage of the 
noise to rise to his feet and back away.

Panting from exertion and suspense, the 
two faced each other in the darkness. Con­
fined in that small room, unable to escape, 
unable to see, with death the prize and the 
ticket to freedom, each collected his forces.

And then Alan heard Bicknell start for­
ward. In the stillness he believed he could 
hear the swish of the man’s arm as the knife 
rose and fell. The sound came from the 
left, then in front, to the right, and then it 
came closer. He knew Bicknell was striking 
out in the dark, but systematically, listening 
after each thrust, covering the entire room, 
certain that in the end the blade would 
reach its mark.

There was something so methodical, so 
deliberate, about the actions of his adver­
sary, they spelled certainty to Alan. Ulti­
mately, perhaps at the next thrust, the 
blade would reach his body. He flattened 
himself against the wall, holding his breath 
for fear that even the faint sound of it 
would reach Bicknell, shivering at the 
thought of the cold, implacable blade 
darting through the darkness so close to 
him.

At last he could stand it no longer. In 
a sudden, blinding rage he threw himself 
forward, striking with both fists. He felt 
one crunch against Bicknell’s ribs, heard the 
sharp exhalation of the man’s breath, and 
then the trap brought him up sharply and 
he pitched forward, his head striking against 
the log wall.

For a moment he lay there dazed, and 
then the regular sound of the swiftly de­
scending arm aroused him. He started to 
his feet, the chain rattled, and the next 
instant the knife swished close to his ear, 
ripping open the shoulder of his coat as it

passed. He struck, and again he fejt his 
fist against Bicknell’s ribs.

After the blow all sounds ceased. The 
methodical swishing of the knife arm was 
no longer heard. There was no soft thud 
of moccasined feet, no faint sounds of 
breathing. For a moment Alan believed 
he was alone.

And then he became aware of BicknelL’s 
presence— not only aware of it and certain 
of it, but of what the man was doing. It 
was nothing he could see or hear, only some­
thing he could sense; but he knew Bicknell 
was coming toward him slowly, with infinite 
caution and patience; that the man had 
divined his position accurately; that the 
knife was raised for a final thrust.

For a moment he was fascinated. After 
all, he thought, there could have been no 
other outcome. If he swayed to one side 
or the other it would make no difference. 
That knife would find him. He struggled 
to throw off the effect of this thought, but 
before he could move he felt a blow and 
a sharp pain in his left shoulder and was 
hurled backward onto the floor.

So great was the force of the blow he 
was thrown into a corner. The trap was 
jerked to the full length of the chain, and 
even in that moment of defeat and death 
he felt the excruciating agony as the steel 
teeth gripped and tore his flesh.

But as Alan struck the floor in the cor­
ner his arms instinctively outfiung, his right 
hand touched the butt of the automatic 
pistol for which he had been searching. He 
gripped it convulsively and lay perfectly 
still, waiting and listening, and then he 
heard Bicknell coming softly toward him.

Even then he did not fire. He held the 
pistol ready, pointing upward, but he did 
not press the trigger until he, too, had 
sensed where the other man was. When he 
was certain he pulled, once, twice, three 
times, turning the muzzle slightly after each 
shot.

The small room echoed deafeningly, 
Alan’s ears strained against the roar, and 
just as it began to die he caught beneath 
it the sound of a body striking the floor. 
There was a convulsive movement, a groan, 
and then silence.

For a long time Alan lay without mov-
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tng. He found that he was perfectly con­
tent to remain there. Even to lift the pistol 
required enormous exertion. He wondered 
if Bicknell were dead, wounded, or only 
shamming. He wondered if he himself 
were badly hurt. He reached up to his left 
shoulder, and was horror-stricken when he 
heard the click of steel against steel. The 
pistol had hit the knife which still stuck in 
his body.

The time passed, hours Alan believed, 
and then he became conscious that he was 
very cold. He no longer feared Bicknell, 
who had not moved, but now he realized 
the danger of death by freezing.

The idea was not unpleasant. He was 
very tired and very comfortable. After all, 
he had done what he came to do. The 
others would be sure to find him and read 
the story. They would know. Helen would 
know.

And then the thought of her, the glory 
and the wonder he had only glimpsed, 
aroused him, urged him to action, conquered 
his semidelirium.

He struggled to his feet, dragged the 
heavy trap as he tottered across the floor 
to the one small window, shattered the pane 
with his pistol, thrust the weapon through, 
and fired it against the blackness. When 
it was empty he fell back unconscious.

CHAPTER XXIV.

UNRAVELED KNOTS.

AS the first shot echoed across the clear­
ing Helen Hears sat up in bed. Be­
fore the sound of the last had died 

away John Macleod had risen from the 
couch across the door of HearsV bedroom, 
and in the little room at the rear of the 
Chester kitchen Kwe-ses was dressing hur­
riedly.

Helen opened the door of her room and 
heard Macleod moving about in the dark 
hall.

Did you hear the shots?"’ she asked. 
“ Yes. Four.”
She heard him go to the living room, 

from the windows of which nearly all the 
buildings might be seen.

There’s a light in the Chester dwelling

house,’’ he called. ■ I ’ll dress and go 
over.”

Helen hurried into her clothes and joined 
him, and together they ran across and 
knocked at the door of Alan’s living room. 
Kwe-ses opened it.

“ Where is Gray?” Hacleod demanded.
“ He not here. He not sleep in his bed 

to-night. The lamp it lighted. The stove 
it going.”

” Did you hear the shots?”
Yes.”

*• Which way?”
“ Over there,” and she pointed across 

the clearing.
“ This doesn’t look right to me,” Macleod 

said. “ Gray’s up all night, and now this 
shooting. I couldn’t believe your father 
did this thing, and now I begin to see 
how—-” #

“ It isn't true!” Helen interrupted fierce­
ly. “ Alan has found the fur, or the mur­
derer, or something. Don’t you see? We’ve 
got to find him, help him. Come on. Get 
a rifle, and I ’ll light a lantern.”

They ran back to the Great North and 
got a weapon and a light. As they went out 
through the kitchen door two employees 
joined them, and then another figure came 
out of the darkness. Macleod recognized 
Hears. He was about to order him back 
to his room, but instead turned and fol­
lowed Helen, who had started across the 
great clearing.

“ Where was the shooting?” Hears asked 
as he and Macleod caught up with her.

“ We don’t know, except that Kwe-ses 
said it was toward the mission,” Helen an­
swered.

i! Gray wasn’t home—hadn’t been in 
bed,” Macleod added.

“ I told you in the beginning he was— ’’ 
the old man began, when Helen stopped and 
faced him.

” You shan't say that!” she exclaimed. 
“ Alan is trying to clear you. That’s what 
he has been doing. And now you stand 
here and talk, when anything may have 
happened—when he may be dead or 
dying.”

She ended with a sob that not only si­
lenced the two men, but added to their 
wonder at her sudden defense of the free

9 A
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trader. Then she darted ahead, and they 
were forced to run to keep up with her,

“ Wait, Helen,” Macleod whispered. 
“ We don’t  know what sort of thing we 
may run into.”

But she did not stop until she had 
reached the front door of Bicknell’s house 
and had knocked loudly upon it.

There was no answer, and Macleod 
pushed the door open.

“ Careful,” Macleod cautioned as Helen 
went in with the lantern.

They looked around the empty, silent 
room, and then Helen saw the missionary’s 
bed through a door. The blankets were 
thrown back.

“ See!” she cried. “ He’s gone, too. 
But he had been asleep.”

She went on through to the kitchen, Mac­
leod with her. They found the outer door 
open and pressed on outside, where they 
paused indecisively, and the half-breeds 
gathered about them.

No one spoke, and in that moment of 
bewilderment and indecision all heard a 
groan in the direction of the church. Mac­
leod ran to the vestry door, Helen at his 
heels. The door resisted, and together they 
pushed it open and crowded in.

As Alan had foreseen, the people of the 
post could not fail to read the truth when 
they found him and Bicknell. Both men 
lay on the floor, Bicknell on his side with 
his legs drawn up, the front of his shirt 
soaked with blood, Alan on his back, one 
foot fast in the bear trap and the knife han­
dle sticking up from beneath his shoulder. 
Behind them, piled along the rear wall, was 
a large quantity of fur.

Helen did not stop to read the meaning 
of the situation. One fact alone concerned 
her. Alan was wounded, perhaps dead. 
She threw herself down beside him and felt 
of his face and his hands.

“ Come, quick!” she cried. “ He’s hurt! 
He’s dying! ”

Macleod had stooped over Bicknell and 
felt of his pulse.

“ This one’s alive,” he said.
He knelt beside Alan and placed his ear 

on his chest.
“ Gray’s alive, too,” he reported, “ but 

both are nearly frozen. Get back and bring 
10  A

two toboggans and blankets, you fellows, 
and a couple of clamps for this trap.”

The half-breeds ran out and Helen crept 
closer to Alan.

“ Will he die?” she whispered.
Macleod carefully withdrew the knife 

and the blood quickly flowed.
“ I  don’t think so,” he said. “ I t ’s above 

the lung, and that cut on the face is just a 
scratch. But Bicknell’s done for.”

Grimwood Mears had given little heed to 
the two wounded men. He had gone 
straight across the room to the fur piled 
against the wall.

“ You see that, don’t you, Macleod?” he 
demanded when he had finished a hurried 
examination. “ There’s the fur you said I 
stole. I told you Gray was the man who 
did it.”

“ Don’t be a fool!” Macleod retorted. 
“ Look at Gray’s foot. Bicknell’s the man 
we wanted. And Henry Allardyce, whom 
you accused of being a coward, gave his 
life for the company in an effort to protect 
the fur.”

A hideous noise, half laugh and half gur­
gle, stopped him, and he turned to see Bick­
nell’s eyes open.

“ Henry a hero, eh?” the missionary 
sneered.

Even though his voice was weak there 
was a startling quality in it. I t was hard 
and scornful, lacked the smooth, unctu­
ous tones to which they had been accus­
tomed.

“ Henry a hero!” he repeated. “ He 
wasn’t even a man, the gutless dog. I ’m 
done for, but I ’d say it anyhow. I couldn’t 
be made to swing for croaking him.”

“ You mean you killed him?” Mears de­
manded.

“ Aw, hold your clapper and use your 
nut. I ’m not telling you anything, not any 
of you. But I  would tell Gray. I ’d like to 
talk to him. He’s got sense enough to know 
what I ’d be saying. I hope I didn’t croak 
him. He’s the only one of you I couldn’t 
fool, and I ’d like to have him tell me how 
he got wise.”

He stopped to cough and blood gushed 
from his mouth.

“ Tell us,” Macleod insisted. “ You 
can’t live, man, shot as you are. Clear this
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th in g  u p  so th a t  in n o ce n t p e o p le  w ill  b e  p r o ­

te c te d .”
B ic k n e ll  a n sw e re d  h im  w ith  cu rses  a n d  

tu r n e d  h is  h ead .
“  I ’d  te ll G r a y ,”  h e  en d ed  w ith  su d d en  

w ea rin ess. “  I ’d  l ik e  to  te ll h im . Y o u !  
I ’d  l ik e  to  see  y o u  k e e p  g u e ss in g .”

T h e  m en  ca m e  w ith  th e  to b o g g a n  a n d  

b la n k e ts , a n d  A la n  a n d  B ic k n e ll w ere  h u r ­
rie d  to  th e  G re a t  N o r th  d w e llin g  h o u se  

w h e re  th e y  w e re  la id  on  th e  flo or b e sid e  the  
sto v e . H e le n  b a th e d  a n d  b o u n d  A la n ’s 
w o u n d s. M a c le o d  c u t  a w a y  B ic k n e ll ’s 

s h ir t  a n d  e x p o se d  tw o  b u lle t  h o le s  in h is  

ch e st.
“  D o n ’t  b o th e r  a b o u t  m e ,”  th e  m a n  said  

gru ffly . “  I  k n o w  w h e n  I ’m  d on e fo r. I ’v e  

b e en  s h o t b e fo r e , b u t I  n e v e r  fe lt  th is  w a v . 

H o w ’s G r a y ? ”
A la n  d id  n o t  rega in  co n sc io u sn ess  fo r 

h a lf  a n  h o u r, a n d  w h e n  h e  d id  B ic k n e ll ’s 
e y e s  w e re  c lo sed  a n d  M a c le o d  h a d  p ro ­

n o u n c e d  h im  d y in g .
A la n  lo o k e d  u p  in to  H e le n ’s e yes. H e  

w a s  b e w ild e re d  fo r  a  m o m en t a n d  th e n  h e  

.w h isp ered :
“  Y o u r  fa th e r ’s s a fe  n o w , a n d  th e  fu r .”
“  Y e s ,  y e s ,”  sh e  so o th ed . “  W e  k n o w . 

•But y o u  m u s tn ’ t  t a lk .”
A la n  tu rn e d  h is  h e a d  a n d  sa w  th e  o th ers.

“  I ’m  a ll r ig h t ,”  h e  sa id . “  I ’m  o n ly  
W eak. I s  B ic k n e ll d e a d ? ”

“  H e ’s  d y in g ,”  M a c le o d  a n sw ered . “  H e  
p r a c t ic a l ly  c o n fe ssed  th a t  h e  k il le d  A lla r ­

d y c e , b u t  h e  w o u ld n ’t  tell h is  s to r y  to  a n y  

o n e  e x c e p t y o u .”
“  I  th in k  I  k n o w  m o st o f  it. I t  w as  a 

m ig h ty  c le v e r  sch em e. O n ly , w h o  is h e ?  

H e ’s  n o t B ic k n e ll. H e ’s  n o t a  m is s io n a ry .”
“  A s k  th e  M o u n te d  a b o u t D a n  M a r t in ,”  

c a m e  a  v o ic e  fro m  th e  o th e r  sid e  o f  th e  
s to v e . “  T h e y ’ll t e l l  y o u , th o u g h  th e y  

w o n ’t  l ik e  to . D a n  M a r t in  fo o le d  ’em  to o . 

o f te n .”
W e a k  th o u g h  h is  v o ic e  w as, i t  h e ld  a  

n o te  o f  p rid e . A la n  to o k  im m e d ia te  a d ­

v a n ta g e  o f  it .
“ I ’v e  h e a rd  o f  y o u ,”  h e  b lu ffe d . “ O u t  

a ro u n d  L e sse r  S la v e  L a k e  a n d  a lo n g  th e  

P e a c e ? ”
“ Y o u ’v e  sa id  it .”

“  A n d  y o u  ca m e h e re  to  h id e  out- fo r  a  

t im e .”

“  I  c a n ’t  tell y o u  a n y th in g .”
“  A n d  th e  re a l B ic k n e ll?  H e  w a s  a  l i t t le  

m a n , w a s n ’t  h e ? ”

“  S a y , y o u ’re w o rse  th a n  a  th ird  d e g r e e !”  
M a r t in  e x c la im e d  w ith  fr a n k  a d m ira tio n . 
“  G o  on. T e l l  i t  a l l .”

A la n  o u tlin e d  th e  e v e n ts  o f  th e  la s t  s ix  
m o n th s a s  h e  h a d  p ie ce d  th em  to g e th e r . I n  

th e  b e g in n in g  M a r t in  in te rru p te d .
“  I  d id n ’t  k i l l  th e  p re a c h e r  th a t w a y ,”  h e  

sa id . “  W e  tra v e le d  to g e th e r  fo u r d a y s . I  
s c a re d  o u t  h is  In d ia n s  a n d  h e  g o t  su sp i­

cio u s. H e  h a d  n erv e . I  d id n ’t  in te n d  to 
c r o a k  h im . G o  o n .”

A la n  to ld  h o w  M a r t in  h a d  com e to  B a r ­
rie r L a k e  p o sin g  a s  th e  m iss io n a ry , in te n d ­

in g  o n ly  to  s e e k  a  s a fe  h id in g  p la c e  fo r  th e  

w in te r , a n d  h o w  th e  tro u b le  b e tw e e n  M e a r s  
a n d  A lla r d y c e  a n d  th e  b it te r  r iv a lr y  b e ­

tw e en  th e  tw o  p o sts  h a d  g iv e n  h im  h is  o p ­
p o rtu n ity .

“  A lla r d y c e  m u st h a v e  g o t  a  w a x  im p re s­
sion  o f  th e  k e y  to  th e  tra d in g  s h o p ,”  h e  
sa id .

“  A n d  I  re m e m b er w h en  h e  d id  i t , ”  M e a rs  

in te rru p ted . “  T w o  m o n th s  a go . B u t  I  
n e v e r  su sp e c te d .”

“  A U a rd y c e  k n e w  m y  fu r  w a s  ca ch e d  

w h e n  I  b ro u g h t H e len  in  a n d  to ld  M a r t in  
o f  i t , ”  A la n  co n tin u e d . “  M a r t in  sa w  h is  

c h a n c e  to  s ta r t  m o re  tro u b le  a n d  w en t a fte r  
it.

“  A lla r d y c e  to ld  h im  J o e  P e te r s  w as  h id ­
in g  a t  E u s h k o g a n  a n d  M a r t in  ca m e  to m e 

w ith  th e  n ew s. M a n i n  tip p e d  o ff to  m e th e  
s to ry  a b o u t M e e -sa -b e e  h u n tin g  a g a in , 
k n o w in g  I  w o u ld  t r y  fo r  th e  fu r.

“  A lto g e th e r , h e  s tirre d  u p  a s  m u c h  tro u ­

b le  a s  h e  co u ld . H e  p la n n e d  o r ig in a lly  to  
m a k e  m e o u t the  th ie f, b u t  w h e n  M a c le o d ’s 

o rd e rs  to  M e a r s  a n d  A lla r d y c e  ca m e  h e  s a w  
a  still b e tte r  ch a n c e  to  l a y  th e  b la m e  fo r  
e v e ry th in g , on M e a rs .

“  H e  is  th e  o n e  w h o  se n t H e n r y  b a c k  to  
d em an d  th a t  th e  p o st  b e  tu rn e d  o v e r  to  
h im . H e  ca m e  to  m e w ith  h is  s to r y  o f  

A lla r d y c e ’s d isa p p e a ra n c e  e ve n  b e fo re  A l ­

la r d y c e  w a s  d e a d , w h en  h e  w a s  s till h id in g  
a t  th e  m ission.

“  A n d  th a t  n ig h t, w h ile  I  w a s  a rg u in g  

w ith  th e  h u n te rs  w h o  b e lie v e d  M e a r s  w a s  a  
loindigo, h e  a n d  A lla r d y c e  c a m e  a n d  sto le  

th e  fu r . W h e n  th e y  h a d  ca rr ie d  it  to  th e
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vestry they came back to set fire to the 
trading shop.”

'' And then Henry lost his nerve,” Mar­
tin interrupted.

“ He did not,” Alan declared. " That 
was part of your plan from the first. You 
wanted all the loot, you didn’t want any 
one alive who might squeal, and it clinched 
the thing on Hears. You didn’t take any 
more chances with Henry than you did with 
the fur in the vestry. I have to hand it to 
you. You didn’t overlook any bets.”

“ I know I didn’t, and that’s what gets 
me. How did you get wise to all this?”

” I ’m a fur trader,” Alan answered 
shortly.

“ You’re more than a good guesser, all 
right, and --”

Martin coughed horribly and blood again 
gushed from his mouth. He turned over 
onto his side as if in agony, and then his 
head snapped back, his legs twitched, and 
he was dead.

Alan did not waken until late in the after­
noon. Helen was waiting beside his bed 
and smiled down at him. Her face was 
drawn by lack of sleep, but her eyes were 
brighter than he had ever seen them before.

" You’re wonderful, Alan.” she whis­
pered. " And father is a changed man. 
Everything is straightened out."

A little later he persuaded her to get 
some rest. After she had gone Macleod 
came in.

” Gray," he began abruptly, as he sat 
down beside the bed, " we owe you a lot, 
the Mears and the Great Xorth and 1. 
How would you like to run a post for the 
company?"

Alan stared in amazement.
" That’s all I ’ve been hoping for the last 

five years,” he said at last.
“ All right. I ’ve had you in mind for 

some time. That’s what I was going to talk 
to you about when your brigade left Fort 
Bruce last summer. Then Madge Chester 
made us buy her out, and for a time she 
fooled me about you. But I knew when I 
saw Helen go to you there in the vestry, 
just what had been troubling Madge. How 
would you like to stay at Barrier Take?”

• But Mears?”
T HE

" He’s through. 1 think he sees where he 
was wrong. He’s willing to take his pen­
sion now. He’ll be in to see you later. 
He’s a fine old fellow when he’s not too 
fanatical in his loyalty to the company. 
Make it easy for him. He’s really very 
sorry.

” I ’ll stay here until you’re better and 
then we’ll make arrangements. Barrier 
Lake is the best place for you. It ’ll need 
some straightening out after all this rum­
pus.”

Alan did not see Helen again until the 
next morning. Her father had been in, 
and because Alan had been warned he was 
able to soften things in a way that won 
Mears’s further gratitude. She sat down 
beside the bed and kissed him.

“ This is a rotten time to have the use 
of only one arm," he laughed.

" But you’ll be well soon,” she assured 
him, and then she blushed as she went 
bravely on: " Besides, there are years and 
years ahead of us, Alan.”

" But have you thought of those years?” 
he asked soberly. " Have you thought of 
what they may be? I ’m a fur man, but 
I ’m outside the pale. I t ’s going to be one 
odd job after another. Madge Chester has 
sold me out and do you know what it 
means? I haven’t any position. Can you 
go with me, help me fight the Great 
Xorth?”
. "A lan!” she protested. "D o n ’t you 
understand? Don’t you know now that 
nothing counts with me but you? I don’t 
care where you go or what you are or whom 
you fight. I only know I ’m going with 
you, that 1 want to, that I can’t think of 
doing anything else. I only know I ’ll be 
happy with you, Alan, wherever you are or 
whatever you do."

The significance of what she said so daz­
zled him that the news he had been eager to 
tell her became insignificant. He knew 
that love had leveled the barrier, that pride 
and contempt and prejudice and hatred had 
dissolved before it, that even the might of 
the great company could no longer stand 
between them. As he drew her to him with 
his one good arm he could only mumble in­
coherently.
END.



By L. PATRICK GREENE

THE people of M ’Lefe’s kraal, with 
whom he lived, called him Nyorka 
the Snake; and yet there was little 

about Smithers, physically, to warrant the 
name. But the dark children of Darker 
Africa sense more than the physical aspects 
of a man—especially a white man'.

He was lying prone upon a ledge of rock 
overlooking the river’s ford, squinting blear- 
ily along the barrel of his rifle. He squeezed 
the trigger; a report broke the heavy still­
ness and a bottle standing on a ledge of rock 
in the middle of the river—a hundred yards 
away—smashed into tiny fragments.

“ Good enough,” he grunted, pronounc­
ing the words as one unfamiliar with the 
language. “ I ’ve got the range now—an’ 
Hampton’s bigger than that bottle.”

He reached back into the hip pocket of 
his ragged and filth besmeared trousers, ex­
tracted a bottle of Cape gin and drank 
greedily.

“ That’s good,” he said again. “ Hamp­
ton’s bigger than a quart bottle the— He’s 
going to get another partner, is he? Going
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to get some one else to run the store for 
him, is he?”

The sentence came from his lips in spas­
modic jerks. He seemed to have difficulty 
in forming the words; mouthing them to 
himself before repeating them aloud. And 
concentrated hate was in his voice.

“ He means to throw me out on my bleed- 
in’ uppers,” he continued, “ just because I 
take a drink now and again, an’ keep a nig­
ger wench or two. That ain’t his business, 
the blasted prig. Called me a White kaffir, 
he did; said I ’d gone black and that the 
natives had no respect for me; said I 
couldn’t be trusted to trade with ’em. The 
—fool! I know ’em better than any one— 
I ’m one of them; I—•”

He stopped abruptly and clumsily—the 
children of the kraal called him Um«lubu, 
the Pig, the Fat One—rose to his feet.

The maidens from the kraal filed past him 
on their way to get water for the evening 
meal. He watched them for a while with 
lust-filled eyes, then stooping with a grunt 
he picked up his rifle and thrust his way

/



THE CRAWLING DEATH, 629

th ro u g h  th e  u n d e rg ro w th  u n til h e  re a ch ed  

th e  p a th  w h ic h  led  to  th e  v illa g e . A  fe w  

m in u tes  la te r  h e  c a m e  to  th e  sto re— a  g a l­
v a n ize d  s h a c k — w h ic h  w a s  b u ilt  c lo se  to  th e  

g a te  in  th e  s to c k a d e  e n c irc lin g  th e  k ra a l
A  h a lf-s ta rv e d , m a n g y  c u r  o f  a  d o g  ran  

o u t to  g re e t  h im . H e  s tru c k  a t  it  v ic io u s ly  

w ith  th e  b u tt  o f  h is  rifle  a n d  la u g h e d  a s  it 

ran off, y e lp in g , its  ta il  b e tw e e n  its  legs.
T h e  ch ild re n  w h o  h a d  b een  p la y in g  on 

th e  p o rch  o f  th e  sto re  ran  o ff a t  h is  a p ­
p ro a ch . A  l it t le , r o ly -p o ly  th re e -y e a r-o ld  
lost h is  b a la n c e  a n d  fell d ir e c t ly  in the  

p a th  o f  th e  w h ite  m an.

S m ith e rs  p u sh e d  h im  on on e side w ith  h is  
h e a v ily  b o o te d  fo ot.

A  n a t iv e  w om an  ca m e to  th e  d o o r o f  a  h u t 

n ear th e  sto re  ju s t  in  t im e  to  see th e  c a l­
lou s a c t. S h e  ran  to  th e  sq u a llin g  y o u n g ste r  

a n d  sen t h im  on h is  w a y  w ith  c o m fo rtin g  

w ord s.
s  T h a t  w a s  th e  a c t  o f a  w arrio r, X v o r k a ,”  

she said  s a r c a st ic a lly  to  S m ith ers.

“  H a v e  a  ca re , w om an , o r m ust T b e at 
y o u  w ith  th e  s ja m b o k  a g a in ? "

N o w  th a t  h e  sp o k e  th e  v e rn a c u la r  S m ith ­

ers ’s sp eech  flo w e d  e a sily .
“  I t  is tim e  fo r  fo o d ,”  h e  co n tin u e d . "  Is  

a ll r e a d y ? ”
1 A y e , X y o r k a ,”  she a n sw ered  su b m is­

s iv e ly  a n d  sto o d  a sid e  th a t  he m igh t p re ced e  

h er in to  th e  h u t.
I t  w a s  ru d e ly  fu rn ish e d — a d eal ta b le  c o v ­

ered  w ith  d ir t  a n d  grea se; a  b ro k e n -b a c k e d  
c h a ir ; tw o  n a tiv e -m a d e  s to o ls ; a  tru n d le  
b ed , on  w h ic h  w a s  a  ve rm in -in v e ste d  m a t­

tress; a  f ly -sp e c k e d  m irror a n d  a  few  g a u d y  

co lo red  p rin ts! T h a t  w a s  a ll.
T h e  tw o  se a te d  th e m selve s  a t  th e  r ic k e ty  

ta b le  a n d  p re se n tly  a n o th e r w o m an  en tered . 

S h e ca rr ie d  a  la rg e  p o t  o f  m ealie-m eal w h ich  
she set on th e  ta b le , a n d  th e  th re e  a te — a s 
n a tiv e s  e a t; d isd a in in g  to  u se  a n y  im p le­
m en ts  o th er th a n  th o se  p ro v id e d  b y  n a tu re .

S m ith e rs ’s  e y e s  ro v e d  c o n sta n tly  fro m  
one w om an  to th e  o th e r; w a tc h in g  c lo se ly  

th e  a m o u n t o f fo o d  e a ch  o n e  to o k ; cu rs in g  

lu r id ly  d id  one g ra b  a  la rg e r  h a n d fu l o f  th e  
s t ic k y , g lu tin o u s  m ess th a n  h e  deem ed 

p ro p er; e a tin g  r a p id ly  h im se lf, d eterm in ed  

to g e t  h is  sh a re— th e  lio n ’s sh are— o f th e  

food .
P re se n tly  on e o f  th e  w om en  said :

“  T o m a s i, m y  fa th e r , is  a t  th e  k r a a l .”
A n  e x p re ss io n  o f  fe a r  sh o w ed  fo r  a n  in ­

s ta n t  in  th e  m a n ’s b la c k , p ig lik e  e y e s , a n d  
h e  s ta re d  o p en -m o u th e d  a t  th e  w om an . H is  

lip s  q u iv e re d  a n d  p a rtic le s  o f  fo o d  o o zed  

o u t  a t  th e  co rn e rs  a n d  c a u g h t  in  h is  u n ­
k e m p t b eard .

“  H e  h a s  co m e to  h o ld  sp ee ch  w ith  y o u ,”  
th e  w o m an  co n tin u e d .

S m ith e rs  re co v e re d  h im se lf w ith  an  effort.
"  S o — w o m a n ?  W h a t  th e n ? ”

■ H e  s a y s  th a t th e  m o n ey  y o u  g a v e  h im  
a s  lobelia— m a rria g e  g if t— fo r m e is  n o t 

p ro p er m o n e y .”
•' .N either a re  y o u  a  p ro p er w o m a n ,”  h e  

g ro w le d . u W e ll? ”

"  A s  I h a v e  s a id — h e  d esires to  h o ld  
sp eech  w ith  y o u .”

■ T h e n  go  g e t  h im .”

A s  th e  tw o  w om en h u rr ie d ly  le ft  th e  h u t 

S m ith e rs  p o u re d  h im se lf a  ge n ero u s d r in k  
o f  g in , th en  ta k in g  h is  re v o lv e r  fro m  its  
h o lster, s tu c k  it  in  h is  b e lt . C h a n g in g  h is  

sea t so th a t  h e  fa ce d  th e  d o o r h e  d ru m m ed  
a  n erv o u s  ta tto o  on the  ta b le  w ith  h is  g r im y , 
s tu n te d  fin gers— a n d  w a ited .

T h e  sh a d o w s in th e  h u t d eep en ed  a s  th e  
sun set w ith  tro p ic a l sw iftn ess . T h e  d is ­
ta n t lo w in g  o f  c a tt le  a n d  th e  b le a t in g  o f 

g o a ts  b e to k e n e d  th e  f a c t  th a t  th e  p e o p le  o f  
th e  k ra a l w ere  sh u ttin g  u p  th e ir  h e rd s an d  

flo ck s  ere  th e  co m in g  o f  d a rk n e ss. T h e s e  

p a sto ra l so u n d s seem ed o n ly  to  a c c e n tu a te  
the  silen ce.

A n d  the m an S m ith e rs— the m an  yvho h a d  
sold  h is  b ir th r ig h t, h is w h ite  m a n ’s h e r i­
ta g e  o f  su p re m a c y , fo r  less th a n  a  m ess o f  
p o tta g e — w aited .

T h e  sh a d o w s in th e  h u t  m erged  in to  o n e; 

in a  lit t le  w h ile  th e  p la c e  w o u ld  be  in  d a rk ­

ness, an  a b ysm a l d a rk n e ss— b la c k e r  th an  
A fr ic a ’s h e a rt.

S m ith ers  lig h te d  a  ca n d le  a n d  s tu c k  it  in 
its  o w n  grea se  on th e  ta b le  b e fo re  h im . B e ­

tw een  h im se lf a n d  it  h e  p la c e d  th e  c ra c k e d  
m irro r; re flec tin g  its  l ig h t  to w a rd  th e  d o o r 
o f  th e  h u t;  s ittin g  h im se lf in  a  d a rk n e ss  in ­

ten sified  b y  th e  g u tte r in g  lig h t  o f  th e  ca n d le .

M o s q u ito e s  p in g e d  s a v a g e ly ;  m o th s, f ly ­
in g  b e etles  an d  e v il-sm e llin g  flies h o v ered  

a b o u t th e  t in y  flam e, th re a te n in g  to  sm o th er 

it. F a t  sp id ers, red  a n d  h a iry , ran  u p  an d  
d ow n  th e  w a lls ; s te a lth y , sn a k e lik e  ru stlin g s
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sounded in the thatched roof of the hut; 
two scorpions, locked together in deadly 
combat, fell to his shoulder, thence to the 
floor. With an oath he ground them under 
his heel.

He stiffened suddenly at the sound of a 
woman's voice outside the hut.

“ He is in there, my father.”
“ That is good. Now get you gone and 

see that no one comes near this place until 
the morning’s sun. Mayhap a great won­
der-working will be performed.”

Smithers shivered slightly; his face paled; 
his hand felt for, and fondled, the butt of 
his revolver.

A patter of running footsteps—growing 
fainter and fainter! The woman was obey­
ing her father’s command.

A deep, pregnant silence followed.
Smithers half rose from his chair and 

then a dense cloud of black smoke filled the 
hut. Half choked, half blinded, Smithers 
whipped out his revolver and fired through 
the open door. The fumes of gunpowder 
mingled with the acrid smoke.

Smithers rubbed his smarting eyes; the 
tears rolled down his fat cheeks.

The smoke thinned, vanished, and there, 
standing at Smithers’s side was an aged and 
wizened native. He was naked save for a 
loin cloth about his middle and the neck­
lace of snakes’ fangs and human teeth— 
the necklace proclaiming him to be a witch 
doctor of repute. Two large wicker baskets 
Stood on the floor by his side.

He gazed steadily at Smithers and the 
white man flinched under the searching, all- 
seeing scrutiny.

u Tomasi, the servant of the Great Spirit, 
is here,” said the native. His voice was 
strangely like the harsh croaking of a vul­
ture. “ He travels on the wind and no man 
knows where the wind may blow.”

Smithers sneered and with the sneer 
stilled his fears. After all, he told himself, 
this man was only a negro—a weak one at 
that. Why, he could pick up Tomasi with 
one hand and throw him through the door. 
Beside—charms and witchcraft were power­
less before a revolver. Still, he wished that 
he had not passed off a number of copper 
coins—polished to look like gold—as sov­
ereigns on the old fool!

Aloud he said with a snarl:
“ Have done with words of folly. I am 

no child to be frightened by mummery. And 
when next you visit me, come openly—as 
a man should.”

“ Who shall determine the coming and go­
ing of a child of the Snirits?” Tomasi pro­
claimed sententiously. “  in  a cloud of smoke 
I traveled and— ”

“ Au-a, tula—shut up,” Smithers inter­
posed. “ A handful of stink grass set on 
fire will make a cloud like the one on which 
you traveled.”

“ Great is the wisdom of the man who 
wras once a white man,” murmured Tomasi. 
“ But will that wisdom show you how to 
avoid death?”

“ Aye. And how to kill.”
The revolver in Smithers’s hand pointed 

at Tomasi’s belly.
The witch doctor laughed, showing tooth­

less, wrinkled gums.
“ But you did not kill me when I came 

through the smoke, and could you kill 
these?”

He whistled softly; a plaintive note. 
There was a rustling in the basket at his 
feet; the top moved slightly.

Still wdustling Tomasi stooped quickly 
and removed the cover.

A sickly smell, reminiscent of crushed 
cucumbers, pervaded the hut. Three flat, 
ugly venomous heads, suspended on slender 
columns of greenish-black, rose over the 
basket’s edge; ever-searching, restless fangs 
darted in and out of gaping jaws.

“ Black mambas!” Smithers ejaculated, 
naming Africa’s most evil thing, the deadli­
est snake in the world. “ Cover them quick­
ly,” he continued, “ lest they escape.”

His eyes were dilated with terror.
Tomasi smiled.
“ I see,” he mocked, “ that you know 

my friends—and my servants. Think you 
that the cover would keep them in? Thicker 
than your wrist, they are; longer than your 
body. But, while I  am here they will stay; 
me they know. And s o ” — Tomasi 
shrugged his shoulder—“ me you might kill; 
perhaps one mamba, perhaps two, but as­
suredly not three. They are hard to kill—- 
yes? And most assuredly the third would 
kill you. Have you ever seen a man after
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be had been struck by a mamba? The 
pain is very great.”

“ Have done,” the white man cried irrita­
bly. •* You did not come here to tell me of 
the way of mambas.”

“ There your wisdom fails you,” Tomasi 
answered smoothly. “ It is well that a man 
should know how death will come to him.” 

“ What do you mean?” Beads of sweat 
stood on Smithers’s forehead.

” You have lied to me—-a servant of the 
Spirits, you have deceived, putting my 
daughter to shame and making a mock of 
our marriage customs. Therefore death 
must be your portion.”

A sickly grin spread over Smithers's face; 
his fingers itched to press the trigger of his 
revolver; yet, somehow, he dared not do it. 
Instead he said placatingly:

” I only jested, Tomasi, when I gave you 
the gold that was not gold,”

“ An evil jest! ”
” Of a truth, yes; but assuredly not suffi­

cient cause for a killing. Be at peace. To­
morrow I will more than make good to you 
-—in real gold. Two pieces for every one of 
the false pieces I gave you a moon ago. 
To-morrow I will pay all debts.”

” To-morrow,” sneered Tomasi. ” To­
morrow you will be a snake without a hole. 
To-morrow comes the white man, Hampton, 
to turn you out of this place and you will 
be poorer than my people's slave; aye, you 
will go to them begging food and shelter. 
You will ben. thing accursed; shunned by 
the white; despised by us black ones. What 
folly, then, to talk of gold.”

“ How do you know this?” Smithers 
asked in amazement.

® All things are known to me. Now, what 
need to say more?”

He raised the cover of the basket.
“ Put it back,” screamed the white man, 

“ or— ”
•• Or you'll kill me? I don't think you 

can do that, Nyorka. But even so, what 
matter? I am old and death would not be 
unpleasant. But you cannot kill these ser­
vants of mine. Your doom is sure.”

“ Wait yet a little while. Why not take 
the maiden back to you? So shall all be as 
it was in the beginning.”

■‘ Bah! What folly! Would you have

her appear in the eyes of her people as a 
woman scorned? Shall the daughter of 
Tomasi forever dwell in her hut alone, and 
shall I be deprived of the cattle that would 
be mine were she married to a proper man? 
You know the law.”

“ Aye — I know,” Smithers assented 
wearily.

‘ And know, too, that should she become 
a widow she may properly marry again?”

“ Aye.” The assent came mechanically, 
listlessly.

” Then am I not just when I say that 
death must come to you, unless—

" Unless, Tomasi?”
“ Unless you can pay me the lobelia, the 

marriage gift.”
” I can do that, Tomasi—to-morrow, as 

I haye said. Listen.” Smithers drank deep­
ly from his bottle and continued hurriedly: 

“ To-morrow, when the white man Hamp­
ton comes to the river's ford, I shall be hid­
den in the bushes about the banks. When 
he is but halfway across my fire stick will 
speak, and Hampton will fall from his horse 
into the water. The crocodiles below the 
ford will take care that no one shall know 
the manner of his death. Then the store, 
and all that is in it, will be mine. I shall 
be avenged on the man who would put me 
to this shame, and you—you shall be paid 
in full. Threefold you shall be paid.” 

Tomasi smiled sardonically as Smithers 
paused for lack of breath.

“ And think you,” he scoffed, . •' that no 
one will be with the man, Hampton? That 
none of the people of the kraal will be at 
the ford to greet him. Hast forgotten that 
the people of the kraal count him a man 
among men—as indeed he is—and they 
would know no rest until they had found 
the man who killed him.”

The look of elation faded from Smithers’s 
face. His head drooped and his fingers 
fumbled at his loose under-lip. He had in­
deed overlooked all these things!

“ Yet the plan has merit,” Tomasi con­
tinued musingly. “ Hampton has never 
seen eye to eye with me. All witchcraft, he 
thinks, is an abomination; he charges the 
faults of a few to us all. He has worked 
me much evil; giving information against 
me to the Government man. Ave; and he
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has told the'people my wonder-workings are 
but cunning tricks. And so, in some part, 
they are. But all tricks are not evil. If 
by tricks I  make a man believe that I am 
the mouthpiece of the spirits, will not that 
man believe me when I say that he will be 
cured from the sickness that troubles him? 
And, believing that, will not the sickness be 
cured?

“ This faith Hampton would destroy. 
So—though the people regard him with rev­
erence—it may be that the spirits would 
have him die. Au-a! That he shall—and 
to-morrow. And you, Nyorka, you shall 
be the instrument of the Great Spirits. So 
shall you pay your debt to me.

“ Come! ”
Picking up the two baskets, first putting 

the cover on the one containing the snakes, 
Tomasi led the way out of the hut, and 
Smithers wonderingly followed.

The moon had risen and her silver rays 
touched the bush around with a magic 
wand. Near-by objects stood out with star­
tling distinctness — yet everything seemed 
unreal; grotesque.

Just beyond the shadow of the hut To­
masi paused and carefully placed the bas­
kets on the ground. From one of them—not 
the one he had opened in the hut—he took 
a large gourd. With some difficulty he re­
moved the stopper and poured a little of 
the syrup-like substance it contained on his 
sandals. That done, he quickly replaced 
the stopper. A sweet, pungent odor—sick­
ening in its intensity—seemed to fill all the 
air about.

The basket containing the snakes quiv­
ered as they thrashed about as though pro­
voked to intense rage.

“ And now,” said Tomasi, “ you shall see 
what few men—what no white men—have 
seen. When I  give the word do you take 
off the cover of the other basket. Nay,” 
he added impatiently as he noted Smithers’s 
look of fear, “ there shall come no harm to 
you so long as you keep the basket between 
yourself and me when you remove the lid. 
You will obey?”

Smithers nodded assent.
With incredible speed for one so old, 

Tomasi ran across the open clearing about 
the store, through the ashes of a dying fire,

until he came to the edge of the bush, two 
hundred yards away.

“ Now,” he shouted, and Smithers, tak­
ing up a knob-kerrie, cautiously lifted the 
lid of the basket with it.

Like sprinters starting from the mark at 
the pistol shot, three black dealers of death 
shot from the basket and, in long undulat­
ing curves, followed swiftly in the path tak­
en by Tomasi. The red hot embers of the 
fire did not check them, or turn them from 
their course.

As one in a dream, half-hypnotized, 
Smithers watched them come almost within 
striking distance of the witch-doctor and 
then he saw Tomasi kick the sandals from 
his feet and leap swiftly to one side.

The three mambas swerved as one and a 
moment later were striking viciously at the 
sandals.

And, now as he watched, Smithers saw 
other snakes hastening toward the sandals; 
harmless grass snakes, and a spitting ring- 
hals; puffed adders and a small python. 
Soon a tangled squirming mass thrashed in 
the dust about the sandals; sibilant hisses 
sounded above all the night cries.

Anon the mass disentangled; one by one 
the reptiles vanished into the bush and 
when all had gone Tomasi picked up his 
sandals—the scent had now evaporated 
from them—and returned to where Smith­
ers was standing as one stricken speech­
less.

“ Well!” chuckled Tomasi, “ does.that 
not show you a way?”

“ I t is a work of evil spirits, Tomasi,” 
Smithers said hoarsely. “ But, yes—that 
way is sure.”

“ Sure indeed,” echoed Tomasi. “ Pay 
heed then: With the coming of the morn­
ing sun you will set out alone to meet the 
man Hampton, taking with you some of this 
ointment which I will give you. In some 
way—and it is not for me to tell you that 
way—put some of the ointment upon the 
white man Hampton. My servants—you 
saw them yonder—will do the rest.

“ Is it understood?”
“ Aye, Tomasi.” Smithers;s teeth chat­

tered like castanets. “ But it is a fearful 
death.”

“ But sure, 0  Nyorka, and no man will
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be able to point the finger of suspicion at 
you. Do you yet hesitate?”

“ Nay. Give me the stuff.”
He reached for the gourd.
“ Not so. Only a little of that do I give 

you.”
“ Then put some in this.”
Smithers took the glass flask from his 

hip-pocket, drank the gin which yet re­
mained in it, and handed it to the witch­
doctor.

Tomasi then carefully poured some of the 
syrup from the gourd into the flask and, 
corking it securely, handed it back to 
Smithers.

“ Keep it with you,” he said, “ lest those 
women of yours, seeing it, are eaten with 
curiosity to know of its potency. See to it 
that you do not fail the Spirits in this task 
I  have given you. Should you in any way 
fail, or seek in any way again to make a 
mock of me, your death will quickly follow. 
Remember!. The Spirits are all-powerful, 
swift to avenge insult and—I, Tomasi, am 
their mouthpiece. Now I go to my own 
cave; the morning must not find me here 
else, when Hampton dies, there will Ire some 
to accuse me of having killed him.

So saying, Tomasi picked up his baskets 
and strode quickly away.

Smithers watched him until he was lost 
to sight in the bush then, entering the hut 
he placed the flask carefully on the table 
and sat down on the trundle bed—holding 
his head in hjs hands.

He shivered violently—as if with the 
ague of fever.

Reaching under the bed he dragged out a 
tin chest and from it took a bottle of gin-— 
his last one! He knocked off the top of it 
with the butt of his revolver and drank 
morosely.

His eyes were bloodshot; the muscles of 
his face twitched constantly.

Time passed. The gin in the bottle low­
ered steadily.

There was a long period of silence—brok­
en only by gulping, swallowing noises.

“ And he’ll always have a hold on me,” 
he muttered after a while, giving verbal ex­
pression to the thought which had been 
troubling him.

“ But if I put him out of the way to­

night,” he continued, and a crafty glint 
gleamed in his eyes, “ no one will be the 
wiser, hyenas and vultures will pick him 
clean before sun-up.”

His speech was thick; he articulated with 
difficulty.

® I ’ll do it,” he said, coming to a sudden 
resolve. “ I can catch up with him; he 
won’t be suspecting anything. I ’ll show' 
him no blame black can threaten me. An 
assegai will lie the best. It don’t make no 
noise, or break any bones.”

He chuckled wickedly and lurched to 
bis feet.

In a corner of the hut was a bundle of 
assegais—broad-bladed stabbing spears. He 
took one of them and reeled toward the 
door. His eye caught the flask on the 
table.

“ That’s good,” he laughed. “ I ’ll pour 
some of the stuff on the black—”

He thrushed the flask into his hip pocket, 
hesitated long enough for one more drink 
and passed out into the night.

With hurried, but uncertain, footsteps he 
came to where the trail led down the steep, 
rocky bank to the river’s ford.

And there he slipped—his feet shot from 
under him—and, falling on his back, he slid 
down the bank, cursing, and clawing madly 
at bushes and grass in a vain attempt to 
check h is‘fall. His course was halted by 
the big ledge of rock from which he had 
shot at the bottle earlier in the day.

His head hit against the rock and lights 
danced before his eyes; then for a little 
while all was dark.

When he came to he was conscious of a 
strong, pungent odor—sickening in its in­
tensity. His heart seemed to be inclosed 
in an icy grip as he realized that his fall 
had smashed the flask; that his clothing was 
impregnated with the ointment. He tried 
to rise, but could not. His ankle, his kpee, 
something, was dislocated. -

Something moved on h^h^$K§i)>t£MUV 
fully opening his eyes, he saw a small rock 
python coiled there.

He opened his mouth to scream—but re­
mained silent; he closed his eyes, but fear 
fiwced them open again.

Slithery, crawling, sounds came to his 
ears; rustling noises, hisses, sounded in the
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grasses—to the right and the left of him; 
above and below him.

An odor—reminiscent of crushed cucum­
bers—became increasingly stronger—even 
stronger than that of the pungent ointment.

The hissing of snakes was like the rust­
ling of autumn leaves when a mighty wind 
blows.

Heavy weights pressed about his body,

his legs, his amis. Something cold—clam­
my—slimy—squirmed across his feet.

He screamed in maddened terror; with 
one tremendous effort he attempted to shake 
off the crushing weights.

He screamed again and—then was still.
The sound like the rustling of autumn 

leaves when a mighty wind blows, seemed 
to be ever increasing in volume!

t r  t r  u  t r

T H E  G O L F O M A N I A C
A, THWART the clubhouse porch he 

* *  With earnest, hurried tread; 
And out across the turf he stalks 

Like herald grimly sped.
Behind is home, behind are cares 

Of stocks and bonds and wheat 
What matters wife, or bulls and bears, 

When bogey is to beat?

walks

And now he halts beside the box 
That marks, anear, the lea:

And now in manner orthodox 
He molds his little tee;

And now he draws his driver forth, 
Like |ilade from out a sheath;

And now he gazes west and north, 
And stamps upon the heath.

• He waggles—with compelling force 
His eager club he shakes;

He waggles—and along the course 
A stem survey he takes;

He waggles—for the distant hole 
Again he keenly sights;

He waggles—and with heart and soul 
The waiting sphere he smites.

He’s off—atrudging down the green.
O'er smiling hill and plain;

But every tender rural scene 
Presents its charms in vain.

Not his the springtime’s fragrant lore, 
Not his the purple fall;

His mind, egad, is on the score.
His eye is on the ball!

Edwin /.. Sabin.



By A. D. TEMPLE

IT was late summer afternoon in Coon- 
burg, In the shade trees on the dusty 
street tree toads and cicadas chirped 

their songs, the katydids occasionally join­
ing in the chorus as the shadows grew 
longer.

On the stoop of McGoogle’s grocery 
many members of Coonburg’s Sportsmen’s 
Club lounged lazily, squirting, with deadly 
accuracy of aim, streams of amber-colored 
tobacco juice at any unfortunate fly that 
alit within range, or filling the air with 
smoke from pipes loaded with rank plug 
tobacco as they discussed the affairs of the 
neighborhood.

From out a cloud of dust Fritz Stuffel- 
funk, farming on Mud Creek, drove up be­
fore the store. As he alighted his aston­
ished friends saw that he came in a brand 
new automobile. With a hasty salute 
“ Gudt afternoon, chentlemen,” he entered

the store, coming out a few minutes later 
loaded down with purchases. Stowing them 
away snugly, he cranked up, turned on the 
juice, and with a broad smile and wave of 
his hand to the speculating crowd was gone.

Link Brown watched his dust as he dis­
appeared, knocked the ashes from his corn­
cob pipe, and asked the dub in general: 
“ Now, where in time d’ye reckon Dutch 
Fritz got the cash to buy that flivver? He 
made no crop this year, an’ his land ain’t 
worth two bits an acre; it’s so poor it ’d 
starve a goat to death.”

“ They’re sayin’ down round the Corners 
that he found a chest of buried money when 
he dug that drain ditch in his south forty,” 
said Jeff Tate. “ Mebbe he did, but it was 
jest fool luck. You or me could dig an’ 
delve for forty years round here, an’ not 
find a durned red cent.”

“ Thet’s so—thet’s so,” observed Josh
635
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Stebbins. “ But this here place ain't the 
hull world; they’s other places where a 
week’s diggin’ would make a man rich,

“ Ef you’d sailed the seven seas, Jeff, 
like I hev, ye’d know' thet Coonburg is a 
mighty small dot on the chart, an’ don’t 
amount ter nothin’. Le’s go in an’ sit down 
while I tell you all how I missed fmdin’ a 
fortune thet’s still waitin’ fer somebody to 
dig it up, an’ me an’ my partner are goin’ 
to find it the next time I get round where it 
is buried.

Ye see,-’ he went on, casually helping 
himself to a smoked red herring and a soda 
cracker as he took his seat, “ I was kinda 
beach combin’ after hevin’ swum ashore at 
Pensacola from a ship thet hed a gun fight- 
in’ skipper an’ a bucko mate. I run up 
agenst ’em over scrubbin’ brass work, find- 
in' after the rumpus was over thet I  was 
low deuce ag’in’ a pair of aces. So when 
she dropped her mud hook I  took chances 
on the sharks, fer I knowed I ’d never make 
the round v’y ’ge I shipped fer alive, so I 
slipped over the side.

“ I kept outa sight after I got ashore, but 
watched her till I seen her topsels hull 
down, steerin’ so’th; then I  started lookin’ 
fer another berth with a hooker where the 
skipper an’ mate s milk o’ human kindness 
hedn’t turned inter vinegar. But there was 
nothin’ doin’ in the shippin’ line jest then, 
an’ ez I was wonderin’ how I could hustle 
one square meal fer a change from the raw 
clams thet I ’d been mostly livin’ on, a 
feller come up an’ axed me, ‘ Are you, my 
friend, a seafaring man?’

“ ‘ Meanin’ which?’ I sez, ez 1 give him 
the once-over. He looked like halfway be­
twixt a college purfesser an’ a barkeep. He 
wore a white duck suit o’ clothes with foul 
anchors on the sleeves an’ collar of his 
coat, a white cheesecutter cap with another 
foul anchor, an’ he had on horn-bow'ed 
specs. His nose was as red as the Montauk 
light, sighted through a fog.

I inquired if you followed the sea,’ he 
sez.

" ; Wal, no,’ I sez. * I t’s t ’other way 
round when the tide’s on the flood, but it 
never reached me when I stayed above 
high-water mark.’

••i How's thet?’ he sez.

‘ Wal, ye see,’ I told h im ,; clam diggin’ 
is best done at low tide, an’ the flood fel­
lers you up to high-water mark. .An’ I ’ve 
been diggin’ clams mostly since I quit the 
last ship.’

“ * Ah! quite so,’ he sez. ‘ Then you are 
a sailor, as I judged from the cut of your 
jib.’ He was tryin’ ter talk like a salt-water 
man, when, fer all his rig out, he didn’t 
look ez ef he could tell the dolphin striker 
from the jib downhaul.

“ ‘ The skipper an’ the mate o’ the Bal­
lyhoo Castle didn’t seem to think so,’ I 
answers. ; Thet’s why I quit ’em without 
waitin’ fer my pay. But I ken hand, reef, 
an’ steer—an’—splice the main brace too,’ 
lookin’ straight at his red nose ez I sed it. 
I seen right then thet he knowed a little 
about the fust principles o’ navigation, fer 
he grinned an1 pulled a flask o’ hooch outa 
his pocket an’ both of us hed a smile.

* ‘ I ’m looking for a sailing master,’ he 
sez. ‘ That’s my yacht out in the stream, 
the Foaming Wave ’—p ’intin’ to a white 
schooner-rigged craft of about a hunderd 
tons measurement, flyin’ the New York 
Yacht Club flag.

“ Arter I'd  told him thet I hed navigated 
the seven seas, on all kinds o’ craft from 
icebergs an’ dead whales to steamers an’ 
square riggers, he sed I was jest the man 
he needed; so we traded, I shippin’ ez sail­
in’ master, he bein’ the commodore or rear 
admiral, damfino which. His job was to 
look wise an’ smoke good cigars on the 
quarter-deck while I run the yacht.

“ He'd started in life poor, but honest, 
an’ got ter be a millyunare, buyin’ low an’ 
sellin’ high, till he got in the highest social 
circles of New York. His name was Al­
gernon Pew Kidd. When he dug up his 
family tree to show ’em he was a blueblood 
he found thet the most distinguished mem­
bers of it hed been hung as pirates about a 
hunderd an’ fifty years before his troubles 
commenced, one of ’em bein’ Cap’n Kidd 
an’ the other old Pew'. So, seein’ thet his 
ancestors, before they was hung, hed done 
about ez well in the seafarin’ line ez he hed 
done in Wall Street and with pretty much 
the same principles, he bought a schooner 
an’ started tryin’ a seagoin’ life by talcin’ a 
cruise in his own yacht, or ez he put it,
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* Over the balmy seas where my brave an­
cestors immortalized their names.’

“ Before I  signed on he asked me ef' I 
could pilot him in the West Indies an’ the 
Caribbean Sea, an’ I told him I knowed 
every rock, reef, an’ island between Florid}' 
an’ Santo Domingo.

“ We squared away fer the Bahamas fust, 
cruisin’ round by Big an’ Little Abaco an’ 
Hole-in-the-Wall, then we run down by San 
Salvador an’ Eluthera islands in water so 
shaller thet we could see bottom most o’ 
the time while we was outa sight o’ land. 
It looked ez ef we might strike a reef an’ 
carry away our false keel ’most any minit, 
an’ we did scrape the coral more’n once. 
I t  was risky sailin’*—I ’ll say so—but we 
only scraped off some o’ the barnacles so 
thet she sailed better instead o’ worse, an’ 
nothin’ happened, nor begun ter happen, 
till we was steerin’ so’th fer Hispaniola an’ 
the Spanish Main, where they always was 
an’ always pill be some hell raisin’ goin’ 
on.

“ Me an’ the commodore—I always 
called him commodore—got purty chummy 
arter cruisin’ a few weeks. He called me 
Cap’n Stebbins, ’cept when he hed about 
eight slugs of old Bourbon under hatches, 
then he called me Josh jest like you all do.

“ At seven bells one evenin’, ez we was 
in the cabin drinldn’ whisky soda an’ play­
in’ poker at a dollar a chip, while we was 
makin’ about twelve knots with the wind a 
ieetle abaft the quarter, all of a sudden she 
hit something with a bang thet stood me 
on my head jest ez I was rakin’ down a 
hundred-dollar pot thet I ’d won on a full, 
jacks up, ag’in’ two pair kings up an’ a 
lone ace.

“ I  left the money on the floor an’ flew 
up the companionway with the commodore 
at my shirt tail, which was flyin’ straight 
out behind me.

“ ‘ Hey, Josh!’ he hollered. ‘ What in 
hell hev we hit? Didn’t you claim to know 
every rock in the West Indies?’

“ ‘ Commodore Algernon Pew Kidd,’ I 
sez, very impressive like, ‘ I sure did; an’ 
I  never told a lie in all my life, ez is well 
known ter them thet hez been acquainted 
with me Ionger’n our brief acquaintance 
hez lasted. We ain’t hit no rock, fer.we’re

off soundin’s. Rocks don’t drift off their 
moorin’s. What we hit was a derelict, or 
a whale, or mebbe the sea sarpent thet they 
say lives down here somewhere. Heave the 
lead!’ I yelled at the forward lookout; ‘ ye 
lubberly, cross-eyed son of a sea cook! ’ He 
run out a hundred fathoms an’ reported no 
bottom..

“ Jest ez he called out, somethin’ broke 
water on our stabbard beam thet looked 
like a small submarine, only it was alive 
an’ makin’ the water fly as it sloshed round 
like a dyin’ wild duck givin’ its last kicks. 
I t swum round an’ round in a circle, rollin’ 
over now an’ then, so we could see it had 
a shell somethin’ like them armidillers they 
is down in Texas, an’ there was a big hole 
in it amidships with the blood streamin’ 
out, makin’ its wake red with gory foam. 
I t was about thirty foot long by twelve 
beam, with a neck like an African giraffe 
fer length, but covered with scales like an 
alligator an’ topped off with a head like 
a snappin’ turtle, only a heap bigger.”

“ Josh,” said the schoolmaster, who was 
an interested listener, “ that answers to the 
description of a fossil reptile, the * plesiosau­
rus,’ that has been extinct for more than a 
hundred thousand years.”

“ Mebbe it was a plezysorus, or a whim- 
bampus, but ef he’d been dead so long, he 
w'as the liveliest corpse I  ever run foul of, 
fer it was roarin’ an’ bellerin’ till it could 
be heerd ten miles away.”

“ I see,” interrupted Pat McGoogle, 
“ that there’s a lake in South America where 
scientists think that this reptile still exists; 
maybe that this was one that in a freshet 
had been carried out to sea and was trying 
to find its way back to the lake when your 
yacht struck it?”

“ Like enough, Pat—like enough; but 
they wasn’t a single nacherlist nor bughunt- 
er in the hull crew. We didn’t give a damn 
what it was ez long ez it didn’t board us. 
All our scientific interest hed gone blooey.

“ ‘ Fer the luvva Mike, commodore,’ I 
sez, ‘ git a gun! There’s the rock we hit, 
or I ain’t nothin’ But a pierhead jumper!’ 
A few rifle shots in its head an’ neck put it 
outa business, an’ it sunk.

“ We tried the bilge pump an’ found she 
was makin’ water so fast thet it was plain
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she'd started her plankin’ when we hit the 
whimbampus or plezysorus, whatever it 
was—I ain’t a goin’ ter risk my repytation 
fer truth an’ voracity by claimin’ any per- 
tickler name fer it. Ez a truthful man 1 
jest state what we all seen, an’ the scientific 
guys ken do the rest. What we hed ter do 
mighty pronto was to find a harbor o’ some 
kind where we could careen her an’ calk 
the leak, fer ef our pumps broke down we 
stood a mighty good chance of founderin’ 
an’ makin’ a call on Davy Jones. The chart 
showed two little sand keys, Rat an’ Mouse 
Island, was the nearest land S. E. by E. of 
our course. Ez I was givin’ the man at the 
wheel his course, the lookout forward sung 
out - Sail ho!’ an’ there on the stabbard 
beam was a square rigger bearin’ down on 
us with a bone in her teeth. It was dark 
already, but we could see her plain, ez she 
was all lit up with a kinda green light like 
foxfire on sails, spars, riggin’ an’ hull.

“ ‘ Hard a port!’ I hollered, an’ we 
sheered off jest in time. I could a ’ throwed 
a chaw of terbaccer aboard of her ez she 
passed us; our bowsprit almost raked her 
port counter. An’, fellers, I ’ll allow tliet I 
was wabbly in the knees an’ gooseflesh all 
over by the time she was outa sight in the 
darkness, fer we hailed her, an’ she never 
answered. Her ports was all closed; she 
didn’t carry no lights; an’ there was nan ' a 
livin’ soul aboard of her, fer ez we could 
see, but the devil must a’ been at her 
wheel, fer she was steerin’ a straight course 
with never a yaw ter port or stabbard.

“ By her build, high poop and low at the 
bows, besides the cut of her canvas an’ the 
way her shrouds was rigged, I knowed too 
durned well it was the Fly in’ Dutchman. 
An’, boys, of course I never git skeered, 
but I ’d ’a’ give a thousand dollars right 
then ter hev been sittin’ whar I am now, 
in Pat’s grocery, with the crackers an’ red 
herrin’s handy an’ the cider bar’l close up, 
fer every sailorman thet’s sailed the seven 
seas, when that craft comes abeam of him, 
knows bad weather an’ bad luck toilers in 
its wake.”

“ Josh, what is the ’ Flying Dutch­
man ’?” asked Jeff Tate.

“ Nobody knows fer certain, Jeff, except 
it is Davy Jones’s flagship, They tell in

the fo’c’s’les thet about three hundred years 
back an old Dutch sea cap’n named De­
trick Van Darn sailed outa Amsterdam on 
his ship the Full Moon, bound fer the East 
Indies by way o’ the Cape of Good Hope. 
Off the cape he run inter contrary winds an’ 
got blowed back every time he tried ter 
round it, till he swore he’d double it in 
spite o’ God Almighty, the devil, hell, an’ 
high water! He’s been tryin’ ter round it 
ever since, except when he takes a cruise 
through the seven seas, leavin’ hurricanes, 
shipwreck, an’ every other kind o’ bad luck 
in his wake fer every ship thet sights him.” 

Link Brown took his corn cob pipe from 
his mouth, and as he knocked the ashes 
from it, remarked: ‘ Josh, I can believe 
that you struck a plezysorus an’ sprung a 
leak, but claiming that a man has been sail­
ing the ocean for three hundred years is 
kinda hard to swallow.”

" Link, twenty years ago, ef Jed Styles, 
sittin’ over there, hed sed he was goin’ ter 
fly from London to Paris, an’ afterward 
callated ter fly to Berlin an’ Vienna, you’d 
a’ notified the county commissioners an’j 
they’d ’a ’ shut him up in the bughouse fer 
vi’lent lunatics, But only last week he told 
us how he flew over half o’ the old country, 
an’ we all knowed he told the truth. The 
Bible tells how Methusley lived nine hun­
dred an’ sixty-nine years—w hat’s ter hin­
der a hard-biled Dutch sailorman like Cap’n 
Van Dam from livin’ several hundred years.

" ■ Commodore,’ I sez ez the craft went 
outa sight in the darkness and the wind and 
sea began ter rise, ‘ the quicker we make a 
safe harbor the better, fer it’s goin’ ter 
blow great guns before daylight.’

" He turned kinda white around the gills, 
an’ asks, * How d’ye know?’

“ ■ That craft thet jest passed us is a sorta 
stormy petrel, an’ means wind,’ I told him, 
an’ he went below an’, turned in, while I  
ordered all sail clapped on.

" Next morning we made the two is  ̂
lands an’ dropped our anchors in a little 
bay on Mouse Island, layin’ snug an’ safe 
till the blow I knowed was cornin’ hed 
blowed itself out ez we lay to the lee o’ the 
island. We run the Foaming Wave ez near 
the beach ez we could at high tide, an’ with 
a Spanish windlass on each mast careened
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h e r  so th e t a fte r  s h ift in ’ h e r lo o se  b a lla s t  

a f t ,  th e  le a k  in  h e r b o w  w a s  o u ta  w a te r  a n ’ 

e a s y  c a lk e d .
“  W h ile  th e  c re w  w a s  w o rk  in ’ a t  i t  th e  

co m m o d o re  a n ’ m e  to o k  a  b o a t  a n ’ scu lle d  

o v e r  to  R a t  Is la n d ; th e t  w a s  a b o u t a  h a lt  

m ile  to  le e w a rd  o f  o u r a n ch o ra g e .
“  T h e  co m m o d o re  p u t  a  q u e e r- lo o k in ’ 

p o le  in  th e  y a w l, e z  w e  p u sh e d  o ff, a ll p a in t­

e d  u p  w ith  r in g s  a n ’ fig g ers  su ch  e z  I  n ev er 

seen  b e fo re .
“  ‘ W h a t  y e  g o t  th ere , co m m o d o re ? ’ I  

a sk e d  h im .
“  ‘ I t ’s a  d iv in in g  ro d , J o s h ,’ h e  sez, ‘ a n ’ 

c o s t  m e f iv e  h u n d re d  iron  m e n .’
“  ‘  W h a t ’s  i t  go o d  fe r ?  W h a t  k e n  it  d i­

v in e ?  I t  a in ’t  a  t a lk in ’ m a ch in e , is  i t ? ’

“ 1 I t  te lls  w h ere  th e re  is  w a te r  o r o th e r  
liq u id s , o r  th e  p re c io u s  m e ta ls , su ch  a s  g o ld  

a n d  silver. I t  d o n ’t  ta lk , i t  m e re ly  p o in ts  

th e  p la c e  to  d ig .’
“  ‘  S a n d  a n ’ s a lt  w a te r  is a b o u t  a ll  w e ’re  

g o in g  te r  fin d  o v e r  th a r, co m m o d o re, o r  I  

m iss m y  g u e ss ,’ I  to ld  h im .
“ H e  sez , m ig h ty  so lem n , ‘  I  h a v e  a  h u n ch  

th a t  m y  a n ce sto rs  t h a t  s a ile d  th e  S p a n ish  
M a in  in  s e a rc h  o f  g lo r y  a n d  ric h es  b u rie d  

so m e o f  th e  p r o p e r ty  th e y  h a d  no u se  for 
a t  th e  tim e  o n  so m e o f  th ese  b e a u t ifu l  isles 
o f  th e  tro p ic a l seas. I n  fa c t ,  I  a m  su re  o f  

i t ,  o n ly  I  d o n ’t  k n o w  o n  what, is la n d s  th e y  
a r e  h id d en . S o m e v e rse s  w ritte n  b y  C a p ­
ta in  K id d , m y  a n ce sto r , w h o  m et h is  d e a th  

a t  th e  v io le n t  en d  o f  a  ro p e  som e y e a r s  b e ­
fo re  h is  u n tim e ly  e n d , e v id e n tly  re fer to  
h id d en  w e a lth . L is te n  to  th ese  w ord s:

“  ‘ Fifteen men of ’em good and true;
Every man Jack could ’a’ sailed with Old 

Pew.
There was chest on chest of Spanish gold,
And a ton of plate in the middle hold;
And the cabin’s riot of loot untold,
And there they lie that took the plum 
With sightless eyes, with lips struck dumb,
But we'll share all by rule of thumb,
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum.’

“ r S o u n d s lik e  th e  p ro sp e c tu s  o f  a  m in in g  
c o m p a n y  in  O ld  M e x ic o ,’ I  sez . ‘ A l l  go ld  

a n d  silv e r  a n ’ d e a d  m e n ; b u t  th a t  la s t  v e rse  

sou n d s b e st to  m e— I ’m  k in d a  tired  o ’ d rin k - 
in ’ y o u r  r y e  a n d  b o u rb o n  sin ce  th e  so d y  

w a te r  g iv e  o u t, a n ’ a  b o ttle  e ’ ru m  w o u ld  

ta s te  m ig h ty  g o o d  fe r  a  c h a n g e - l e t ’s  g o .’ 

A n ’ w e  w en t, je s t  e z  so o n  e z  w e  h i t  th e

b each ;- m e  w ith  a  p ic k  a n ’ sh o ve l, th e  co m ­

m od ore  p a c k in ’ h is  d iv in in ’ ro d  b e tw ee n  

b o th  h is  h a n d s  so it  c o u ld  s w in g  d o w n , u p , 
o r  s id e w a y s , th e  w a y  th e  m a n  th e t so ld  it 
to  h im  h e d  to ld  h im  to  h a n d le  it .

“  W e  p u sh e d  o u r w a y  th ro u g h  th e  b ru sh , 
w a lk in ’ a b re a st, w h en , e z  I  w as  lo o k in ’ a t  a  

f lo c k  o ’ green  p a r ro ts  u p  in  th e  co co n u t 

tre es  o v e rh e a d , a n ’ w ish in ’ w e ’d  ru n  o n  to  a  
b u n c h  o ’ m o n k e y s  to  th ro w  u s  d o w n  som e 

n u ts , fe r  I  w a s  a w fu l d r y , a n ’ gree n  c o c o ­
n u ts  m a k e  a  fin e  d r in k  lik e  lem o n a d e, a ll 

te r  o n ce  th e  rod  tw is te d  in  th e  co m m o d o re ’s 
h a n d s  so  su d d e n , o n e  e n d  o f  i t  h it  m e in 
th e  ja w  a n ’ th e  t ’o th e r  p ’in te d  d o w n , p u llin ’ 

d o w n  h is  h a n d s  t ill i t  s tu c k  in  th e  gro u n d .
“  ‘ U r e e k y , ’ sez  th e  co m m o d o re. * J osh , 

h e re ’s  w h e re  w e  fin d  w h a t  w e ’re lo o k in g  fo r. 
H e re  th e  tre a su re s  o f  th e  In d ie s  a re  b u ried . 
G e t  to  w o r k  w ith  y o u r  p ic k  a n d  s h o v e l.’

“  I ’d  d u g  d o w n  a b o u t  tw o  fo o t  w h e n  th e  
p ic k  d r o v e  r ig h t  th ro u g h  a  s k u ll .  ‘ H e ll ’s 

b e lls ,’  I  h o lle red  w h e n  I  seen  w h a t i t  w as. 

* C o m m o d o re , y e r  d iv in in ’ ro d  h a s  fo u le d  u s 
w ith  a  b o n e y a r d ! ’

“  ‘ K e e p  o n  d ig g in g ,’ h e  to ld  m e. 1 T h a t  

w a s  th e  g a rd e e n  o ’ th e  tre a su re ; th e y  a l­
w a y s  b u r ie d  tw o  o r  th r e e  o f  th e ir  p riso n ers  
w ith  th e  c a c h e  to  ta k e  c a re  o f  i t . ’

“  A  lit t le  d e ep er I  s tr u c k  w o o d , a n ’ d u g  
u p  a  tw e n ty -g a llo n  k e g  fu ll o ’ so m e th in ’ 

th e t  I  w a s  su re  w a s n ’t  w a te r .
“  ‘ H e v  y o u  g o t a  c o rk s c re w ? ’ I  a x e d  

h im .

“  ‘ N o , b u t  th e re ’s  a  g im le t in  m y  j a c k ­
k n ife , ’ h e  s e z , p u llin ’ it  o u t  a n ’ s ta r t in ' a  
h o le  in  t h e  s ta v e s . A  l i t t le  j e t  o ’ liq u o r 

sq u irte d  o u ta  th e  h o le  h e  m a d e. E z  soon  
e z  I  g o t  a  w h iff o f  i t , r ig h t  a w a y  I  p u t  m y  
m o u th  to  th e  h o le  a n ’  to o k  a  lo n g  sw ig .

“ ‘ B e  c a re fu l, J o sh , i t  m a y  b e  p o iso n ,’ 
sez  th e  co m m o d o re.

“  ‘ P o iso n  b e  d a m n e d ,’ I  to ld  h im . ‘ T h is  

is  o ld  J a m a ic a  ru m  t h e t ’s b e en  b u rie d  a n ’ 
a g in ’ in  th e  w o o d  s in c e  lo n g  b e fo re  y e r  g lo r i­

o u s  a n ce sto rs  m e t th e ir  e n d  a t  th e  en d  o f  a  

rop e. T h e m  a n ce sto rs  o ’ y o u r s  w a s  go o d  
ju d g e s  o ’ h o o ch , I ’ll s a y  th a t  m u c h  fo r  ’em , 

th o u g h  I ’v e  h e erd  th e t  th e ir  m a n n ers  a n ’ 

m o ra ls  w a s  lo w  g ra d e . T a k e  a  s w ig  a n ’ see  

fe r  y e r s e lf .’
“  H e  to o k  a  go o d  d r in k , th e n  h e  sm iled  

a n ’ sm a ck e d  h is  lip s , th en  h e  sez, ‘ T h i s ’d
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m a k e  a  fin e  p u n c h  i f  w e  h a d  som e lem on s 

a n d  s u g a r .’
“  ‘ I t  ’d  b e  a ll  ja k e  e f  w e  h e d  a  fe w  o ' 

th e m  green  co co n u ts  o v e r  o u r h e a d s; th e y ’re  

fu ll o ’ th e  b e st k in d  o ’ ca n n ed  le m o n a d e ,’ 

I  te lls  h im .
“  ‘ G e t  u p  a lo f t  th e re  a n d  h e a v e  d o w n  a  

fe w ,’ h e  ord ers.
** ‘ I  a in ’t  n o  m o n k e y  to  sh in  u p  th e t  b a re  

t r u n k ,’ I  co m e b a c k  w ith .

“  ‘ C a n ’t  a  sa ilo r  g o  a n y w h e re  a lo f t  w h ere  

a  m o n k e y  c a n ? ’
‘ Y e s ,  e x c e p t w h ere  th e  m o n k s  use  

h a n d s, fe e t, a n ’ ta il, lik e  th e y  d o  w h e n  th e y  

p ic k  c o c o n u ts .’
“  i I f  it  w a s n ’ t  th a t  I 'm  v ic e  p re sid e n t o f  

th e  F a t  M e n ’s C lu b , a n d  w e ig h  th re e  h u n ­
d re d  a n d  f i f t y  p o u n d s, I ’d  c lim b  u p  m y s e lf , ’ 

h e  sez, a n ’ tea rs  co m e in h is  e y e s  e z  h e  

lo o k ed  u p  a t  th e m  co co n u ts.
“  A fte r  I  to o k  th ree  o r fo u r m o re  d r in k s  

1 m u st ’a ’ g o t  l i t  u p  a  b it , fe r  I  a in ’t  c e rta in  

e z  to  je s t  w h a t  h a p p e n e d — I  re c k o n  I  m u sta  
d u m b  u p  a n ’ g o t  so m e n u ts  w ith o u t  k n o w - 

in ’ w h e th e r  I  w a s  g o in ’ o r  co rn in ’, a n ’ h ed  

com e d ow n  h e a d first fe r  a  w in d u p . M y  
sh irt a n ’ b re ec h es  w a s  a ll to re  to  p iece s , I  
h e d  a  lu m p  o n  m y  h e a d  e z  b ig  e z  a  h e n ’s 

e gg , a n ’ o n e  sh o u ld e r w a s  b la c k  a n ’ b lu e  

a n ’ stiff w h en  I  fo u n d  m y s e lf  'b o u t  su n ­
d o w n  a rm  in arm  w ith  th e  co m m o d o re, e z  

w e  h e ld  e a ch  o th er u p , b o th  o f u s  s in g in ’ 
‘ W e  w o n ’t  g o  h o m e  t ill  m o rn in g ’, ’ a n ’ k ic k ­

in ’ th e  k e g  a lo n g  in  fro n t o f  u s  to w a rd  th e  
y a w l. M e b b e  e f  w e  h e d n ’t  sech  a  d e ck - 

lo a d  w e  c o u ld  ’a ’ c a rr ie d  It on  o u r sh o u ld e rs; 
w h en  w e  g e t  to  the  b e a c h  w e  su n g  ‘ F o r  

h e ’s  a  jo l ly  go o d  fe llo w  ’ b e fo r e  w e  g o t in 
th e  y a w l. W h e n  I  lo o k e d  fe r  th e  d iv in in ’ 

ro d  th e  co m m o d o re  to k l m e h e ’d  le f t  it 
s tu c k  in  th e  gro u n d  w h ere  w e ’d  fo u n d  th e  

tre a su re s  o f  th e  In d ie s; th e n  h e  h u g g e d  a n ’ 
k isse d  m e a n ’ sa id  th e t  w h en  w e  w e n t b a c k  
to  d ig  u p  th e  re st o ’ th e  tre a su re  h e ’d  d iv id e  
u p  w ith  m e  f i f ty - f i f t y .  I  re ck o n  h is  co n ­

sc ien ce  w a s  tro u b lin ’ h im  fe r  h a v in ’ ta k e n  

m ore  th a n  h is  sh a re  o ’ th e  h o o ch  w h ile  I  
w a s  k n o c k e d  o u t. A n y w a y , I  h ed  a ll I  

c o u ld  c a rr y , a n ’ th e n  som e. B u t  w e  n ev er 

w e n t b a c k .
W h e n  w e  ca m e a b o a rd  th e  le a k  w a s  

c a lk e d  a n ’ th e  F o a m in g  W a v e  w a s  r e a d y  
fo r  sea. W e  to ld  th e  w a tc h  on  d e c k  th e t  e z

th e  w in d  w a s  ra is in g  to  p u t  o u t tw o  a n ch o rs , 
a n ’ th en  w e  tu rn e d  in . A t  a b o u t  tw o  b e lls  

a  h u rr ic a n e  fro m  th e  so u th w e st w o k e  u s  u p .

“  W e  m a d e  a ll sn u g , w ith  o u r  c a n v a s  
fu r le d  a n d  la sh e d  a n ’ b a tte n e d  h a tc h e s , 
w ith  a ll  h a n d s  b e lo w  d e c k s , a n ’ h o p e d  to  

r id e  it  o u t  w h e re  w e  w a s, b u t  th e  h u rr ic a n e  

k ic k e d  u p  w h a t  th e y  c a ll ‘ a  t id a l w a v e , ’ 

w h ich  is  n o th in ’ m o re  o r  le ss  th a n  th e  w in d  
p ilin ’ th e  w a te r  u p  in  fro n t o f  i t  in  an  e x tra  

h e a v y  b lo w  lik e  th is  o n e. O u r  a n ch o rs  

w o u ld n ’t  h o ld  a n d  d ra g g e d  e z  th e  w a v e  

c a rr ie d  u s  r ig h t o v e r  a n d  a cro ss  R a t  Is la n d , 
th e t b y  th is  t im e  w a s  a ll  u n d e r  w a te r . T h e y  

h e ld  u s a  b it  w h e n  w e  w a s  a b o u t  th e  m id ­
d le  o f  th e  is la n d  lik e  t h e y ’d  fo u n d  h o ld in ’ 

g ro u n d , th e n  le t  go  a n ’ w e  w a s  b lo w e d  o u t  

to  sea . I t  lo o k e d  e z  e f  w e ’d  k e e lh a u le d  a  
c h u rc h  w h e n  w e  h is te d  ’em  a  w e e k  a fte r ­

w a r d  off F lo r id y . T h e  p o r t  a n c h o r  w a s  

fo u le d  in a b o u t  te n  fe e t  o f  a  s te e p le  o n  on e 

f lu k e  a n ’ th e  o th e r  h e d  h o o k e d  o n to  th e  
b e ll. I t  w a s  a  m ig h ty  h ig h  w a v e  w e ’d  ro d e  
fe r  sure. B o th  a n c h o rs  h e d  u s  w e ig h e d  

d o w n  b y  th e  h e a d  so d e e p  it  w a s  a  w o n d e r 

w e  h e d n ’t  fo u n d e re d . I t  to o k  a ll h a n d s  a t  
th e  c a p s ta n  to  h is t  th e  s ta b b a rd  m u d  b o o k , 

a n ’ w h en  w e  g o t  i t  a b o a rd  th e re  w a s  a  b ig  
iro n  p o t  fu l l  o ’ S p a n ish  g o ld  o u n c e s  h a n g in ’ 

on  th e  flu k e s— w e m u s ta  fo u le d  i t  w h e n  w e  
d ra g g e d  a cro ss  R a t  Is la n d .

B A f t e r  w e ’d  sh o o k  o u t  o u r c a n v a s  th e  

co m m o d o re  o rd e re d  m e  to  s te e r  a  s tra ig h t  
co u rse  fe r  l i t t le  o l ’ N e w  Y o r k .  H e  a llo w e d  
h e  w a s  a ll  fe d  u p  w ith  l i fe  o n  th e  o cea n  

w a v e , a n ’ c a lla te d  to  fo lle r  in  th e  p a th  o f 
h is  la m e n te d  a n c e sto rs  b y  s ta r t in ’ a  b u c k e t  

s h o p  in  W a ll  S tre e t, e z  i t  p a id  b e tte r  th a n  

th e ir  o ld -fa sh io n e d  w a y  o f  d o in ’ b u sin ess .

“  W h e n  h e  p a id  u s  o ff, ten  th o u sa n d  d o l­
la rs  w a s  m y  sh a re  e f  th e  tre a su re  o v e r  a n d  

a b o v e  m y  p a y  e z  sa ilin g  m a ste r. I  lo st 

e v e r y  c e n t o f  i t  th e  n e x t  w e e k  b e tt in ’ on  
th e  ra ce s  a t  S h e e p sh e a d  B a y .  I  re c k o n  th e  

re s t  o f  m y  sh ip m a te s  d id n ’t  k e e p  th e irs  v e r y  
lo n g  n e ith e r. S a ilo rs  a in ’ t  sa v e rs , y e  k n o w .

“  B u t , fe lle rs , in  s p ite  o ’ th e  F ly in ’ 
D u tc h m a n  a n ’ D a v y  J o n e s  I ’m  g o in ’ d o w n  

to  th em  is la n d s  a g e n . T h e r e ’s  m illio n s  

b u ried  th a r  in  g o ld  a n ’ h o o c h , a n ’ w ith  a  
p ro h ib itio n  a g e n t  to  h e lp  m e , I ’ll f in d  th e  

h o o ch  a n y h o w , a n ’ th e  g o ld  w o n ’t  b e  fa r  
a w a y , I ’m  fe llin ’ y e ! ”

10  A
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Get This First Class Radio license
yo u  Can Earn Big Money With I t

i w ,

IC C ,

T H E  best. paid  positions in rad io  go to  the  men 
w ho hold the  (lovernm eni s F irst C lass C om ­
m ercial License. 1 he radio men on every ship, 

in every land com m ercial sta tion , in every b ro a d - 
casting sta tion , must, have one of these licenses. 1C very 
rad io  inspector must pass the  lirM-cla>> license ex am ­
inations. Engineers, m echanics, in-talk), turn and 
m aintenance experts m ust all of them  ow n a (Govern­
m ent F irst-C lass Com m ercial License. It is every 
radio  m an’s am bition  to  get. a  license, not only because 
it is the highest m ark o f honor he can act, but because 
it also opens to  him all the  w onderful o p portun ities 
in th is  great profession.

E m m ett W elch of Peculiar, M o., is R adio Salesman

to  win yo u r license. N o 
previous experience in elec­
tric ity  o r  rad io  is neces­
sary. Spare tim e study  at hom e prepares you in an 
am azingly sho rt tim e to  pass the (Government exam ­
inations, so you can gel one of the  tine jobs w aiting  
in th is great field. T h e  d ip lom a wc give you upon 
com pletion of the course counts for 5 to  jo credits on 
all G overnm ent license exam inations.

F o u r R adio  In stru m e n ts  Fre e
An e x i ra  o r d in a r y  fe a  1 u n  

a t e n t e d  in s t r u m e n t s ',  uw i 
r a e i i r n l  t r a i n i n g  in  ra  
1a i n te n a  ri>e a n d  r e p a i r -

o f  t h i s  c o u rs e  
•d e x c lu s iv e ly  
lb  o |n .Ta t io n .
ill o f  w h ic h  i

i n s t a l l a t i o n  a m i 
011 must h a v e  t<»

m aking S.too per m onth ami <• 
is Inspector in the Engineering

Pick Out the Job You 
Want and We Will 

Help You Get It
Wo have t ra i le d  h undreds and 

helped them  to sp lendid  paying 
positions in Radio. You will h*< 
interested in knowing exactly  wlnif 
these graduates art* doing and  in 
reading the itetUa! letters written 
h.v them . Our new Free iiook 
contains scores of tltes" letters, 
eaeli one a story of success in 
itself. Send for th is  hook.

Mere is a brief I is’ of positions in 
R adio, an d  the salaries they pay.

Radis Mechanic. $1,500 to $2,000 a year 
Radio Inspector. $1,900 to $3,000 a year 
Radio Auditor $1,200 to $1 ,B00 a year 
Radio Salesman, $2,000 to $5,000 a year 
Radio Engineer. $3,500 a year and up 
Radio Executive, up to $10,000 a year. 
Radio Aid. $6 to $10 a day 
Radio Draftsman, $7 to $10 a day 
First Class Ship Operator $105 a month, 

all expenses paid
Commercial Land Station Operator $150 

a month and up
Broadcasting Station Operator $125 to 

$250 a month.

vperws. M erle Wetzel 
I Jepartm ent of a  P u b ­
lic Service C om pany, 
Erl w in Forsy th  is on 
his w av to  Scotland 
as first-class o pera to r 
on hoard ship Read 
in the panel of the 
line salaries paid  in 
all the w onderful po ­
sitions open to  you as 
Minn as you get the  
(Government F i r s t -  
C'lass License.

Win Your Govern­
ment License This 

New, Easy Way
T h e  N ational R a ­

d io  Institu te . A m eri­
ca’s first and  largest 
R adio School, has de­
vised a  rem arkable 
new m e t h o d t h a t  
m akes it easy for you

b e c o m e  in i e x p e r t .
A m o n g 1 t h e s e  i n s t r u m e n t 1-* is  t h e  w o n d e r f u l  \ n  I r o m e le r ,  

S a id  by  e x p e r t s  to  b e  tin* p e r f e c t  d e v ic e  fo r  t e a c h in g  th e  
i In d io  ( ’o d e . A ll o f  t h e s e  i n s t r u m e n t s  o r e  R iv e n  f r e e  

d u r in g  th e  c o u r s e .  •

Send for Fre e  R adio  Book
T h o u s a n d s  o f  p o s i t io n s  o r e  o p e n  to  ] In d io  K x p o r ts .  K in d  

o u t  w lu t t  your o p p o r l  u n it  ie s  iin* in  t h i s  f a s r in n i  in g  p r o ­
f e s s io n .  S e n d  f o r  i n te r e s t in g 1 f r e e  b o o k . 11 flow  to  l .e n in  
J ia d io  n t H o f n e ."  w h i r h  g iv e s  c o m p le te  d e t a i l s  o n  p h iti  b y  
w h ic h  t in , N a t io n a l  K a d io  I n s t i t u t e  q u ic k ly  q u a l i t ie s  y o u  
fo r  a t lo v e rn rn e n t  <'o m m e r r i n ! L ic e n s e . I f  y o u  a r e  s in c e r e ­
ly a m b i t io u s ,  s e n d  th e  c o u p o n  o r  a  p o s tc a r d  fo r  f re e  b o o k  
-V >\V.

NATIO N AL RADIO IN S TITU TE
D e p t -  1 8 * A ,  1 3 4 5  P e n n s y l v a n i a  A v e . ,  N .  W .  

W A S H I N G T O N ,  D .  C .

N A T I O N A L  R A D I O  I N S T I T U T E
D e p t .  1 8 - A ,  1 3 4 5  P e n n s y l v a n i a  A v e . ,  N .  W .  

W a s h i n g t o n ,  D .  C .
Send jin* p a ir  free hook. ** llnw  to Learn R adio at Nome,”  with 

full pari ieu lars about the  opportunities in radio, an d  Inm >011 will 
(luirklv tra in  me in my spare tim e at home to win a Government 
Firvi C la s s  Connnereia I License. Also tell me how jo u r  fivo 
Kill] iloy 1 it cut Service will help me to a  position.

N am e...................................................................................................  Age

S treet .........................................................................................................

C ity ........................................................................................ S ta te .

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this m a on zinc.



ARGOSY-ALLSTORY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

SAY “ BAYER”  when you buy Insist!

Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on tablets, you are 
not getting the genuine Bayer product prescribed by 
physicians over 23 years and proved safe by millions for

Colds
Toothache
Neuritis
Neuralgia

Headache 
Rheumatism 
Lumbago 
Pain, Pain

Accept only “ Bayer”  package which contains proper directions.

Handy ‘'Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets— Also bottles of 24 and 100— Druggists.
Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture of Monoaceticaeidester of Salicylicacid

Everything A b o u t  
Cuticura Soap  

Suggests Efficiency
Soap,Ointm ent,Talcum ,25c. everyw here. For s a m p le s  
address; C a t tc u r  a  L a b o r a to r i e s ,  D e p t. D , M a ld e n ,M a s s .

prices A rc Bow
Choose fro m  1923 m odels. 4 4  s ty le s , co lo rs and 

si*es w orld fam ous R a ngerand P a th fin d e r Bicycles. 
Shipped F ree on  ap p ro v a l to r  30 days free trial. P ro ­
tect yourself a t  th ese  ro c k  b o tto m  prices.

■ d f e W / m t t t C t A V t a r V  if d e s ire d .  M any h o y s a n d  g ir ls  
W  m j  ea s ily  e a rn  th o  sm all m on th ly  pay- 

tM a m  m erits. P a re n ts  o f te n  ad v an ce  t i r s t  p aym en t.
G m — - - b e a t  q u a lity , a t  f a c to ry  p r ic e s  express p r e p a id .  
T A T C S  L am ps, w h ee ls  and  e q u ip m en t, low p ric e s . S e n d  

• ■ N o  M o n e y ,  do b u s in e s s  d ir e c t  w ith  m ak e rs . •

% # * * * !  Company
Jwj.CS>': - ■ Sept. 8-30 Chicago

W rite  to d ay  fo r  free  
R an g e r C a ta lo g , fac- 
to ry  p r ic e s  a n d  m arv e l- v 
lous easy  p ay m en t t e rm a  >

? • • • .' i •

“Pepperpot”
This is the title of an absorbing serial by 
Henrv C Rowland, beginning in the January 
MUNSEY.
“ PEPPER PO T,” as Mr. Rowland’s new story 
is appropriately named, is a stirring tale of love 
and adventure in the blue waters and tropic 
islands of the West Indies.

Munserj s M agazine
J A N U A R Y  ISSU E N O W  O N  S A L E

iii!iiiilllllilii!lilll!liiiiiillii.i:iliil!l!!!Illllli:: 'IP l!G'ITT.i »  ;!!Y. •:]!>■ :

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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I P

ARCHITECT 
$ 5 0 0 0  TD $15,000

BUSINESS MANAGER 
S 5 0 0 0  TO $15,000 I

CIVIt ENGINEER 
$5000 TO $15,000

; 'iW

I  W a n tM a n 's P a y !
That is what Albert Foster wrote 
us eighteen months ago, and he 
goes on: “I’m tired  of being 
bossed for $25 a week. I want a 
He-Man job w ith  real pay. I 
want to get into the $100 a week 
class. Tell me how to do it.” We 
showed him how. Today he has a 
He-Man job and He-Man pay. We 
tell of his experience because it’s 
typical.

WHAT ARE YOU? A man who 
is up and doing, getting real money 
— or are you simply marking time 
on $25 or $30 a week? $100 jobs 
don’t go begging. If you want one 
you’ve got to go after it. Are you 
satisfied with your present condi­
tion in life? If you are, we have
nothing to offer you, but if you want one 
of these real jobs with big pay, then w e 
can help you and help you in a hurry.

A  REAL MAN with a real man's pay 
is what you want to be, and we will 
show you how. Without loss to you of 
a single working hour, we will show 
you a sure way to success and big pay. 
A large number of men in each of the 
positions listed are enjoying their salar­
ies -because of our help— w e w ant to 
help you.

Make a check on the coupon against 
the job you want and we will help you 
get it. Write or print your name on 
the coupon and send it m today. You 
will be under no obligation.

A m e r i c a n  S c h o o l
Dept. G -I5 ,

Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago, U. S. A.

A m e r i c a n  S c h o o l
Dept. G -I5 , , D r e x e l  A v e .  a n d  5 8 t h  S t . ,  C h ic a g o  
Send m e full in fo rm atio n  on the  su b jec t checked and how 

you will help m e w in  success.
.. .A rc h ite c t 
. B uild ing  C o n tra c to r  
. ..A u to m o b ile  E n ­

g in e e r
. . .  Automobile Repalr-
. . . C ivil E n g in ee r 
. . .S t r u c tu r a l  E n g in e e r  
.. HuainuHB M an ag e r 
. . .C e r tif ie d  Pub lic  

A c c o u n ta n t 
. . .A c c o u n ta n t  a n d  _

A u d ito r
. ..B o o k k eep er

...D raftsm an  and
Designer

. .  .E le c tr ic a l E n g in e e r  . 

. . .E le c t r ic  L ig h t and  
P o w e r

. . .G e n e ra l  E d u ca tio n

. .E m p lo y m e n t M an­
a g e r

.S te am  E n g in e e r  
. F o re m a n sh ip

_ ^  .S a n ita ry  E n g in e e r
. . .  V ocational G u id an ce  ■*-S u rv ey o r (an d  _
.. .H u s in c s s  Law  M ap p in g )
. . .L a w y e r  . .T e le p h o n e  E n g in e e r
. ..M a c h in e  S hop  . . .T e le g ra p h  E n g in e e r

P ra c t ic e  . . .H ig h  S ch o o l 
. . .P h o to p la y  W ri te r  G rad u a te
...M ec h a n ic a lE n g in e e r  . . .F i r e  In su ra n c e  
. . .S h o p S u p e r in t  n d e o t  E x p e r t
. . .W ire io s a  R adio  ...U n d e c id e d

^^Addreaa ____ _________________________ _—

a r e  y o u  g o i n g
t o  E U R O P E ?

A R E  you groin;; this year? Now is 
I X  the time to make your plans. 
Naturally you will prefer to sail under 
the American flag; and before making; 
a decision you will want to investigate 
American ships.

In their various classes they are among’ the 
finest and fastest the world has e~cer seen.

Investigate Today
Simply fill in the information blank below. 

Americans who have traveled on U S. Gov­
ernment ships are unanimous in their praise 
of this service Rates have recently been 
reduced but not one jot of comfort or service 
has been sacrificed.

W hat you w ill receive—
A  handsomely bound booklet showing ac­

tual photographs of the luxurious interiors of 
jour  ships: description of the Government 
Ships operated to Europe by the United States 
Lines: information about the chief events of 
interest in Europe in Spring and low. prices 
there. Send the blank today —now. You will 
be under no obligation whatever.

IN F O R M A T IO N  B L A N K  
To U. S. Shipping Board 

In fo rm a tio n  Section Washington, D . C .  
____________________ U . S .  1 2 271__________________

P lease send  w ithout ob lig a tio n  th e  U S 
G overnm ent Booklet giv ing  travel facts and also 
in fo rm ation  regarding U. S. G overnm ent ships. 
I am considering  a trip  to Europe Q  , u> th e  
O rien t □ ,  to  South A m erica □

M y Nam e  ___________________________________

ell A - .. .

United States Lines
45 Broadway New York City 

110 So Dearborn St. .Chicago, III. 75 State St. Boston, Mass. 
155 Congress Street W est. Detroit. Michigan 

M an ag in g  O p era tors for
U. S. SH IPP IN G  B O A R D

In (lnttirvring any advertisement on this pa ye it is desirdhh that you mention this inayn.:inc.



ARGOSY-ALLSTORY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

STANDARD LOADS of
r<EHB>SHOTGUN

ii D U P O N T  (Bulk) SMOKELESS

M ,.K m J o f  C u m * SHOT OR .VS S*h’T ™“ “tr 07 j

fear 3 'i , , ■>> 1 V

s w . 3 ' i 1 >4 1 T / . *
Mixliuni Ducks

f c & u ™ 3 'i t !a T  i 1 V4

iS'Sf 3 1 l V * S.J

Srti.ll' Dt.rJ.s

D ir" ’ 3'4
j , ,

? ' i
J.

W ool! rock 
Mioto Ikiii'.;

3

'
1 : 5

- ' T .

’1
R ro il  Birds 3 1 -■ , i T ,

T r.if'-.'T ~ : T  . : 1

13ALLI i>TIT L  I D - ;vo i Sm o k  iJLl.:
:r BAU.isrn i; m ........ ..................;<•

A c oti’p i i r  i . ■ ■ ■>.■; H ; ' i"  : ■. ■. L ■
D RA M S (. i’ '  .. .  I*!: AMS

A ' ! «!■«]u r.'.ile ru  l>  .’A '  ; ,• >•.;
T  4 • V>

Dealers everywhere carry these standard loads o f  
du Pont Powders, because tltey have found that a 
great majority o f  their customers demand them.

D u  Pont makes powder —not shells. 
Du Pont Powders are loaded in every 
brandofshell. The name“ DUPONT” 
or BALLISTITE**, printed on the 
carton and the top shot wad, tells you 
what powder you are shooting. Specify 
the powdei when you buy the shell!

E. I. DU PONT DE NEMOURS 
C O ., INC.

Wilmington, Delaware

We do not feel it necessary to “sell” any man 
on the quality of du Pont Powders. We do 
wish to point out that, to get du Pont safety, 
accuracy and reliability, you must find the name 
Du Pont or Ballistite on the top shot wad.

SHOOT DUPONT POWDERS
In  answering this advertisement i t  is  desirable tha t you mention this magazine.
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