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By JAMES B. HENDRYX

Author of ** Snowdrift,’’ ** Prairie Flowers,”’ etc.

CHAPTER L

THUNDERBOLT LEONARD.

HIRLY LEONARD, alias Thunder-
S bolt Leonard, holding his cheap bath-
robe loosely about him, walked rapid-
ly down the short aisle and climbed through
the ropes that bounded the raised platform,
closely followed by Red Casey, burdened
with certain impediments of the prize ring.
It was Thunderbolt’s first appearance as
a professional fighter, and he fervidly
wished himself elsewhere. He was badly
“ rattled ’—and the worst of it was he
knew it. .
“Sit down!” hissed a voice, and he

1A

glared into the face of Red Casey, as he
settled himself upon the canvas stool that
adorned his corner. He suddenly realized
that he hated Red Casey. Red had got
him into this. It was only for amusement
that he had put on the gloves one night in
the little Eureka Social Club across the
river, and since that night, a little more
than a vear ago, Red Casey, professional
trainer at the club, had scen to it that he
appeared in the arena for a workout at
least twice each week. One after another
the amateurs of the club had gone down
before him. Then the champions of other
clubs had gone down.

In a flash, as he sat blinking in the gar-

8o1
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ish light, it occurred to him that he had
liked the game. With a sickening chill at
‘the pit of his stomach, he wondered at the
thrills his successive victories had given
him—especially his knockout of Pat Kav-
anaugh, the lengthy champion of the
Eagles. He recollected his first battle with
Kavanaugh and the depths of despair into
which the profane and abusive * bawling
out ” he had received from Red Casey had
plunged him when the Eagle champ had
earned the decision at the end of the sixth
round, with him, Leonard, clinging desper-
ately to the ropes. But this humiliation
had been more than counterbalanced by
the flush and thrill of the return match
when, in the first minute of the first round,
he had landed a swing that put the mighty
Kavanaugh so scundly asleep that, had he
been so minded, the referee could have
counted ten thousand instead of the re-
quired ten.

It was after that bout that the iertile
brain of Red Casey had substituted the
name Thunderbolt as a suitable appellation
for “a guy dat kin knock ’em cold in de
foist.” It was after that bout, also, that
Casey had begun to press a point that he
had previously only ‘aiated at, namely, that
young Leonard chiould quit driving truck
- for the Metropolitan Construction Com-
pany, and enter the list of professional
fighters. He had listened to the glowing
word pictures of Casey anent the rewards
in fame and fortune that were waiting to
shower themselves upon him. Under the
spell of Casey’s oratory the check for
thinty dollars that was handed to him each
Saturday by the cashier of the construction
company dwindled to such piffling propor-
tions that he became almost ashamed to
present it for payment.

“Tirty bucks fer a week’s woik!”
scoffed Casey contemptuously, “ w’en any
amount of clubs is willin’ to kick in wid a
century fer an hour’s woik in de ring! An’
w'en dey find out w’at youse kin do dey’ll
be clawin’ all over one anuder to slip youse
a grand, an’ ’tain’t long before youse kin
laugh at a grand.”

Leonard listened, but held on to his job.
Daily, as he hauled sand, gravel, lumber,
and cement over the streets of the great
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city, his brain reverted to the glowing word
pictures of Red Casey.

Came then a day of excessive heat, dur-
ing the long hours of which he had handled
many sacks of cement. Sweat poured from
every pore to mingle with the cement that
found its way through the bags and coated
his clothing and skin with a gray mud that
caked and chafed and irritated. It was Sat-
urday, and that evening the fingers that
folded the pay check were stiff and sore.

“ Thirty case notes,” he muttered, as he
climbed stiffly from his truck in the garage.
“ An’ Casey claims some one’s waitin’ to
slip me a hundred fer punchin’ some guy
in the jaw!”

That night when he appeared at the
Eureka Club, Casey swooped down upon
him and hustled him into an alley behind
a row of lockers. The trainer’s eyes were
shining, and as he talked, he prodded Leon-
ard’s ribs with a stiff forefinger: “1I seen
Dreyfus, to-day, an’ we made a deal. He
was over to the Eagle Club de night you
paralyzed dat long stiff, Kavanaugh. An’
he was at de ringside de night you put away
de China Kid.” .

“ Who’s Dreyfus?” asked Leonard, in-
differently, as he slowly opened and closed
his fingers, stiff and sore from the gripping
of cement sacks.

“Don’t youse know who Bill Dreyfus
is?” cried the horrified Casey. ¢ De man-
ager of de Bon Ton Athletic Club on East
Houston Street! Well, w'en a guy gits a
decision at de Bon Ton he’s dere! An’ if
he kin git a knock-out—take it from me,
kid, he ain’t got to drive no more trucks!
It’s silk shirts, an’ perfectos, an’ manicure
goils trimmin’ yer fingers, instid of sweat-
ers, an’ de makin’s, an’ hang nails, reén-
forced wid concrete.”

“ What d’you mean?” asked Leonard.

“T mean youse is down to head de Bon
Ton card two weeks from to-night! De
Bon Ton don’t put on nuttin’ but pros.
Dreyfus, he’s one-two-t’ree wid Lefty Klin-
germann, an’ dat means one-two-t'ree wid
de bulls. It was lucky Dreyfus know’d
me—an’ luckier yet, he was lookin’ fer a
heavy to head his card!”

“T ain’t in no shape to fight a pro,” pro-
tested Leonard.
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“Youse will be w'en I git t'rough wid
youse. Monday youse start in trainin’. It
ain’t like youse was soft. A good woik-out
every day fer de nex’ two weeks, an’ youse
don’t need to be afraid of no Bull Larri-
gan!n

‘“ Bull Larrigan!” cried Leonard. “ Me
fight Bull Larrigan! Not what you’d no-
tice, I don’t! Me fer the truck!”

“Listen here.” Casey thrust his face
close to Leonard’s. “ Youse kin knock him
stiff, kid. He’s a has-be'n. Take it from
me, Larrigan’s gone — dere ain’t nuthin’
left but bull!”

““ He’s the fastest hig man in the game.”

Casey interrupted. “I'm tellin’ youse
he ain’t got nuttin’ left behind his speed.
Jab, hook—jab, hook—jab, hook—an’ nut-
tin’ behind 'em. Dis ain’t no sparrin’ fer
points. De Bon Ton crowd wants knock-
outs. All youse got to do is reach him
wunst—jest wunst, an’ it ’'ll be de shade
of de old apple tree fer him. I know him.
T’ll show youse his game, an’ how to block
it. He can’t hoit youse no matter where
he lands. It’s a pipe. All youse got to do
is stall along an’ wait fer de chanst to land
on him. Den—bam! An’ he’s pickled.”

“ What’s in it?” asked Leonard, with
his eyes on the tips of his sore fingers.

“ Two hundred fer de winner, an’ a hun-
dred fer de loser,” explained Casey. ‘‘ Two
hundred bucks, dat 'ud be almost seven
weeks of truck drivin’, an’ all yeuse got
_to do is train fer a couple of weeks, an’ den
climb t'rough de ropes an’ git it.”

“ How much of the two hundred do you
git?” asked Leonard. “ An’ besides, s’pose
it’s me that gits knocked fer the count,
how much do you git out of the hundred?”

Casey laughed. “ Jest whatever youse
t'ink I'm wort’. It's dis way, kid. I be'n
trainer fer some of de big uns in my time.
1 made good money, but I went too heavy
on de booze, an’ I blow’d it. I lose out
half a dozen times ’fore I gits wise dat de
booze is nix—an’ den it’s too late to hook
on agin. Dey’re afraid to give me a try,
‘cause dey figger I can’t stay off de booze.
But, I be’n off it fer two years. I takes dis
job ’cause it’s de best I kin git—see? De
foist time I seen youse stripped, I says to
meself, ‘Dere’s a guy dat’s built fer a

803

champ, if he’s got guts an’ de head to:
match his build.” So I starts to woik on

youse, an’ it ain’t long till youse begun

puttin’ 'em away. ’Course dey’s all ama-

choors an’ ain’t no real fighters. But youse

has got de head all right, an’ de speed an’

de punch. But—I'm tellin’ it to youse fer

yer own good, kid—dere’s a streak of yeller

in youse dat’s got to come out ’fore you

git anywheres. I've know’d it ever sence
dat foist battle wid Kavanaugh, an’ it's”
showin’ now. Youse is afraid to fight Bull

Larrigan—"

A flush of anger reddened the younger
man’s cheeks, and he was about to retort
angrily, when Casey hastened on: “ It ain’t
no use to git sore about it. Gittin’ sore
proves it’s true. Guys don’t git sore w’en
you tell ’em t’ings about dereself dat’s lies.
It’s wen dey know it’s de troot dey git
sore. . De yeller’s dere, an’ it’s got to come
out—like a rotten toot’. I git youse all
right, an’ I’'m wise to de game.

“ Ask any one about old Red Casey an’
dey’ll tell youse dere ain’t no better trainer,
an’ dey’ll tell youse Red took de count in
de fight wid John Barleycorn—but he ain’t.
Kid, I'm as good now as I ever was—an’
better. Give me de chanst to train youse
—git holt of a good manager, an’ youse 1l
go clean to de top, er I don’t know de
game, w’ich I do. We’ll t’row in togedder.
Youse slip me w’at youse t’'ink I'm wort’.
W’en youse git a little money, youse kin
slip me a little, an’ w’en youse git more, I
git more. If I ain’t satisfied, I'll tell youse,
an’ if we can’t fix it up, I’ll quit an’ git out.
W’at do youse say?”

Young Leonard’s big hand grasped the
wiry hand of the trainer. “ You’re on,
Red,” he said with a rather sheepish grin.
“ An’ you'’re right about me bein’ scairt to
fight Bull Larrigan. I am scairt—scairt
stiff. An’ I was scairt stiff in the ring with
Kavanaugh. That’s why I hit him so hard
—1 was scairt of him.” .

Red Casey grinned. “Don’t I know
it? An’ youse is goin’ to hit Bull Larrigan
jest as hard—only youse has got to stall
fer a few rounds foist. De sports wants to
see a little fun fer dere money.”

The following Monday morning Thun-
derbolt Leonard quit his job, and now, as
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he sat under the arc light whose huge re-
flector shot its full glare down into the
ring, he gazed helplessly over the blur of
upturned faces and heartily wished himself
elsewhere,

Red Casey moved about, close beside
him, scrutinizing the lacings of a pair of
gloves. Leonard glanced diagonally across
the canvas covered floor to the empty stool
in Larrigan’s corner. The crowd was be-
coming impatient. Loud bawled calls for
Larrigan, scattered at first, became more
frequent and more vociferous. Leorard
heard his own name mentioned, and real-
ized that the crowd was “kidding ” him.
He swallowed, nervously, and shifted about
on his stool.

The whispered words of Casey, speaking
out of the side of his mouth, reached his
ear: “ Dat’s w’at always happens to new
guys, kid. Dey’re tryin’ to git yer goat.
It’s old stuff Bull Larrigan’s pullin’—keep-
in’ a new guy waitin’ till de crowd gits his
nanny. Tt shows Larrigan’s scairt of youse.
Watch him—hell use all de tricks be
knows. But youse has got w’at he ain’t
got, an’ dat’s de punch. Keep away from
his rushes, an’ wait him out. W’en de
chance comes, knock him fer a gool, kid;
knock him fer a—"

Red Casey’s voice was drowned in a
roar from the crowd, and glancing across
the ring, Leonard saw a robed figure step
through the ropes. The next moment the
‘bathrobe was tossed to the floor, and Bull
Larrigan stood in his green fighting trunks
grinning at the crowd, which cheered, and
jeered, and “kidded.” Leonard’s swiftly
appraising eye took in the details of his op-
ponent’s figure at a glance; the short thick
neck that supported a close-cropped, bullet-
shaped head, with a heavy, undershot jaw,
thick shoulders, and arms that showed mus-
cles bunched into great krobs and knots;
curly hair heavily matted upon a broad
chest, and thick waist with a very percep-
_ tible roll of fat where the trunk string en-
circled the paunch. Instantly he recollect-
ed the words of Red Casey:

“He ain’t built fer de speed he shows.
De speed’s in his head—it’s forced speed—-
wait him out—an’ w’en youse swing, swing
hard.”
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Thunderbolt Leonard knew, in a dazed
sort of way, that he was upon his feet, that
the bathrobe had been stripped from his
shoulders, and that a man was perfunctorily
examining the tape bandages upon his
hands. He heard his own name mentioned
by a loud mouthed man who stood in the
ring, and managed to duck his head in ac-
knowledgment of the hand clapping and
cheers of the crowd. He knew that Red
Casey was tying on the gloves, and that he
was again seated upon his stool.

Then a gong sounded, and he was upon
his feet facing Bull Larrigan, who, instead
of leaping halfway across the ring and bor-
ing in with a smothering rush, as Casey
had predicted, was approaching cautious-
ly, eyes narrowed, guard raised, and a
sneering grin upon his lips. With Leonard
still in a daze, the two half circled each
other, when, without warning, Larrigan
sprang straight in. In vain the younger
man tried to guard the shower of blows
that rained in on him. Before he knew it
he was on the ropes, and instinctively he
clinched.

As the blows showered upon him, Leon-
ard’s head cleared. This was what he had
expected—what Casey had predicted. The
clinch was broken, Larrigan rushed again,
and again Leonard brought up with the
ropes. biting into his back. Again he
clinched, hugging close till the referee once
more broke them apart. There was a sting-
ing at the corner of his eye, and Leonard
realized that the warm trickle that tickled
his cheek was blood. The crowd was roar-
ing encouragement to Larrigan, whose third
rush was stopped by the sound of the gong.

The first round was decidedly Larrigan’s
round.

The cold water felt good, and he returned
Red Casey’s look of solicitation with a grin.
“I1 get him,” he whispered, as Casey
whipped the towel up and down before his
face.

“ Sure youse will,” hissed Casey. ¢ But,
sting him a little dis round. Don’t take
all de punishment. Reach him now an’
den, but guard an’ stall till de fift’ or sixt".
He’ll slow up den, an’ dat’s de time—"

Gong!

Leonard was hardly upon his feet when
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Larrigan was upon him in a savage rush
that had carried him clear across the ring.
The crowd was all Larrigan’s now, and
Leonard, cool as a cucumber, heard the
words of approbation and encouragement
that greeted the rush of the Bull.

“ Eat him up!”

“ Kill the dub!”

“ Knock him through the ropes!”

To Larrigan’s surprise, instead of meet-
ing the rush with a futile guard, Leonard
swiftly side-stepped and stung him with
a well placed right to the jaw which, be-
fore the surprised Bull could put up his
defense, was followed by a long left, and
a short right jab that brought blood from
his lips. The crowd, that a moment before
had been howling for his life blood, now
cheered Leonard, who continued to force
the fighting, without, however, landing a
blow. But the forcing was short lived, for,
recovering himself, Larrigan rushed again,
and this time succeeded in once more
crowding the youngster into the ropes.
The round ended with Leonard stalling, and
the crowd again with Larrigan.

The third and fourth rounds were sim-

ply a series of rushes, with Leonard always
on the defensive, and only now and then
reaching his opponent with a well directed
blow. But Larrigan knew what the crowd
did not know: that each blow of Leonard’s
that landed, landed hard. He redoubled
his efforts to smother the youngster and to
get his nerve with the very speed of his
hooks and jabs, with the result that each
round ended with Leonard on the ropes
struggling vainly to ward off the furious
onslaughts.
- The crowd was loud in its demands that
* Larrigan finish the bout with a knock-out.
Thunderbolt Leonard was so palpably a
dub that the fans felt aggrieved. Only at
the ringside, a few of the wise ones, noting
that between the rounds Larrigan’s over-
heavy paunch worked spasmodically as he
cucked the air into his lungs, and that at
the end of each round he sprawled more
heavily upon the ropes, withheld decision
and hoped for that thrill that is dearest to
the heart of the prize ring fan—the sudden
and decisive rally of an apparently beaten
man.
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In his corner Larrigan heard the cries
for a knockout, and he realized that he
could deliver no knock-out. His hope of
winning the decision rested upon two things
—either the continuation of the bout to
the end of the final round—the tenth—or
his ability to make the youngster *lay
down ” by the ferocity of his rushes. Lar-
rigan knew that this was Thunderbolt’s
first fight in the professiomal ring, and
somewhere he had heard that at times the
youngster had showed a streak of yellow.
And it was to make him “ lay down ” that
he had exerted himself to the utmost in the
rushes, But the kid showed no signs of
“laying down,” and a dull rage burned in
Larrigan’s heart as he realized that the
rushes were costing him dear.

At the beginning of the fifth, Larrigan
forbore to rush. Toe to toe they indulged
in a bit of sparring in which each landed
harmless blows. Leonard, on his guard for

the rush that did not come, suddenly real-

ized that Larrigan was stalling for wind.
Redoubling his effort, he forced Bull to
the ropes, seeking in vain for an opening
that would enable him to deliver a smash-
ing blow to the jaw or the heart.

He tried for a long left to the jaw, his
foot slipped, and the next instant his head
rocked and he felt himself falling from a
great height. A moment later he realized
that he was lying upon his back, and that
his gloved hands were clutching at the mat
in a vain effort to keep from being whirled
into space. Above him the hand of the
referee was rising, falling. His ears caught
the words—* three—feur—five—"

He recovered his senses with a rush. He,
Thunderbolt Leonard, was on the mat, and
the referee was counting him out! He
turned on his side and rose to his hands and
knees—“ seven—eight—"

He was upon his feet, his guard up, and
Larrigan, with redoubled ferocity, was rush-
ing him to the ropes. The gong sounded
before he could clinch and as he sank onto
his stool, he could hear the wild shouting
of the crowd. The clammy cold of the
wet ropes felt good as he stretched his arms
along them and lay back while Casey
fanned him with a towel.

“ Look out fer him on de start, dis round,
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-kid—he t’inks he’s got youse — git him,
now—any time. He’s about all in. Watch
yer chanst, an’ git him!”

Casey grinned and winked as the gong
sounded, and with the roar of the crowd,
Leonard met Bull Larrigan’s rush. Good
old Casey! The only man in the house
-who believed in him. He’d show ’em!

Feinting a side step, Thunderbolt drove
a terrific left to the undershot jaw. The
blow went high, landing squarely on the
nose with a force that rocked the mighty
Bull to his shoe soles. The rush stopped
in a rapid exchange of close in-fighting,
Larrigan blowing the blood that ran into
his mouth from his flattened nose, so that
it spattered and spotted the arms and chest
of Thunderbolt with crimson.

The crowd went wild. The air was filled
with a mighty roar of voices in which the
name of Thunderbolt divided honors with
the name of Larrigan. For the youngster
was fighting now—{fighting as he had never
fought in his life. He could see what the
crowd could not see, the peculiar glassy
look in the eyes of Bull that is the look of
-a beaten man. He knew, also that Larri-
gan was slowing up.

A swing of his own missed its mark, and
Larrigan’s right crashed against his jaw.
He knew that Larrigan had put everything
he bad into that blow, and the blow had
failed even to jar. A moment later Larri-
gan’s glove, catching fairly the blow it was
to block, was driven back into his own face
—he couldn’t even guard! A punch just
over the belt staggered Bull. His arms
momentarily dropped, and in that moment
a long left to ‘the jaw followed a right to
the heart, and Larrigan, his arms fanning
the air like flails, his mouth open, and the
lower half of his face showing in the glare
of the light like a grotesque crimson mask,
staggered backward against the ropes.

Wildly the man clutched the rope with
one arm, as he sought to force a clinch
with the other. Leonard easily avoided
the clinch, carefully measured his distance,
and landed on the point of the jaw. Bull
Larrigan, sagging down the ropes, went
peacefully to sleep upon the floor, while
above him the arm of the referee slowly
rose and fell for the tenth time.

-no Bon Ton, nor nuttin’ like dat.
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As Thunderbolt crossed to the corner he
heard his own name roared from a thou-
sand throats, as the crowd milled and
swarmed about the ringside and the exits.
For crowds are ever fickle. An old hero
had fallen, and the East Side had a new
darling.

CHAPTER 1L
ALL SET.

OWARD the middle of the afternoon
of the day following the fight, Drey-
fus entered the door of the Eureka

Social Club’s gymnasium and was greeted
by Red Casey. “Hello, Billl How’s
every little t’ing goin’ wid youse?”

“ All right, I guess.” Dreyfus ran an ap-
praising eye about the room. “ Nice place
you've got here, Red.”

“ Well, it ain’t so bad. ’Course it ain’t
But,
we manage to pay de rent, an’ a few
salaries, an’ now an’ den we got enough
left to put in a little new ’quipments.”

“ What we take in over to the Bon Ton
ain’t what you'd call all velvet,” answered
Dreyfus dryly.

Red Casey grinned knowingly. ¢ No, 1
s’pose Lefty Klingermann tends to dat.”

Dreyfus nodded. ‘ Um-hum, an it’s
Lefty, I come over to see you about.”

“Lefty! Wot in de devil have I got to
do wid Lefty Klingermann? He ain’t got
no strings on dis dump. You tell Lefty
I says w’en we git ready to move de Eureka
Club over to Union Market precinct, I'll
come an’ see him.”

DPreyfus grinned. ¢ I’ll say you’d go an’
see him, or he’d go an’ see you—every
once in so often—an’ sometimes twice.
But it ain’t that—it’s about Thunderbolt

Leonard.”.

“ T’underbolt! W’at about T’under-
boit?”

“Lefty’s took a notion he wants to
manage him.”

Red Casey stared incredulously at the
speaker. ¢ Manage T’underbolt!” he cried.
“ Yer crazy wid de heat! Wot in blue hell
would dat grafter do wid a pug? Wot's
his game? Talk to me, Bill. Put me wise.”
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‘“ That’s all I know. I'd kind of figured
I'd like to take holt of him myself, if he
showed anything last night. But Lefty
come in after the bout was over an’ said
he was goin’ to manage him, himself.”

The wrath of Red Casey flared high.
“Youse go back an’ tell dat big fat slob
of a kike dat I says to hell wid him!”
Red stepped closer and lowered his voice.
“Le'me give youse a tip, Bill. Dis here
kid’s a comer. But, he’s got to be handled
right. He’s raw as a chunk of liver—but
he’s got de goods. Wid youse managin’
him, an’ me trainin’ him, we’d put him to
de top. I ain’t t'rowin’ de bull. Dat’s
straight goods. Youse go back an’ tell
Lefty to go chase hisself an’ if he makes
it too hot fer youse over dere, quit yer job
an’ come over here. You an’ me, we kin
put the kid clean to de top. An’ w’en
we do, de jobs we got now ’11 look like
tlirty cents, Mex.”

Dreyfus chook his head. “T’ d like to do
that the best in the world. But you don’t
know Lefty Klingermann like I know him.
We wouldn’t stand no show. He’d queer
our game one way an’ another. An’ that
ain’t all. When he gits it in for a man
there ain’t no place he can go an’ be safe.
Remember Coxy Wesson?”

“De guy dat use’d to run de stuss joint
on Rivington street?”

“ That’s him. Well, he tried to double-
cross Lefty a while back. The bulls cleaned
his dump out, but Coxy made a get-away.
Well, last Thursday Coxy got bumped off
—in Denver. An’ Sunday a couple of
gunmen sneaked back into town. That’s
Lefty.”

Red Casey’s brow wrinkled. “ Does he
know youse come over here to-day?”

Dreyfus nodded.

“ Well, den day ain’t no use talkin’ about
me an de kid slippin’ out to Noo Orleans
or Frisco, ’cause dat’d leave youse here, an’
he’d know youse double-crossed him, an’
it wouldn’t do no good fer youse to go
along, ’cause if he got Coxy, he’d git youse.
Looks like we got to play de game wid
his chips. I don’t like it.”

“ Maybe it won’t be so bad,” said Drey-
fus. “ Lefty’s got plenty of jack. An’
he seems hell-bent on bringin’ out a champ,
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. There’s one thing about Léfty, when he

gets a notion in his head he’ll ride it, no
matter what it costs. I don't think he
wants to break into the game for what
money’s in it. He’s got a notion he wants
to manage a champ. We might do worse
than set in the game with him,”

Casey made a wry grimace., “ Might’s
well claim we kin, seein’ dere ain’t no udder
way. But how do youse figger us bot’ in
on de jack? Youse is a trainer, an’ so am
I. Lefty, he ain’t goin’ to hire two trainers,
is he?”

Dreyfus grinned. “ No, Red, you can do
the training. Don’t worry about me. Ill
get mine. The Bon Ton is going to beé
the training quarters for the new champ,
an’ most of his fights will be fought there.
Then Lefty promised to ease up about
fifty per cent on—collections.”

A form darkened the door, and Casey
motioned him to join them. ¢ Here’s
T’underbolt, now,” he whispered, * we’ll
see what he says.”

Thunderbolt nodded to Dreyfus, and
greeted Casey with a grin. “ Framin’ up
another match?” he asked, “ bring ’em on.
I need the jack.”

“No, we ain’t dopin’ out no match,”
explained Red, “ we’re dopin’ out a man-
ager. We got a proposition. Say, kid, do
youse know who wants to manage youse?
Well not no one but Lefty Klingermann,
hisself!”

“ Who's Lefty Klingermann?”

“Dey ain’t no one on de East Side
couldn’t tell youse who Lefty is. He’s de
devil, an’ president, an’ congress, an’ fire
department, an’ de police, an’ de mayor all
rolled in one bundle an’ stuffed inside a
silk shirt. He’s de guy dat lets de wheels
go round on de East Side. He’s de King
of Union Market. He’s de guy dat pays
de bulls. An’ he wants to manage youse.
He set at de ringside las’ night, an’ to-day
he sends Dreyfus over to git youse.”

An avaricious gleam flashed in the young
man’s eyes. ‘ What’s in it?” he asked.

Dreyfus answered, ““ He didn’t mention
no terms. He wants you should come over
to the Bon Ton to-night an’ talk it over.
There’ll only be him, an’ me, an’ you, an’
Red. Nine o’clock, in my office.”
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gleamed between curving red lips, and in
the black eyes was a glint, deep down.

“ Oh, yes—they are much real—as real
as the strong muscles I could feel in your
arms as we danced. And I know you, too.
In the paper I saw it only last week—the
picture of you in the little trunks, and the

fighting gloves on your hands. But your
face—so cross it looked! You must not
ever look at Lotta like that. T shall be

afraid—so terrible. Are you not Mike
Duffy, the great fighter?”

“ You've got me right, kid—Lotta—
that’s a swell name. But you ain’t got
nothin’ on me. I know you, tco. Not
your name; but I've saw you somewheres,
an’ talked to you, in dreams.”

A low gurgle of laughter rippled the
white throat, and the dark eyes mocked:
“ It is some one else you know. I am not
a girl of dreams. I am too—too—alive!
And in the dark I am afraid.”

“It’s you, all right! There ain’t no
other one. Say, it's hot in here. We don’t
want to dance no more. Let’s go.”

“ Go—where?” The dark eyes glowed,
and the red lips parted alluringly.

“ Anywheres—away from here. I know
a place. We'll have a feed—an’ talk.”

«], too, am tired of the dance and hun-
gry. In five minutes you shall meet me at
the door—downstairs.”

The next moment she was gone.

In a daze, Mike Duffy recovered his
overcoat and hat, and in the cool hallway
outside the door he paused under a man-
tled gas jet and struggled into them. In
the dimly lighted lower hall the wait scemed
interminable. )

Duffy paced up and down, pausing at
each turn, and listened for the sound of
footsteps upon the bare stairs.

“ She ain’t comin’,” he muttered. * She
was jest kiddin’ me along. Maybe her
pardner got next—damn him! I'll kil
bim!”

With fists clenched inside his overcoat
pockets, he began the ascent of the stairs.
A low laugh rippled from the gloom above,
and a rich, low pitched voice sounded close
in his ear:

« §p fierce! I am afraid. And who is it
you shall kill?”
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The girl of the domino mask was beside
him upon the stairs, and grasping her al-
most roughly by the arm, he hurried her
down the few remaining steps and out into
the street.

“ Do not hold my arm so tight—you are
hurting me,” she said. “ And you have
not told me—who is it you would kill, and
why?”

Duffy smiled rather sheepishly as he re-
leased her arm.

“I—I thought some guy had stopped
you from comin’ downstairs—the guy you
come with, or—” He ceased speaking ab-
ruptly, and peered searchingly into her
face. “ Say, kid, who did you come to the
dance with? You ain’t—married?”

The low, throaty laughter held a tan-
talizing note, and the dark eyes mocked:
“Why do you care? Sometimes one mar-
ries too young. One does not know. And
sometimes one puts it off too long. That
which has passed is gone. And that which
is to come, we do not know. It is only
now we live. So, why do you care?”

The bitter March wind, whipping around
the corner, struck the two muffled figures
and held them in their tracks as they at-
tempted to turn east on Houston Street.
Instantly Duffy’s arm was about the girl’s
waist, and he drew her back into the shelter
of the building. For an instant he held
her close while his breath came fast. With
her muffed hand against his breast, she
drew away. Even as he released her, he
caught a look of wondrous softness in the
depths of the dark eyes—and the red lips
smiled.

A row of taxis, their hoods swathed in
robes, stood along the opposite curb in an-
ticipation of patronage from the dance.
The drivers, muffled to the ears in huge
coat collars, stood humped in the lee of
their cars or stamped up and down the
sidewalk.

At a shrill whistle from Duffy, the robes
disappeared from a hood, and with the roar
of a motor a cab detached itself from the
line and swung to the curb before the two
waiting figures. Handing the girl inside,
Duffy gave the driver a number, and the
next moment was seated beside her upon the
cushions.
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She had settled herself into the corner,
with head thrown back and eyes closed,
and, despite her rich, dark complexion, her
face looked almost marble white in the dim
light of the street lamps. A white hand lay
ungloved upon the seat beside him, and as
he took the hand soft, warm fingers closed
about his own.

It seemed te Duffy as though the girl
must certainly hear the wild pounding of
his heart. He spoke aloud, as though no
interval had elapsed since her last words;
and in his own ears his voice sounded
strangely gruff:

“1 don’t care! T don’t care—a damn!”

His arms were about her, but with a
half muffled cry of protest she pushed him
away.

The taxi swerved sharply into Avenue A,
and a few moments later drew up in front
of a garishly lighted café, a few doors be-
low the Avenue Hotel. The door opened,
and Duffy assisted the girl to alight. Slip-
ping a dollar bill into the driver’s hand,
he followed her across the sidewalk. At
the door of the café the girl turned ab-
ruptly and, hufriedly recrossing the side-
walk, entered the taxi.

Duffy stared after her in surprise. Then
his glance swept the brilliantly lighted in-
terior of the building. Midnight diners
were grouped here and there at small ta-
bles. At a table well forward two men
sat, and as Duffy looked one of them was
slowly settling himself into his chair from
which he had evidently half risen. The
other man’s hand rested in evident restraint
upon his arm. The eyes of both were upon
the door through the glass panels of which
his own face showed chagrin and bewildered
surprise.

As he turned and followed the girl, a
puzzled frown wrinkled his forehead. The
man who had half risen from his chair was
Lefty Klingermann. The other was Red
Casey.

By the time he reached the door of the
taxi the girl had completely recovered her
poise, if indeed she had ever lost it.

“ What’s the matter, kid?” asked Duffy,
thrusting his head into the interior.

The girl laughed. ¢ Oh, it’s nothing.
Only I don'’t like that place. A long time

there.
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ago—more than a year—1I one night sat at
a table, and there was a fight, and I saw
a man stabbed so that he fell dead on the
floor. I rushed out from there screaming,
with many others, and I have never been
in there since. I could not go in there and
eat. Always I would see that man lying
dead on the floor, and the red blood upon
the tiling.”

“I heard about it,” answered Duffy.
“ Some dago row, wasn’t it?”’

“ Yes, the man who was killed was a—
dago.”

“ But why didn’t you tell me before, an’
I'd of took you somewheres else? I eat
here regular. It’s a swell dump, an’ they
feed you good.”

“1I didn’t know where we were to go till
I got to the door.” She paused and the
smoldering dark eyes were fixed half tim-
idly upon his face. “I was thinking about
—something else.”

Duffy was beside her upon the seat.

“ Where’ll we go?” he asked. * Any-
wheres you say.”
“I know a place—uptown. Let us go

It is quiet, and I can forget this so
horrible place.”

She gave him a number which he re-
peated to the driver. The door closed, and
the car drew smoothly away from the curb.

In the little chop house, far from Ave-
nue A, the two sat long over black coffee
at the conclusion of their meal. For the
most part, the man talked and the girl lis-
tened, now and then interrupting with a
question or a suggestion that drew out the
greater share of his life’s history, and more
particularly his record in the ring and some-
thing of his ambition.

More than once she surprised him with
some pertinent remark upon matters pugi-
listic, which betrayed a thorough and deep
rooted knowledge of the inside working of
the game.

“I don’t get you, kid!” he exclaimed
suddenly, in reply to a suggestion that his
trainer pay some attention to developing
his left along other lines than an uppercut.
“ How do you know I ain’t got nothin’ in
my left but that uppercut? How do you
know I could of floored Brady sooner by
keepin’ him away an’ forcin’ him to fight
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long range? Where do you get this dope,
anyhow? Who are you? You ain’t even
told me yer name, except Lotta.”

Laughter rippled from the girl’s curved
lips.

“Tt is because I like to read about the
fights and about the fighters. It is not
only the men who read about such things.
I know about many fighters—why some are
strong, and why others are weak. If they
would let a woman in, I would go and see
them all, for I would rather see them than
to picture them from the stories of the re-
porters.

“ But you ain’t told me yer name. An’
where do you live?” _

“ My name is Lotta Rivoli. And now
we shall finish the coffee, and you shall take
me home.”

“ What’s yer graft, kid?” asked Duffy
abruptly, a few minutes later, as the taxi he
had summoned skirted the park.

“ Graft?” The dark eyes looked puz-
zled for a moment, then lighted in a swift
smile. “Oh, yes—I know. You mean,
how do I earn my living? I am—an
artist.”

The car turned into Eighty-Fourth
-Street, and a few moments later drew up
to the curb before a modest apartment
house.

“ Tt is here that I live. And now, good
night. No, no! You shall not kiss me—
please! Some time, may be—when you
have the right. Why-—you and I—we
hardly know each other.”

“T've told you all there is to tell about
me, kid. An’ that's the truth. An’ about
you—you can tell me or not. It won’t
never make no difference. I'll marry you
to-morrow—to-night, if you say so.”

The light from the street lamp caused
the man’s eyes to gleam with intense bright-
ness in the semidarkness of the car’s inte-
rior, and with a rippling laugh the girl freed
herself from the arm that half encircled
her waist.

“ T must go now,” she said. “ We shall
meet again—some time.”

«“ Can’t I come to see you here?”

“ Perhaps. Who can tell? Good night.”

‘And before Duffy realized that she had
gone he found himself alone in the taxi, and
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from beyond the sidewalk came the sound
of the closing of a door.

CHAPTER 1V.
A VISIT TO TRENTON.

T a conference in the brilliantly light-
ed Avenue A café that had lasted
until midnight, Klingermann and

Red Casey, with numerous offers, chal-
lenges and defis before them, had been
endeavoring to map out a campaign that
would place Mike Duffy in position to
challenge the holder of the heavyweight
championship. To Klingermann the road
looked easy, but Red Casey was cautious.

“We've' got to go slow, Lefty,” he
warned, in reply to Klingermann’s demand
that they accept a challenge from Cincin-
nati, to be followed a month later by a bout
with a Chicago aspirant.

“ What d’you mean—go slow? This
here Cincy guy ain’t never showed nothin’
better’n a lot of ’em the kid has knocked
out, has he? An’ this here packin’ house
pet from Chicago—he might be a little
stronger than anything the kid’s tackled,
but by that time he’d ought to be able
to handle him. What we want is about
three good fights leadin’ up to Kid Moro-
witz. An’ then if we can put Morowitz on
ice, we can go after the big fellow.”

“ Ye’re spacin’ ’em along too fast, Lef-
ty,” cautioned the trainer. “ De kid ’ll go
stale. 'Cordin’ to you, we’d ought to take
on Morowitz dis comin’ fall.”

“ That’s it.”

Casey shook his head.

“ Kid Morowitz ain’t goin’ to be no easy
bird to handle. Take it from me, Lefty,
he ocould right now knock de champ fer a
gool. I look fer him to hook up wid de
champ nex’ winter, an’ if we lay off, an’
de champ licks him, dat 1l clear de decks
for us wit’out fightin’® Morowitz; an’ if
Morowitz wins de belt, we can go after him
about a vear from nex’ fall.”

“ To hell with a year from nex’ fail!”
exclaimed Klingermann impatiently. “ It’s
all right for you to string yer job out as
long as you can, but how about me? It’s
little Lefty that’s puttin’ up the jack.”
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“You should worry about de jack!
Dere’s always plenty more w’ere dat come
from. I wisht I got mine as easy as w'at
you do. Take it from me, Lefty: you
better play safe, like I says.”

Lefty Klingermann leaned forward im-
pressively and lowered his voice so that the
trainer had to lean close to listen.

“I got a card in the hole that you
don't know nothin’ about—an’ believe me,
she’s cn ace. 1 was over to Philly for a
couple of days. I didn’t go there for noth-
in’ else but jest to see Jack Keen, Moro-
witz’s manager. I seen him, an’ Morowitz
too. If we can win three fights this sum-
mer, they’ll take us on in October. An’
Mike Duffy wins with a knockout!”

“ Wat’s de price?” asked Casey.

‘“ Morowitz takes on the St. Paul boy
in August. If he wins with a knockout, it
Il cost me more than if he don’t. We didn’t
talk figures. There’s time for that later.
Whichever way it goes, it 1l cost enough.
Keen’s out for the jack, all right.”

“ Well,” said Casey thoughtfully, “ you
know yer business better'n w’at I do, but,
at dat, I'd sooner see de scrap put off fer a
year, an’ den pulled on de level. I b’lieve
Duffy could win.” -

“Can that stuff. What I want is a
champ. An’ I don’t give a damn how I
get him. The quickest way’s the best way.
When Duffy wins the belt, your salary dou-
bles, so the quicker the sooner, for you,
too.”

Klingermann paused abruptly and stared
at the door, where the faces of a man and a
girl showed through the glass panels.

Casey’s eyes followed his glance, and a
moment later the girl turned swiftly, and,
hurrying across the sidewalk, stepped into
a waiting taxi. Klingermann half rose from
his chair as the man turned to follow the
girl, but the hand of Casey restrained him.

“Did you see who it was?” asked
Klingermann, a frown wrinkling deeply his
fat forehead.

Casey nodded. “ Yes. Dago Lottie an’
Duffy.”

“ How’d you know her? She ain’t be’n
around here since you have.”

“ No, I ain’t saw her fer couple of years.
She use’ to be Bull Larrigan’s skirt.”
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“Yes, an’ when Bull hit the toboggan
she quit him. Do you know where she’s
be’n lately?”

{3 NO-”

“ She’s be’n in Philly. Hooked up with
Kid Morowitz. Believe me, I was glad
when she kissed this precinct good-by. She
is a gold digger, all right. I'd rather mix
it up with the devil himself than her. An’
now she’s back!”

“You talk like yer was afraid of her,”
grinned the trainer.

“T’ll say I'm afraid of her!
that ain’t’s a fool!”

“I mus’ be a fool, den. I ain’t never
be’n afraid of no woman yet. You leave
her to me. If she gits to buzzin’ around
de kid too strong, I'll slap her face an’ send
her home. What's her game? Put me
wise.”

The look that Klingermann bent upon
the trainer was a blending of pity and
scorn.

“ When you feel like slappin’ some one’s
face, Red, you’d better jest slip around to
some of the hangouts an’ piek you out a
couple of good live gunmen, an’ try it on
them. You might get away with that—
but not Dago Lottie. You want to know
what her game is. T’ll give you a line on
what she’s done, an’ I can tell you what
she’s tryin’ to do.

“ Her name’s Lottie Rivoli, an’ her fa-
ther runs a fruit store somewheres over on
Sullivan Street. But there wasn’t no ¢ sella
de banan’’ for Lottie. She started in young
an’ got to be one of the smoothest dips in
the business. Her specialty was bag open-
in’, an’ that took her into the shoppin’
districts, where she soon got to be queen
of shoplifters.

“ She was too smart for the store dicks,
an’ they knew it. So, one by one, she made
deals with ’em—that is, through them, with
the management of the store. I’ll bet she’s
right now on the pay roll of twenty big
stores in this town, an’ prob’ly as many
more in Philly, as a member of the detective
force, which means that they’re payin’ her
a salary to stay away from their stores.

“ A couple of years ago, or more, she
married Nick Gorno. They lived around
the corner, a couple of squares from here.

The man
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Nick was a clever counterfeiter some of the
time, an’ a gunman all the time. There
was a gang war on, an’ one night while she
was sittin’ at a table with him he was
bumped off, right here in this room.

“ After that Lottie played up to Bull
Larrigan. Bull was a headliner then, but
when he began to skid she quit him. By
that time the fight game had kind of got
into her blood. She’s hell bent on bein’ a
Mrs. Champ. When she quit Bull she
picked out Kid Morowitz. She’s a smooth
one, an’ she ain’t takin’ no chances. She’ll
never marry him till he’s won the belt.
When Jack Keen got holt of the kid an’
took him over to Philly, she went along,
an’ believe me, there was plenty of us not
over a thousan’ miles from here that was
good an’ damn glad to see her go.

“T tried to make her kick in wunst,
same as the rest of the dips, but before
we was through it cost me money—an’ Lot-
tie had the jack. Just when things is goin’
good, up s/e pops! She’s too hot fer me.”

A slow grin overspread the face of the
trainer. Klingermann frowned.

“I don’t see nothin’ funny about it.
You’'ll be laughin’ out of the other side of
yer mouth time you know her as good as
I do.”

“ She’s a swell looker,” muttered Casey.
“1If a guy was to fall fer her, he’d be apt
to fight like hell to hold her, wouldn’t he?”

“ What d’you mean?”

“ T mean, dese here gold diggers is like
rats on a sinkin’ ship. She quit Bull Lar-
rigan w’en he hit de toboggan—an’ now,
if she’s quit Morowitz, w’at’s de answer?”

“You don’t mean Morowitz is—
through?” ) .
“] ain’t sayin’ he is, or he ain’t. He

fights a week from to-night over to Trenton.
I guess T'll jest slip over dere an’ look him
over. ’'Cause if he’s slowin’ up, de quicker
we git to him de better—’fore some one
else beats us to it.”

Klingermann nodded.  That’s right.
We’ll take on these other guys an’ put 'em
away one after another, an’ take Kid Moro-
witz on in the fall. If Dago Lottie has quit
him an’ figgers on throwin’ in with Duffy,
she might slip us some good inside stuff
on the Kid. That would make it cheaper
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when we come to deal. She’d do anything
to hook up with a champ, But, believe
me, it’s dangerous business, tryin’ to make
use of Dago Lottie.”

“ Not w’en we bot’ got our money on de
same card. If she’s smooth as you say,
she damn well knows she’s got to t’row in
wit’ us.”

“Yes, an’ double cross us without bat-
tin’ an’ eye, if she seen where she could
make by it—same as she’s prob’ly double
crossin’ Kid Morowitz right now. I wisht
she’d stayed out of it, but seein’ she didn’t,
we got to make the best of it. Good night.
See you to-morrow.”

For a week after the night of the masked
ball, Mike Duffy haunted the flat on
Eighty-Fourth Street, but all to no purpose.
He called in the evening, and in the after-
noon, and once even in the morning, but
the door never opened to his ring, and in
desperation he even made inquiry of the
janitor’s wife, but the only information he
could get out of her was that the lady who
leased the apartment was a “ Cuban” or
“Spanish lady,” who was hardly ever

Jthere.

His work that week was perfunctorily
performed, and Casey noted that the young-
ster was morose and irritable. Whereupon
he invited Duffy to accompany him to
Trenton to see the mill between Kid Moro-
witz and the Frisco Wonder.

At the ringside Duffy watched every move
as the contestants battled on for the full
ten rounds. For he knew that the time
was coming when he would have to fight
the Philadelphia boy and secretly he feared
him. In vain he sought for manifestation
of the much talked of ring generalship of
the near champ and for the terrific surprise
punch that had put many an adversary to
sleep before bedtime. What he saw was an
exceptionally good exhibition of boxing
which lasted the full ten rounds, during
every one of which Kid Morowitz had un-
doubtedly the best of it. Duffy saw the
much touted fighter pass up two chances
and fail in half a dozen attempts at a
knockout, and also, he saw him rocked to
his heels by a right to the jaw in the
eighth.

“ How'd he look to youse, kid?” asked
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Casey as the two waited at the ringside for
the crowd to thin in the aisles. “ If youse
had be’n in de ring wid him to-night dey’d
of carried him out. If de Frisco Wonder
had followed up w’en he had him goin’ in
de eight’, he'd of got him.”

“ Maybe Morowitz wasn’t showin’ all he
had,” replied Duffy, doubtfully. Then,
vanity overshadowing for a moment the yel-
low streak the old trainer knew was there,
‘he added: “ But yer right, Red; if I'd of
be’n in the ring in the eighth, I'd of et him
up.n

Casey nodded emphatically. “ Sure,
youse would. I guess Lefty’s right. Kid
Morowitz is about done. It’s up to youse
to git him. An’ de quicker we git him, de
better. It ’ll mean plenty work dis summer.
Lefty’s got t’ree fights lined up, an’ w’en
we got dem on ice, Morowitz has got to
talk to us.”

Duffy grinned knowingly. “ Leave it to
Lefty,” he whispered. ‘ He told me about
his trip to Philly.”

“ Look here, kid,” replied the trainer.
“ By de time fall comes you won’t need no
frame-up to knock Morowitz fer a gool.”

“ Where in hell do you get that stuff?”
retorted Duffy. “ What kind of a fool
d’you think I am, to go into the ring against
Morowitz an’ take a chance, when the fight
can be put on ice before she starts? Let
Lefty spend some of his money. He gets it
easy. Believe me, it’s the man with the
graft that draws down the jack. Hard work
don’t get no one nowheres. Look at Lefty,
he never done a tap in his life, an’ he rolls
up more jack every week than I ever seen.”

They were on the sidewalk now, before
the door of the hall in which the fight had
been staged. A big limousine stood at the
curb a short distance away, the liveried
chauffeur standing beside its closed door.
As the two drew opposite the car, a lane
opened in the passing crowd, and Kid Moro-
witz, closely followed by Jack Keen, hur-
ried across the sidewalk. The chauffeur
held the door open, and by the light of
a street lamp both Duffy and Casey saw
distinctly in the gloomy intérior of the car
the face of a beautiful woman. It was
only a momentary glimpse. Then the door
closed and the crowd surged about the
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vehicle, which the next moment glided slow-
ly away.

Casey glanced at his companion, who
stood rooted to the sidewalk, his face show-
ing marble white in the glare of the arc
lamp. Suddenly, with a half articulate ex-
clamation, Duffy sprang forward, heedless
of the imprecations of the men who were
jammed together in the crowd.

“ Stop that car!” he cried hoarsely.

Some one laughed. Amid jeers and gibes
Casey managed to get hold of his arm and
bring him to a standstill just as a big police-
man shouldered his way to the spot to as-
certain the cause of the commotion. Evi-
dently no one in the crowd felt himself suf-
ficiently aggrieved to make a complaint, and
with a word of advice as to future conduct
the officer passed on, leaving Duffy and
Casey to worm their way to the edge of the
crowd and cross to the opposite side of the
street.

“ What was she doin’ in that machine?
Where is he takin’ her?” cried Duffy as he
stared down the street into which the car
had disappeared.

“Back to Philly, of course,” grinned
Casey. “ Why?”

“ Why?” cried the young man excitedly.
“ Good God, man, that’s Lotta! She’s mine
—my girl! We’re goin’ to be married!
She don’t live in Philly! She lives in New
York. She’s an artist—an’ she ain’t be’n
home for a week! Where’s the station?
It’s me for Philly!”

“ An’ w’at Il youse do w’en youse git
dere?” grinned Casey.

“TN hunt up Kid Morowitz, an’ I'll—
1"

“Yeh, an’ dat’s as far as youse would
git. Make a damn fool of yerself, an’
maybe git pinched. Take it from me, kid,
youse don’t need to chase dat skirt over to
Philly. All youse got to do is go back to
little old Noo York, an’ sit tight, an’ Dago
Lottie Il be chasin’ youse up inside a week.”

“Dago Lottie! What do you mean?
Who in hell you talkin’ about?”

Casey glanced at his watch, and hailed
a passing taxi. “ We got five minutes to
get de train fer home,” he answered.
“ Wait till we git on de cars, an’ I'll tell
youse.”
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win—she must make one desperate effort
to save the situation as it was.

He was speaking again. “I've learnt a
lot in the last year. I've learnt a man
can’t make no jack by workin’ for it. I
fight for mine. If I couldn’t git it that way
I'd gamble for it—or steal it! But I'll be
damned if I’d lie to a pal! I want you,
kid! I—yes—damn it! I love you! But
there ain’t goin’ to be no halfways about it!
You'll either marry me or Kid Morowitz—
you can’t marry us both!”

The stage was denied a star when Lotta
Rivoli cast her lot with the underworld.
Just as her superb ability as an actor had
carried her through more than one trying
situation in the department stores, so now
it leaped forth to triumph over the accusa-
tion of her outraged lover. With a cry
she leaped to her feet, faced the man, her
eyes brimming with tears.

“Oh, you do love me!” she sobbed.
“You do! Youdo! But, you are wrong—
all wrong!”

“1t ain’t no use—"

The girl interrupted, speaking rapidly:
“ Listen, big boy, I see it all now! I was
a fool to lie to you. But I lied because—
- I loved!”

“ Morowitz?” the question rasped nastily
from between the man’s lips.

“No, no! Only you! For Morowitz
I do not care so much as that!” She
snapped her fingers in the air and hastened
on: “I will come clean—will tell you every-
thing. You see, I did not know—the papers
said you were a truck driver before you be-
gan to fight. I did not think you would
understand. I thought that if you knew mry
—business you would hate me. I told you I
was an artist. I am, in a way—but not the
way you think. I am an artist in my pro-
fession. I am a crook—yes, a shifter—a
shoplifter.”

-She paused and smiled, slightly, as her
glance drifted about the room. “ And it has
paid me well. I became so much of an artist
in my line that rather than try to catch me,
the managers of many great stores are glad
to pay me never to enter their doors. Each
month I get my pay—the pay of a private
dick. And to earn it I do nothing but stay
away from their stores. It is an easy graft
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and it pays well. I was afraid to tell vou
this before. I know you better now—
for you said if you couldn’t get your money
by fighting for it you would gamble, or
steal it. But I am no worse than the others
—they all steal—the big from the little, the
strong from the weak—always, But I steal
only from the rich—from those who can
afford to lose. It is not wrong—one must
live.”

“Sure it ain’t,” cried the man impatient-
ly. “1I don’t care nothin’ about that. But
Morowitz—how about Morowitz?”

“I am coming to that.” The red lips
smiled, and the dark eyes glowed softly.
“So jealous, and—I am glad. For I know
by that, you love me. For a year, now, I
have lived in Philadelphia. I keep this
apartment also, because each month I must
come to New York to collect my—salary.
And, then sometimes, I run down and stay
a few days when it seems necessary, for
reasons of my profession. But I live in
Philadelphia because there I can work at
my profession. There the stores do not pay
me to stay away, and it is easier because
the store dicks are not as wise as here.

“ But the police are alike, one place and
another. They’ve got my number, and I
must kick in. It is the same in a certain
part of Philadelphia as in New York. The
pelice have their go-betweens, and their
collectors. Over there, Jack Keen is the

‘same as Lefty Klingermann and a few
others are here. I kick in to Jack Keen,
and he squares me with the bulls.

‘ The other day I met a police lieutenant
on the street and he told me I wasn’t play-
ing square, that I was holding out, and he
threatened to get me. Then I hunted up
Jack Keen, because he knows I play square.
It was the night of the fight at Trenton,
and he had no time to talk to me, but I
was afraid the bulls would frame me that
night, because the lieutenant was sore.
Keen and Morowitz were going to drive
to Trenton in a big car, and Keen told me
to go along and we could talk. So I went,
and we doped out a plant for that bull, and
T waited in the car till after the fight, and
then we drove back.”

The man’s hands closed upon her wrists
in a viselike grip.
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“Then, you ain't engaged to Morowitz.
An’ you'll marry me?”

The dark eyes that met his own so
steadily registered supreme disgust, and the
red lips curled slightly. ¢ Morowitz!” she
hissed, “I hate him! And—yes, I will
marry you! But, you are hurting me!”

She winced with pain at the grip of his
hands, and with a laugh he released her
wrists, and seating himself upon the daven-
port, he drew her to his side where for a
long time he held her close.

“Tell me, kid,” he asked, at length.
“ Why do you hate Morowitz?”

The dark eyes flashed. “ Oh, you should
hate him, too—if you love me. A long
time ago, it was—before he learned I could
take care of myself—"

“Wait till I get in the ring with him!
Damn him! Tl fix him!”

The girl looked quickly into his face.
“Ah, yes! In the ring! When do you
fight him? If it could only be soon!”

Duffy smiled. “ What’s de hurry?” he
asked. “ The way things is doped, him
an’ I hook up some time in the fall.”

With a little sigh of regret, she laid her
head against his shoulder. ‘ Too bad,”
she breathed, ¢ If only you could fight him
this summer. He may be able to—come
back by fall.”

“What do you mean—come back?”
asked the man, curiously. “ He win his
Trenton fight, didn’t he? An’ he’s goin’
to fight the St. Paul guy in August.”

The girl sat suddenly erect. “ You have
not seen the papers?” she asked,

“ What papers? I ain’t looked at none
to-day.”

For answer she crossed to a small table,
picked up a newspaper, carried it to the
light, and turned to a news story upon
the sporting page.

“Listen to this,” she said reading the
headlines. *“‘Patsey Gibson, St. Paul
heavyweight, meets with a serious acci-
dent.’” And rapidly she read the news
story as the man listened.

“So you see,” she concluded, *“ Moro-
witz don’t have to fight in August, an’ with
all summer to rest up, he might be able to
come back strong in the fall.”
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Duffy was all interest now. “ You talk
about him comin’ back. What’s the dope?
Ain’t he right?”

He paused abruptly and a gleam of
suspicion flashed into his eyes which were
fixed on the face of the girl. “ An’ if he
ain’t, how do you know so much about
him?”

Lotta Rivoli laughed. “I know I'm a
spy, and I hate spies. But I am telling
you because I love you. I heard it in the
car, on the road back from Trenton. They
thought I slept. They talked, and I
learned that Morowitz’s heart is bad.
Now’s your chance—they’re broke, they’ve
got to fight?”

Duffy leaped to his feet. “It’s me to
find Lefty!” he cried. What’s the use of
stringin’ along with these other guys? If
they want to fight me after I knock Moro-
witz out there’ll be plenty of time. Be-
lieve me, with that inside dope, I'll knock
him cold?”

The red lips pouted. * You're going to
run away and leave me?”

He drew her to him and held her close.
¢ Sure, kid, I want to git Lefty on the job
before some other guy steps in an’ gits
a date.”

But it’s so early!”

“Lefty’s a hard guy to find nights. I
might have to shag him all over town, An’
I might not find him till mornin’.”

“ Maybe there is some other girl—
prettier than I am.”

“ Duffy laughed.
kid. You’re the only girl for me!
kid—1I never had no other girl.”

Her smile was smothered by his kisses,
and releasing her, he turned to the door.

“See you to-morrow night,” he called
over his shoulder.

“ Not to-morrow night, dear,” she an-
swered. “I've got to be in Philadelphia
to-morrow night. It’s the night we frame
that fresh cop. I've got to be there. If I
didn’t show up Keen would be in bad and
if Keen would throw me down, the bulls
would make quick work of me.”

“ Day after to-morrow night, then?”

“ Day after to-morrow night—right here
—at the same time.”

“Nix on that stuff,
Honest,

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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The car jumped forward, swung around
irto the main street and shot through the
gardens up to the hotel entrance. Jimmy
was out on the curb before the machine
had stopped. He tore through the lobby,
cursed the French elevator all the way up
to his floor, and burst into Trench’s room.
Charlie was in the bathroom standing knee
deep in the tub, dripping and cold.

‘“ Shut that door,” he yelled savagely.

Jimmy shut the door.

“ Listen, Charlie, I have about one min-
ute to waste on you. I'm late as it is.
Now don’t muff this. I'll be back as soon
as I can. It all depends on whether we
find this stuff and how long it takes. Some
one must watch Salih to-day until I come
back—and my erstwhile wife as well. They
may not be so scared as we think and muy
try to get up there to look over the ground.
In any case don’t lose sight of Salih ome

‘second. I want to know what his move-

ments are all day long. Remember every-
thing he does and every one he meets.
Stick to him. If he objects, have him ar-
rested, if necessary. You’re consul, you
know, and a friend of Boujassy.”

¢ Sh-sh-sure I'm a c-c-consul,” quavered
Trench shaking with cold. “ Th-th-that’s
the t-t-t-trouble. G-g-gum-shoe your own
T-turks. F-for heaven’s sake g-g-give me
a t-towel!”

“ Here you are. Catch! You watch
him. Don’t let him out of your sight.”

Trench worked vigorously with the towel
for a moment. _

“ Oh, all right,” he conceded, in a voice
of resignation.

As Jimmy slammed the door behind him
and on his way out he heard a voice raised
from the bathroom.

“Lord, what a darn fool!”

He found the car waiting for him with
its motor still running. They whirled
round the little Place and headed up
through the gardens. It was already
quarter to nine.

“How long will it take you to get
there?”

«It is a question of thirty minutes,
monsieur.”’

« T give you five francs extra for every
minute under that.”
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“ Bien, monsieur, it will take but twenty
minutes,” said Léon stepping on the
throttle.

Jimmy saw little more of the scenery
than he had on his first trip to La Turbie.
For a few minutes they tore dizzily through
the town following the sea road that runs
to Mentone, narrowly missing a curb here
and skidding on the tramway tracks there.
They missed the early morning train for
Mentone by the breadth of a hand, and
zigzagged through a covey of donkey
carts bringing garden truck into town.

“ Monsiewr will pardon me for not em-
ploying a greater speed,” Léon shouted over
his shoulder. ‘It is because of the danger
to the market wagons. I shall do better
when we leave the main road.”

They swerved from the coast, whipped
round a sharp, steep turn and swung-into
the white curving way that leads upward to"
join the Corniche at La Turbie. The car
could climb, Jimmy admitted, and Léon
could drive! They tore around high
banked turns where a slip of a foot would
plunge them over the edge onto the slopes
of broken rock, raced through groves of
olive, or between sentinel lines of plane
trees on the level stretches, round sheer
cliffs where the road clung like a shelf to
the side of the mountain, and the deep blue
of the Mediterranean seemed directly below
them.

The road curved always, mounting
higher and higher, seldom giving them a
glimpse of more than a hundred yards
ahead. Then gradually the grade lessened
and the vista opened out. The cliffs seemed
to shrink down to meet them, and the
coast line to move away toward the horizon.
They came out upon the plateau and be-
gan to pass villas and gardens and more
groves of olive.

Suddenly Jimmy caught sight of the red
station through the trees. He tapped
Léon on the shoulder.

“« Slow down here. The little road turns
off just beyond the wall.”

Léon jammed on the brakes and pointed
exultantly to the clock on his dashboard.

“ Voila, monsieur. Nineteen minutes to
here!”

They turned into the narrow well re-
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membered road and drove on a little way
under the wall of the garden. Jimmy
stopped the car then and tumbled out.

“ Wait for me here. Léon. I may be a
long time,” he called back as he hurried
off up the road. He rounded a turn by
the wall and disappeared.

Léon settled himself back in his seat,
swung his feet up over the door, and fished
a grimy packet of cigarettes from his pocket.
Léon was not Monegasque. He had drifted
here from the Dauphine, up north beyond
the Alps, but he had been long enough in
this bizarre but lucrative new home of his
to learn never to expect anything quite
normal. In Monte Carlo one takes things
as they come and asks no questions. So
he pulled his cap further down over his
eyes, wriggled his left hip into the com-
fortable, saggy depression in the womn
leather seat and prepared to wait.

“So M. Le Comete is not ill,” he
chuckled to himself. “ He must indeed be
nervous if he cannot suffer the noise of a
motor nearer than this! Just where the
other descended last night,” he reflected,
sleepily. He rested his head against the
cushion and forgot everything but the
warm sun on the back of his neck and the
lengthening ash of his cigarette.

Jimmy made his way swiftly along the
wall toward the little gate. He paused
for a breathless moment just before he
reached it, then took a step forward and
looked into the garden.

She was there. Of course, he had never
had any doubt that she would be. She
was sitting just as he had first seen her,
on the rim of the old well, but this time
she was leaning forward and looking out
through the gate—looking for him. As she
caught sight of him she sprang up and ran
to the gate to meet him, flinging back over
her shoulder, toward the house, the same,
frightened, timid glance. They faced each
other through the grillework of the gate and
Jimmy suddenly saw much more of that
garden into which he had gazed yesterday.

In her clear, frank, little-girl eyes and
in the flush that crept over her dark cheeks
he could read something that she had kept
hidden during all the years of her lone-
some girlhood. To no one else, he knew,
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had she given that expectant, trusting,
timid smile. For no one else had her
child’s eyes opened wide to show that
limpid wealth of passion and unfolding
knowledge which she showed to him now.
She was telling him as plainly as she could
that the eyes of her heart had never left
off gazing at that gate in the wall, since
the moment when he had passed through it
yesterday and left her.

Jimmy did not know that his look was
telling her the same thing, but it was. She
knew it as surely as that he was standing
there at the gate before her.

She reached out and dragged at the bolt
with her slim hands. He pushed the gate
open and came into the garden to her side.
Until he had seen her, the story he had
come to tell had been bubbling over with-
in him. Léon could not have driven too
fast! She had to know at once! But now
Salih Nasar who had advertised in the
Eclaireur de Nice, was, for a glorious in-
stant, pushed into second place in his
thoughts. He did not particularly want to
talk about what had happened since he saw
her last. He only wanted to stoop and put
his arms around this girl whom he had
found in the garden behind the gray wall,
and tell her to forget the jewels and Pucelli
and the well and everything else—except
him.

That was what he wanted to do. And
—you may as well know at once—that was
what she wanted him to do. But he had
only known her a few hours, and he was
frightened within an inch of his life that
his aching arms might get the better of
his judgment; and ske did not know any-
thing about him—except that she loved
him, and she was a well-brought up girl,
and—Baptiste might come into the garden
even at nine in the morning! i

So she caught her breath, put her hand
upon her heart to try to keep it where it
belonged, and moved away from him a
good six inches. _

And Jimmy smiled, foolishly, and swal-
lowed several times, and pulled at his tie.
His lips moved, but he failed to achieve
words. The burden fell upon her.

“ Did you walk up, monsieur? .” she in-
quired solicitously. “ You look so warm.”
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Perhaps is was just as well that she was
frightened, and hard pressed for words or
this story might have ended here. For I
am sure that if she had not moved away,
and if what she said had not made a
flood of self-consciousness rise up in Jim-
my, we would never -again have heard of
Salih Nasar and the jewels, and Trench
might have wandered about until night-
fall, on the trail of a plump Moor in
spectacles, wondering why his friend’s
matutinal excitement had not been more
productive of results.

- Jimmy pulled himself together.

“No, mademoiselle, but 1 came as fast
as I could. I've found out a lot to tell you.”

“ Could you find out who ‘S. N.’ is?”
she asked eagerly.

“ He'’s a Moor, named Salih Nasar, from
Tangier.

“Oh,” she whispered.
right!”

“Yes, you were right. But there’s a
lot more. He had a visit yesterday after-
noon from a woman—a Madame Dulac—
and she has promised to bring him up here
and show him where the well is, at noon
to-day.”

“ Madame Dulac?” the girl repeated with
a puzzled frown. “Who is she? How
did she know about our well?”

“T don’t know. I’ll tell you more about
her some time. She evidently knows where
the well is. Then we—Trench, the man
who is staying with me, and I—met the
chief of the Sireté who took him into the
room where this Madame Dulac and Salih
Nasar were talking; and we introduced
them all.

“ Monsieur Boujassy, do you mean?”
said the girl wonderingly.

« Yes.’)

“1 don’t understand. How did you
know him and how could you introduce
him to people you did not know?” Again
the puzzled frown creased her brow.

“Oh, it’s a long story,” said Jimmy
hastily. “ Tl tell you some time. The
important thing is that I hoped to frighten
Salih into keeping away from La Trubie
to-day, and I imagine I succeeded. He
thinks, of coutse, that Boujassy is
suspicious of him.”

“Then I was
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He:watched her face eagerly as he paused
a moment before telling her the great news.

“The next thing is that I think I've
found out myself where the jewels are.”

She clutched his sleeve with both her
hands.

“ Oh,” she cried.
quickly.”

‘“Salih Nasar called them ¢The Tears
of the Peri,”” he said softly.

“ The Tears of the Peri?” She repeated
the words after him mechanically as if there
significance had not yet dawned upon her.
“ But that is written on the well.” Her
eyes grew wider and her hand fluttered
to her throat in the gesture he knew so
well. ** Why, then—"

“ Exactly,” said Jimmy,
‘“ That’s just where we’ll look.”

She snatched her hand from his arm and
ran to the well.

“Oh, come quickly,” she cried. “It
must be true. You see the inscription
only covers a few tiles on one side. You
can take them out easily, I suppose?” She
broke off breathlessly and looked about for
some tool.

Jimmy picked up a trowel frem a barrow
leaning against the well, fell on his knees;
and commenced to tap gently on each tile
in order.

“ Perhaps there is a space behind one
of them—"" he began excitedly, when sud-
denly she saw him drop the trowel and stare
at the ground beside him.

He stooped and picked up some bits of
crumbling mortar. His heart skipped a
beat. He raised his eyes to the side of the
well just above the fragments of mortar
and put the palm of his hand against one
of the tiles. The enamel along one edge
was freshly chipped—new, clean fractures,
showing the coarse earthenware beneath—
and the tile rocked a little under his hand.
At the sight of his strained face the girl
dropped on her knees beside him.

“ Oh, what is it?” she implored.

He picked up the trowel again, drove
its point under the edge of the tile that
had moved, and wrenched at it. With
hardly an effort the square of porcelain
came away and fell on the ground between
them, revealing a deep hole in the coping.

‘“ Where? Tell me

nodding.
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With his heart pounding with the cer-
tainty of defeat, he plunged his hand into
the blackness of the hole and drew out a
square brass box inlaid with copper—a
little chest of Moorish workmanship. He
held it for a moment in his hands. He
sensed defeat as surely as if the cache had
been quite empty. The loose tile and the
fresh breaks had told him enough. But
the girl was kneeling beside him, trembling,
expectant, and unwarned of the blow that
was to fall upon her.

He could hardly bring himself to open
the box and strick the blow.

“ Oh, quickly!” she whispered.

Je fumbled with the catch and flung
back the lid. The box was empty.

He dropped it, and turned his head. She
knelt there beside him, quite still, her face
deathly white, her eyes closed. She
. swayed forward a little, and rested her fore-
head against the side of the well. He
sprang up and leaned over her, laying his
hands lightly and compassionately upon her
shoulders.

“JIt doesn’t make any difference,” he
said huskily. “Tl1l find them for you.
only don’t cry.”

She got up slowly and sat down on the
edge of the well. Though the tears glis-
tened on her cheeks, she looked up at him
and smiled.

“ Forgive me,” she murmured. “ It was
just that—it is hard to have my happiness
taken away so suddenly—Ilike that.”

“ Listen to me,” said Jimmy rapidly.
“ It hasn’t been taken away yet. We can
get them again somehow. Salih came after
all ”—he showed her the chipped tile—* so
he’s more of a man than I thought. At least
we’re almost sure that they exist, and that
he has them. Don’t you see that we ’—
it was ¢ we ” now—"* are better off than we
were? Please don’t be unhappy. T’ get
them for you.”

He did not know in the least how he was
to accomplish this, but he did know that he
would stop at nathing to be able to come
up the hill again some day with the Tears
of the Peri in his hands and lay them in her
lap!

“ Why,” she said suddenly, her face
lighting up with hope, “ M. Boujassy can
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arrest him. They belong to us, and this man
has stolen them.”

“ Well,” Jimmy said judicially, “ I can’t
very well go to Boujassy about this except
as a last resort. I would have to explain
about yesterday’s affair, and I can’t do
that.” He realized that he must slur over
his acquaintance with Mme. Dulac with
Giselle as well as with the Si#reté. “ 1 can’t
tell you why, yet,” he added lamely. He
stood up and held out his hand. “ You
mustn’t worry. Do you hear? I'll come
back every morning, if I can, and always
when I have any news.”

She took his hand.

“ Oh, my friend, my friend,” she said
tenderly. “ You are the best man that I
have ever known in my life. I wonder if
you realize what you are trying to do for
me?” Her hand tightened in his suddenly
and she leaned a little closer.  But you
must not do—oh, it may be dangerous. Do
you know, I should die—if—you never
came back.”

“ TNl come back.” He was fighting hard
to keep a curb upon himself. “ And just
remember—you’re not going to marry Pu-
celli. You must stop thinking about it.”

“ But if we fail, monsiewur?”

“ Wait until we fail. There’s another
way of settling that question—that—that
T’ll tell you about—some day.” He stood
looking down at her for a moment without
speaking. “ Are you forced to see much
of him? Does he come here often?” he
added irrelevantly.

“ Almost every day. He dined with us
last night. But to-day he goes to Paris—
he will be gone several days. He has gone,
he says, to buy my—present.” She smiled
a wan and pitiful little smile. “ His going
will make it a little easier for—us,” she
added shyly.

It was a moment before he could steady
his voice to say: “ Yes, that will make it
a little easier for us.”

He did not suspect how much easier it
was to make everything!

“T must go now. There is so much to
do,” he forced himself to say, as she made
no reply. Again he raised her hand to his
lips. “Au revoir, Giselle. Until to-mor-
row.” : '



826

“ Yes, to-morrow,” she breathed. “ Oh,
come back surely, to-morrow. I shall be
waiting all morning in the garden. Au re-
voir—M. James.”

He hurried through the gate without dar-
ing to look back, and strode off down the
road toward the waiting automobile.

VIII.

THE first thing that Salih Nasar did
when he opened his eyes that morning was
to slide an exploring hand under his pillow
and feel what lay there. He had them!
With fingers that were trembling anew with
the joy of his unexpected success, he drew
out the little silver casket which he had
taken from the discarded brass box. He
fumbled at the double catch, threw back the
lid, and reverently lifted out the treasure
which he had come so far to seek.

The thing which he held in his hands
was a chain of soft gold dulled by time to
an almost rosy duskiness, and from it were
suspended, by curiously wrought links, the
emeralds, each framed in its own band of
gold. Twenty of them, irregular in shape
but almost matched in size; not faceted but
polished en cabuchon; flattish globes of
brilliant green without a flaw.

When he had walked through the de-
serted gardens of the Casino, a few hours
before, after leaving the automobile, he
had hesitated a long time before he had
finally brought his loot to the hotel. The
hotel safe? He could not trust that. If
they were really suspicious of him, that
would be childish. = He racked his brains
to think of a hiding place. He could con-
ceal the casket anywhere—somewhere in
the gardens where it would never be found.
The Place was deserted. No one would
see him, and he could retrieve it later, when
he was ready to leave Monte Carlo. The
last thing he should do would be to keep
it on his person or in his room. _

Yet as he pressed his hand to his side
and felt its bulk in his breast pocket, he
realized that human nature was too strong
for him. He could not let them out of
his hands even for a few hours. Not yet,
at least. He must look at them again. He

.must let his eyes drink in once more the
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beauty of these gorgeous things that had
lain so long in an unbeliever’s garden. The
glimpse he had had of them under his
pocket torch, when he had lifted the cover
of the inner box and felt his heart almost
burst with joy, had not been enough. He
would keep them through the night. Even
if they suspected something of his mission,
they would not come until to-morrow. And
to-morrow, early, he would hide them.

As he sat on the side of his bed, with
the casket lying open in his hands, and the
sun pouring in through the seaward looking
windows of his room, he tried to puzzle
out the meaning of that extraordinary scene
in the blue salon. Who were those people?
Was Boujassy really of the Sireté? And
the others, the Americans? They had
convinced him, at first, that the game was
up; and then something—some subcan-
scious streak of Oriental acuteness in him
—had suggested that the game had not been
all in their hands, after all, and that they
were unable to move until he had shown
them the way. So he had gone to La Tur-
bie, after all. The pull of his desire had
been too strong.

They had apparently let him go unhin-
dered. That was the greatest puzzle of all.
Perhaps they had thought that he had been
frightened away, he reflected, exultantly.
He could not even have guessed all the
influences and cross currents of motive that
had been at work yesterday between those
five people in the little room.

Well, he had them. He had outwitted
these fools who had tried to stop him. Cu-
riously, he gave to Mme. Dulac no place
in the problem he was studying. What
her motives had been in coming to him he
did not know, but he was sure that she
had not been a party to their plot. She
was on his side.

He breakfasted in his room and dressed
hurriedly, thinking all the while of posible
hiding places. Yes, he should have done it
last night in the darkness. Some place
where no one ever went—some nook out-
doors.

He went to the terrace of the Casino
and sat on a bench, looking out over the
sea. He must decide quickly. So far,
everything had gone well, but they might
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Finally he planted himself on one of the
benches that fringe the Place, in full view
of the Casino and of their hotel, to wait un-
til one or the other of them should turn
up. It is said that if one sits long enough
at the corner table on the sidewalk in front
of the Café de la Paix in Paris, one will
eventually see every one in the world. It
can be said with less stretching of the truth,
that every one in Monte Carlo is sure to
pass, at least twice a day, the seat which
Jimmy had chosen.

He did not have long to wait. A little
before noon he caught sight of a red fez
under a white, green lined umbrella, and
the frock coated figure of Salih crossing
- the street toward the hotel. His face wore
an expression of extreme beatitude. As
he looked around at Jimmy, a flicker of
annoyance, a suspicion of tension appeared
on it, and just a trace of hesitation in his
rapid and confident bearing. He looked
Jimmy full in the eyes, but gave no sign
of recognition.

He passed on into the hotel, and Jimmy
turned swiftly to look up in the direction
from which he had come. Sure enough,
there was Trench, a hundred yards or so
away, tacking down through the gardens.
He ran to meet him.

“ Well,” Trench said breathlessly. “ Out
with it. What’s the lurid story of your
morning’s work?”

He sat down on the edge of a bench.
His eyes were shining with a degree of ex-
citement that Jimmy had never seen in
them before, and his manner was new, alive,
aggressive. He was no longer Trench, the
consul. He had had a great morning and he
was hungry for more.

Jimmy sank down beside him, and looked
at him dolefully. _

«“1 hope you’ve something to report,”
he said, ¢ for if you’ve wasted your morn-
ing we’re donme. Charlie, we were abso-
lutely right. I found the place where they
had been—behind one of the tiles—but they
were gone. There was just an empty brass
box. That’s the result of our fool perform-
ance in the parlor. The tile had been taken
out since yesterday. I'm sure of that. It
was all chipped—fresh marks—and there
were pieces of cement on the ground. Of
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course, it was Salih. We simply didn’t
bluff him.”

“Sure, I know it. He took the stuff last
night.”

“You know it!” Jimmy ejaculated.
¢ For Heaven’s sake, Charlie, spill it! What
have you found out?”

Trench’s eyes were glowing with enthusi-
asm as he launched into his story. '

“ Well, I trailed him from the hotel down
to the terrace. He seemed worried and
nervous—Kkept looking over his shoulder.
I lost him for a few minutes, and when I
saw him again he was with another man.”

“Who?”

“ Wait a minute. Salih was all smiles.
They talked a minute and then separated.
Salih came back to the hotel, went upstairs,
and was down again in a jiffy with a brown
paper package in his hand—trying to stuff
it into his breast pocket. That package
started a very fruitful train of thought in
my mind, I can tell you. The other man
was waiting for him in a big blue car, and
they drove off.” He looked at Jimmy with
a face devoid of expression. “ Who do
you think the other man was?”

Jimmy shook his head.

“ Boujassy? Prince of Monaco?”

“Don’t be an ass. Listen. It was the
Marquis de Pucelli. Does that mean any-
thing to you?”

“ Pucelli?” Jimmy roared, and brought
his fist down with a smash on the bench
between them. “ Whew! That’s a lovely
neighborhood for those jewels! How do
you know it was Pucelli?”

“ Doorman told me.”

“Well, go on. What next?”

“1 grabbed another car and followed
them to Cap Martin. They went to Pucel-
li’s villa. I passed the gate just after they
had turned in and stopped a little way down
the road. I was stumped. I couldn’t do
any gumshoeing myself because Salih would
know me, and yet I had to find out what
was going on inside there. So I took a
chance. I told my chauffeur to go back to
the house and ask at the front door for some
direction or other—anything. Then I
flashed a fifty franc note at him and told
him to get as far inside the house as he
could, and report everything he saw and
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heard. 1 described Salih an¢ Pucelli and
warned him to keep his eyes open for the
package.”

“Well, he came back in a few minutes,
pleased as Punch. He had asked where
Lady Somebody’s villa was. The servant
left him standing in the open doorway,
while he opened the door of the front room
—Ileading off the hall. My man stepped
into the hall as if to wait, axd could see
right into the room. He said there was a
young man on his knees on the floor in
front of an open safe, with a brown paper
parcel in one hand, and an >lder man—
the one in the fez—standing beside him.
The one standing had a pencil in his hand
—my man was sure of that. Just as the
door opened he heard one of them say:
¢ Left, seven.” The voice apperently broke
off as the door opened. Both men in the
room turned around and the younger one
stood up and came to the door.”

“ Gee!” murmured Jimmy.
giving him the combination!
should he?”

Trench shook his head.

“Can’t tell you. Well, that’s all at Cap
Martin. My man got his in’ormation as
to Lady So-and-So’s villa and left. When
he got back to me he apologized for not
having been able to stay any longer! We
backed up the road a little :arther—just
around a turn—and the chauffeur recon-
noitered. In about ten minutes the blue car
came out again and we trailed it back to
the Hotel Victoria.”

“ Keeping his date,” interrusted Jimmy.

“Salih got out—he'd been driven back
by a chauffeur—and has been sitting in the
garden there for the last hou-, talking to
Mme. Dulac. They sat in a little summer
house in the corner of the gerden, and I
couldn’t get near enough to hear anything.
I stayed across the street in tte news shop
watching for him to come out, ind paid my
board there by making purcaiases.” He
patted his bulging pockets. “ [ have every
postcard view ever taken of Monte Carlo
and environs, a souvenir spoon, a paper cut-
ter made of olive wood, and a batch of lot-
tery tickets. I damn near bought out the
shop. Well, he finally came out, came down
the hill, and here we are.”

“He was
But why
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Jimmy drew a long breath and threw at
his friend a look of new found and honest
admiration.

“ Charlie, I've expected every minute to
see you draw the needle from your waist-
coat pocket, take a shot in the arm and call
me ‘ My dear Watson.” You’re a marvel!
M. Lecoq was a mere traffic cop beside you.
You're wasted in diplomacy.”

“ When I'm kicked out of the service—as
I probably will be—I'm going to open a
bureau privé in Paris, and that chauffeur of
mine will get a job.”

“ Yes,” agreed Jimmy, ¢ fifty franc notes
are wonderful things to develop one’s pow-
ers of observation. By the way ”—he
fished a pair of visiting cards from his
pocket—* do you suppose this means any-
thing? I found these waiting for me when
I got back to the hotel just now. Bou-
jassy’s cards., He’s called on me. Do you
think he’s suspicious?”

“1 shouldn’t say so. He met you yes-
terday, and this is just a formal call. They
all do it. He probably called on me, too.”

“I wonder why he left two cards?”

Trench shook his head.

“That is funny,” he said thoughtfully.
Then his face slowly broke into a delighted
grin. “ Why, of course,” he said, “ one of
them is for your wife!”

“ Great guns!” Jimmy groaned. ¢I'd
almost forgotten. You don’t suppose he
asked for her, do you—and was told at the
desk that I had no wife?”

“ No, he probably didn’t come himself—
simply sent a gendarme or some subordinate
over with his cards. Don’t worry about
it. It was just a matter of courtesy.”

“All right, I won’t borrow trouble,”
Jimmy said resignedly. “ But we’re not
getting anywhere, What do we do next?”

Trench looked hopelessly devoid of ideas.

“1 give up. We’re up against a stone
wall. I don’t want to go to the police any
more than you do. That’s the last resort.”

“Yes,” Jimmy admitted, “ the very last.”

“ Well, outside of that, our hands are
tied as long as the stuff is in that safe.”

“ Not necessarily.”

“ Don’t talk nonsense. You’re no bur-
glar, and, anyhow, you don’t know the
combination, and can’t get it,”
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“Oh, as to burglary,” Jimmjy scoffed,
“ my conscience would be clear enough—”"

“ Well, mine wouldn’t,” retortec Trench.
“ This sleuthing business is one thing, but
going to jail is another. I’m enjcying my-
self, so far, but I'm going to stay inside
the law. The package isn’t going to lie in
that safe forever, and we may get another
chance at it later if we’re wide awike.”

There was a silence between the two for
a time.

Finally Jimmy jumped up. .

¢ Charlie, I'm going to see Mme¢. Dulac.”

“ Mme. Dulac!” Trench vcciferated.
“ Are you crazy? She’s hand in glove with
Salih!”

“ Maybe, I’'m not so sure. Ske’s not a
crook. She’s our kind. She’s in some trou-
ble, and I know she feels under >bligation
to me, and—she likes me. Yesterday in
the hotel she seemed mighty worried to see
me mixed up in this thing.” He paused a
moment, and squared his shoulders. “ I'm
going to sound her out, Charlie. It can’t
do any harm, and I don’t want t¢ miss any
opportunities, I'll be back in time for
luncheon.”

“ Well, my young Talleyrand,” reflected
Trench as he watched his friend’s back dis-
appear in the direction of the Victoria, “ if
you can arrive at any basis for regotiation
in that quarter, you’re a better diplomat
than I am.”

X.

YEs, Mme. Dulac would see monsieur.
She would descend immediately. Would
monsieur take the trouble to be seated in
the salon?

Jimmy paced up and down the little
empty room, searching his brair. for some
way to open the extraordinary interview
that was coming. Should he «sk her to
redeem her promise to help him if ever he
needed her? Should he tell her apenly how
much depended upon his success in this
astounding adventure? Or was she just a
crook after all, a thief’s accomplice, whom
he could bribe?

Finally, what could he ask her to do?
It was not probable that she knew the com-
bination of the safe, and that wis the rock

upon which his hopes seemed to split. Even
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assuming that he could enter Pucelli’s house,
he could get no farther. The grim realiza-
tion came over him suddenly that he was
really thinking of it—actually, seriously
planning to rob a safe, if he could!

She entered noiselessly and came to the
window where he stood staring out into the
garden.

“ M. Peyton ”—he turned with a start—
“it is good of you to come to see me. I
have wondered if I would ever have an op-
portunity to explain—our last meeting.”

““ Madame, 1 promised I would come,” he
said,

“ I know, but things seem to be a little
different since yesterday morning.” Then,
abandoning any pretense of formality or any
thought of fencing with him, she went on
earnestly and pleadingly: “ Oh, my dear,
dear friend, you were so good to me at the
station, so understanding, that I cannot
bear to have you misjudge me now. Please
try to believe that I did not know, until
you came into that room yesterday after-
noon, that I was working against you.
More than that, I had never seen that man,
Salih Nasar, before—never in my life until
yesterday. Do you not believe me?”

“ 1 do believe you, madame,” he told her
gently, for he was convinced that she spoke
the truth, and in the bottom of his heart he
knew that he had never doubted her.

He hesitated before he spoke again.

“T do not quite know why I am here, or
quite what I want to say, but it is now I
who need help.”

“ Oh,” she cried, leaning toward him.
“If I can help you, you know I will. Any-
thing you ask!”

“T think I shall tell you,” he replied
slowly, “ just how I happen to know about
your—dealings with Salih Nasar, and just
why I need your help. Since I came to
Monte Carlo—since yesterday ”—his voice
dropped a shade and a note of self-con-
sciousness crept into it—“ I have fallen in
love with a girl whom I have seen just three
times.”

He was not looking at Mme. Dulac now,
but sat gazing out of the window in front
of him.

“1 met her yesterday afternoon at La
Turbie, and it was through her that I found
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did not want to spend the day argui
and explaining. Besides, he reflected, t.l?é
should be %is game, from now on, to win or
lose.

So when he had recounted to Trench his
visit to Mme. Dulac, he had told everything
except the one important thing—her prom-
ise to try to get the combination. They
were to keep up their watch upon Salih,
and be ready to act, in whatever way they
could, as soon as he taok the jewels from
Pucelli’s safe. Meanwhile, Mme. Dulac
was on their side, and would tell them all
that she could discover as to Salih’s plans.
That would keep Trench interested, he
reflected, and keep him quiet.

Trench had listened skeptically, and re-
fused to share Jimmy’s faith in the woman.

* She’s a crook, my boy,” he had de-
clared with conviction. “ I’ve seen hun-
dreds just like her down here. Do you
suppose any decent woman would play
around in public with @ damned fat Turk
as she is doing? She admitted that she
took the Casino’s douceur de voyage, and
is breaking the law by being here at all.”

But Jimmy had shaken his head and re-
fused to argue.

No sign came from Mme. Dulac, though
Jimmy hardly took his eyes from her face
during the whole dinner. Each time a
waiter approached their table he wondered
whether he were bringing a message that
would mean that the last act in his adven-
ture was beginning in real earnest.

As she and Salih rose to leave and
passed by them on their way out, Jimmy
half rose and bowed, but she gave no sign
of recognition beyond the merest inclina-
tion of the head. No doorman waited,
when they in their turn left the restaurant,
to slip a folded paper into his hand. She
had nothing to tell him yet.

Seemingly she had no difficulty in sat-
isfying the Argus eyed and omniscient gen-
tlemen who preside in the dureaux of the
Casino, just inside the doors. The two
men watched her disappear into the build-
ing with her companion, and a quarter of
an hour later they left their post of ob-
servation across from the entrance and fol-
lowed.

It was only a few moments before they

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

caught sight of their quarry again. They
had found seats at one of the crowded ta-
bles and were already playing. Jimmy,
with Trench after him, wormed his way
through the spectators gathered around the
table, on the end nearest to Mme. Dulac,
and peered over the intervening shoulders,
looking down the line of faces. Mme. Du-
lac had a modest pile of counters on the
green cloth before her, and was playing list-
lessly and for small stakes.

She seemed nervous and ill at ease. Salih,
seen indistinctly in profile, on the other side
of her, was playing methodically, stolidly,
and always for the maximum. His hands
would move slowly out at each play, with
the regularity and precision of an automa-
ton, would place the bets, and then
move slowly back to be folded together on
the table until the play was completed. He
was winning, and his piles of counters were
mounting higher and higher.

As they watched, Mme. Dulac lost the
last of her chips. She turned to Salih and
whispered something. Without even turn-
ing his head, he unclasped his hands, silent-
ly pushed a portion of his winnings along
the table toward her, and went on playing.
The hot color mounted to her face. He
was treating her like a cocotte! But what
else could she expect? Was she not de-
liberately letting him place the only con-
struction possible upon her presence?

She picked up a few of the counters, with
disgust and shame welling up like physical
nausea within her. As she leaned forward
to play them she looked down the table for
an instant, and saw Jimmy’s eyes upon her.
He raised his brows in a question. For
just a second, before she leaned back again
she looked straight at him—a look that told
him of failure. Her lips formed the syllable
“no ” and slowly and almost imperceptibly
she shook her head.

Trench had not seen the signal. He was
tired of standing in the crowd, and he was
hot and uncomfortable.

“Let’s get out of here,” he complained.
“If you want to keep within reach of her,
you can do it just as well by hanging around
some place where there’s a little air. She
knows you’re here; that’s enough.”

They edged their way back into the clear



JIMMY HELPS HIMSELF.

space behind the crowd and wandered down
the long room between the tables, Jimmy
took his friend by the arm.

** Charlie,” he said despondently, “it’s
an awful job we’re up against. Maybe we
will have to open up to old Boujassy after
all.  One thing is sure. I'm bound to get
them some way. That girl is not going
to he permitted to do this rotten thing.
Why, Charlie, 'm crazy about her. She
is not going to marry that bounder if I
have to kidnap her myself—and, do you
know ”—he stopped and glared at Trench
—“ I think she’d come!”

“ Well, you're not going to kidnap her
to-night, so cheer up,.and let’s play, or
something.”

“ All right, but let’s go to that same
table. I want to keep within sight of
them.”

They crossed to the opposite side, and
after a moment one seat was given up by
a disgusted and disillusioned American, and
Jimmy slipped into it. Trench stood be-
hind him for a moment, but as there seemed
to be no other chance for a place he tapped
Jimmy on the shoulder, motioned to another
table, and moved away.

The chair Jimmy had taken was almost
opposite that of Mme. Dulac. As he took
his place and tossed a note to the croupier,
she had raised her head, looked sidewise at
Salih, and again her lips had uttered a
soundless ““ no.” Salih had barely glanced
at him and then resumed his fixed stare at
the board.

The Moor was losing now, losing heav-
ily, and the stacks of counters which had
been piled up in front of his folded hands
in opulent ranks were dwindling rapidly.
Mme. Dulac had still a few pieces left
from the stake which he had pushed to-
ward her, but she was not playing. She
was too unhappy and too full of the hope-
lessness of her task. At dinner Salih had
opened a huge pocketbook upon the table
to find his card to give to her. One side
of it was stuffed with papers, and she had
hungrily devoured every scrap of writing
she could see as he flipped the contents
over in his bands, hunting for the card.
Somewhere there the combination might be
written, But the time had been too short,
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and the infinitesimal chance of her getting
the pocketbook, or of his dropping the
paper on which the combination was writ-
ten, or any other hoped for but well-nigh
impossible opportunity, had not been given
to her.

She sat staring down at the table, trying
not to look across at Jimmy and see the
disappointment in his eyes. Glancing
sidewise, she was merely conscious of the
black sleeved arm and brown hand of Salih
as he reached out to make his plays.

Suddenly her heart seemed almost to
stop. The confusion of the noises about
her, the singsong chant of the croupier, the
rattle of the ball in the wheel, and the
voices of the players seemed to recede and
die away as her whole mind became vividly
and acutely conscious of the thing she saw.
Something was written on Salih’s white cuff
—something that flashed into view as his
arm stretched out over the board and then
disappeared under his sleeve as he drew
back. Why had she not thought of that?

She leaned toward him and put her hand
upon his arm. t

“ Look, monsieur,” she said, “ thirty-two
has come up twice in the last five plays.
Why do you not play it?”

To play the number he must reach past
her. He turned.

“Eh bien,” he grunted, and his arm
stretched out in front of her.

She leaned forward at the same moment,
and in the fraction of a second that his
cuff was disclosed she saw a word written
there, and five numbers!  Gauche—7—
22—4—"" she read; and then he tossed the
piece to the end croupier, and drew back
his hand.

Though her eyes and brain had been in
that instant sharpened to an alertness that
blotted out everything in the world except
those numbers, the instant had been too
short.

“ Play it again,” she urged.

Again the hand moved past her. There
it was! She would remember it all now.
“ 19—4 " were the last two. “ Left—7—
22—4—19—4.” She closed her eyes tight-
ly and repeated them to herself, over and
over again, trying to photograph the se-
quence upon her mind.
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waste no time retrieving his package and
quitting the Riviera for good.

He slowed up for the sharp turn after
Eze, cursing the delay, and roared into the
long smooth stretch beyond. He must
reach the villa before Salih. If only he
had not overslept!

Through the early morning traffic of
Monte Carlo’s main avenue he made his
way, fuming at his paltry twenty miles per
hour, but once in the open road again he
let the blue roadster out in a final sprint.

Just twenty minutes after he had left
Nice he whirled into the driveway of his
villa and stopped, with a screeching of
brakes and a backward fling of gravel from
the wheels under the porte cochére. Félix
hurried out onto the terrace to meet him,
wide-eyed with astonishment.. “ M. le
Marquis returns? We are not warned.
Nothing is prepared!” he babbled.

Pucelli jerked the door open and sprang
out.

“Has M. Salih Nasar arrived yet?” he
shot at the man.

“ But yes, he stopped for his effects, I
admitted him to the library as M. le Mar-
quis instructed me. He left hardly ten
minutes ago for San Remo.”

Pucelli clenched his lean brown hands
and raised them over his head with an oath.

“ Peste!” he muttered, hopelessly.
“ What devil prompted me to leave last
night.”

He strode a few paces across the terrace,
toward the door, then suddenly whirled
about to face Félix again, his eyes lit with
the fire of a sudden resolve.

“ Do you know which road he took?”

“Yes, M. le Marquis. He told the
chauffeur to go by the upper road.”

“Did he inquire for me?”

“ He assumed M. le Marquis was absent,
He did not inquire.”

“ Ten minutes!” Pucelli murmured. He
dashed down the steps and into the car
once more and before the astonished Félix
could spring to help him, was whirling
down the driveway.

His reckless dash from Nice was nothing
compared to this last despairing effort, now
that he knew that the Moor had the
package once more in his possession. He
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‘hurled his car up the cliff road like a mad-
man. His sense of fear was so drowned
in the hopeless anger that had come upon

“him that he hardly slackened speed on the

dizzy turns where his wheels would skid
almost to the edge of the precipice. Higher
and higher he mounted and still the road
ahead of him was deserted as curve after
curve was rounded.

Then, as he came around one of these,
almost at the top, a car appeared ahead
and he could see Salih’s fez over the back.
He overhauled it just as he reached the
Grimaldi’s wall and shot alongside. He
threw a flashing smile at Salih and waved
his hand. “ Stop, my friend,” he called
out.” ¢TI shall drive you to San Remo.”

Salih turned his head in alarm, torn from
the pleasant reverie into which he had
fallen, and put his hand instinctively to his
pocket. The startled glance which he threw
at the car alongside softened for an instant
to a look of annoyance as he recognized
Pucelli. Then quickly he recovered him-
self and smiled back. He signaled the
chauffeur to stop and the two cars came to
a standstill.

“ Behold, my Salih,” he declaimed, “I
did not leave on my little trip after all. I
waited over for the pleasure of driving you
to San Remo. But I omitted to tell Félix
to call me and so, stupidly, I was not noti-
fied until you had gone. Come. It is
better late than never. Send back your
car.” He smiled ingratiatingly at the Moor.

“My good Tino! Truly, you are too
kind.” the other protested, masking his
annoyance. ‘I must not impose on you.”
He wanted more than anything in the world
to be alone, to savor the joy of his success
in peace, without this chattering Tino be-
side him.

“Impose on me, my friend!” Pucelli
cried jovially, opening the door. “ Out with
you, quickly.”

Salih realized that objections were futile.
He climbed slowly down. After all, it was
only for an hour or two.

“ E bien, great impulsive one, I accept.”

His chauffeur pocketed his money,
backed the car around, and started down
the long slope. Pucelli waited beside the
Moor until it had disappeared around the
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snarl, the Moor was on him again, clutch-
ing at his treasure. In the shock of their
meeting the package was knocked to the
ground and the two men, locked now in an
embrace which neither dared to loose,
swayed and stumbled drunkenly toward the
edge of the cliff.

Over Salih’s shoulder Pucelli marked the
nearness of the precipice. Putting forth
every ounce of strength in his tired body,
he pushed the Moor back inch by inch
toward the low balustrade. As their feet
touched it, Salih screamed out in terror and
instinctively turned his head to look into
the abyss behind him. In that second
Pucelli wrenched his arms free. His hands
closed about Salih’s throat and slowly he
forced him backward, down upon the wall.
For a moment more the doomed man
fought, tearing with ineffectual hands at
the fingers that were choking him. Little
by little his struggles ceased until he lay
inert, his head and shoulders hanging out
over the edge.

“ Bon voyage, old fox,” Pucelli panted.
He let go, and the unconscious form toppled
over the edge and plunged downward onto
the rocks which had received the body of
his ancestor in that struggle with another
Italian nine centuries before.

Pucelli stepped back from the balustrade.
He swayed upon his feet a little and laughed
brokenly. His eye fastened upon Salih’s
red fez lying beside the wall. He picked
it up and tossed it over the edge. Then he
sank down with his back' against the coping
and a fit of trembling shook him. Reaction
swept over him like a wave. He sat staring
at the brown paper package lying on the
stones at his feet—his reward for the thing
he had done.

He looked about. No one was yet upon
the road. Finally he reached out and
touched the package, He drew it toward
him and with fingers that trembled with the
terror that was shaking his whole body he
tore away the string which bound it and
ripped off the enveloping folds of paper.
As he drew out the silver casket his fear
seemed to recede a little, and there was
something of eagerness in the hands that
fumbled at the double catch. He threw
back the lid and uttered a gasp of dismay.
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The box was quite empty save for a white
card which lay on the bottom—an engraved
visiting card.

He snatched it up and read:

M. PAUL BOUJASSY

Officter de la Légion d’Honneur
Chef de la Sireté de

S. A. Albert ler de Monaco

And wvritten underneath, in a round
American hand, were the words: “ Bon
voyage, M. Salil: Nasar.”

XIII.

“ Younc man,” said Trench severely as
he and Jimmy sat on the terrace smoking
after a late and leisurely breakfast, “ do
you know what time it is? If I had a
pocketful of jewelry to deliver to a young
lady several miles away, I wouldn’t sit
around half the morning thinking about it.
You go up and turn over that property—
and don’t make a fool of yourself either,”
he added significantly.

Jimmy stood up.

“ You’re right. I've been sitting here
knowing I ought to go, and yet—Charlie,
it’s the first time in my life I was ever
nervous like this, Now that I’ve got them
and everything is all right—what am I
going to say to her?”

“Say to her!” sniffed Trench in dis-
gust. “Come on. The morning’s half
gone.”

He steered him down the steps and into
a car.

“ Tl go along with you and drop you off
wherever you want. Then I'll go on to La
Turbie and sit around for a while, and stop
for you on my way back.” .

He got in beside the plastic and unresist-
ing Jimmy, and they moved off. Hardly a
word was said during the ascent. Trench
was at peace with all the world. He had
passed through three stirring but terrible
days for him, and could scarcely believe
that he was really out of the woods, with
his reputation untarnished. Jimmy was
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plainly nervous. He fidgeted in his seat,
looked at his watch, smoked a long pro-
cession of cigarettes rapidly and furiously,
and from time to time patted the breast
pocket of his coat.

Only once did he do more than vaguely
answer Trench’s occasional remarks. As
they rounded a turn high up on the cliff
he waved his hand toward the distant blue
mass of the Italian shore and turned upon
Trench a face wreathed in smiles,

‘“ He’s just about crossing the border into
Italy,” he said. Then there was an unbrok-
en silence for the rest of the trip.

They had passed only one car on the
way—a low hung, blue roadster that flashed
by them, going down. Jimmy would not
have known its driver even if he had taken
the trouble to turn his head, and the blue
car was going at such a terrific speed that
even Trench did not recognize the face that
bent low over the wheel—a lean, brown
face, with lips that were compressed into a
thin red line, and panic-stricken and furious
eyes.

Jimmy stopped the car at the entrance to
the little road and climbed out.

“ T’ll come back in an hour or so,” Trench
said. “T’ll turn a little way into that road
and wait for you.”

Jimmy looked over his shoulder as he
strode off. ‘ Don’t be too long,” he called
back anxiously. '

He reached the gate and looked into the
garden. She was not in her accustomed
place, and he entered and came to the well,
wondering if anything were wrong. After
a moment he saw her hurrying toward him
down. the path from the direction of the
villa.

He had left her yesterday morning a dis-
consolate, heartbroken little girl. Now he
saw her smiling and radiant, her eyes danc-
ing with a joy that he could not understand.
She came to him and held out her hand.

“ Good morning, monsieur,” she said a
little breathlessly. “1I have been waiting
for you, really, but it has not been possible
for me to be in the garden all the time.
There is one window in the library from
which I can see the little gate, and I
watched for you there. Oh, you are good
to come. Is there any news at all?”

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

“T found out yesterday that Salih intend-
ed to leave Monte Carlo this morning,”
Jimmy began, “so, of course, that left me
only a very little time, mademoiselle.”

“ Oh, I understand,” she said, consoling-
ly, but still smiling. “ One cannot do the
impossible.”

‘ But I learned where the jewels had been
put—until last night,” he went on.

“ Oh, where?”

“In the safe in the Marquis de Pucelli’s
library. He is a friend of Salih, it seems.”

“ Pucelli?”” she whispered in horror. She
was not smiling now.  Oh, what does it
mean?”’

“ Nothing, mademoiselle. Forgive me!
I should not have frightened you. Pucelli
did not know what they were—and ”—after
a pause—* they are not there now.”

“ Where are they? Go on, please.”

Jimmy slipped a hand into his coat and
drew out a knotted handkerchief.

“ They are here, mademoiselle.”

He put it into her hands. She looked
at it uncomprehendingly for a moment, then
up at Jimmy’s face. She shook her head as
if refusing to believe it.

“Tt is not really—"

He nodded.

“Oh!” she whispered.
possible!”

- She sank down upon the coping of the
well, and loosening the knots with shaking
fingers, drew out the necklace. She held it
in her cupped hands for a moment, then
pressed it to her heart with a cry.

¢ Oh, how beautiful!” she choked.
true, isn’t it?”

She looked suddenly up at him. For a
moment she had forgotten,

“ But they were in Pucelli’s safe!”

He nodded again.

“Yes,” he said, embarrassed. “ But I
found out how to open it—found the com-
bination—by a piece of luck—and then
went there while Salih was at the Casino
last night. You had told me, you know,
that Pucelli had gone away. His servant
left me in the library for a few minutes
while I pretended to write a note. It was
simple. I wish you wouldn’t thank me.”

She stared at him in amazement, trying

“Oh, it is not

“It’s

to understand this man who had accom-
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plished such an incredible thing for her and
who would not be thanked. She was afraid
that nothing she could say would ever half
tell him what he had really done—and she
was afraid to trust herself even to begin to
tell him.

“ M. Peyton, I have not any words in
which to thank you. It is beyond thanks,
almost.”

He interrupted her quickly with a wry
smile. “ No, please!” He could not keep
hold upon himself much longer, he thought.

“ All of us are so indebted to you—and
when my father knows he will be able, per-
haps, to express what we feel. You shall
meet my father—and my mother,” she add-
ed, and the look she had worn when she
came into the garden crept back into her
eyes.

“ Your mother? I did not know—you
have not spoken of your mother,” he began.

“ No, monsieur ”’—her face lit up—“1I
have had no mother for many years, until
this morning. Oh, M. Peyton, that is my
great news that I was going to tell you.
Think what a wonderful morning this has
been for me, for before I knew that you
were bringing this ”—she held out the neck-
lace—* I found my beautiful mother again.
She has come back.”

“ Oh!” said Jimmy blankly.

“T have never been told much about it.
My father and mother were separated when
I was a very little girl. I have never seen
her since then and she has not even been
to Monte Carlo for many years. Father
has never permitted me to speak of her.

“ Then, monsieur ’—she put out a hand
and timidly touched his sleeve—* this
morning, a little while ago, my father called
me into his library, and there was a lady,
smiling at me. ¢This is your mother,
Giselle, he said, and I have never known
his voice to be so kind. ¢ She has come back
to live with us.” We have been talking all
the morning, and—oh, monsieur, it is so
nice to have a mother!

“ That is why I could not be waiting for
you here. But I have told them all about
the jewels, and about you. Father was
so happy to-day that I knew he would not
be very angry with me for talking to you.
Of course, he was surprised, but my mother
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shook her head and said something to him
that I could not hear, and he did not even
scold me—as he should have. I slipped
away just now when I saw you coming,”
she added irrelevantly.

“I am glad you are so happy,” said
Jimmy lamely. This new development con-
fused him. He vaguely wondered what he
should say next. When was he to see her
again? When—

Suddenly she looked toward the house
and sprang up eagerly.

“ Oh, here is my mother now,” she cried.

Jimmy followed her with his eyes as she
ran up the path and put her arm around
the waist of a tall lady who was advancing
toward him. The lady’s face he could see
only indistinctly as her head was bent over
Giselle as they walked, but he saw that she
was beautiful and vaguely familiar. Sud-
denly she raised her head as she came near-
er, and he caught his breath sharply and
stared at her, his face tense with amaze-
ment. She smiled graciously and held out
her hand.

““ M. Peyton, I can begin to repay my ob-
ligations now,” she said.

“ Mme. Dulac!” he stammered, taking
her hand.

“ Not Mme. Dulac any more, monsieur.
I am Léonie de Grimaldi. I am afraid you
have never been properly presented to my
daughter.” She put an arm around the girl.
“ This is why I came to Monte Carlo, M.
Peyton. This is why I needed money and
why I have prayed that you could succeed
with Salih Nasar. Otherwise, if we had
failed, I should have taken her away—to
save her.”

Giselle stood looking from one to the
other, mystified.

“ Do you know him, mother?”

“Yes, my daughter, I know him. If it
had not been for him I might not be here
now.”

“T don’t understand,” Giselle faltered.

Jimmy’s brain was whirling. Things
were happening too rapidly for him.

« T had no idea, madame, when I spoke
to you yesterday!” He looked at Giselle.
“T did not—"

“T know, monsieur, but I am glad that
you told me.”
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shed behind the Nevins Block, down the
back alley, to the rear of the Citizens
Bank.

This shape, the figure of a man who could
not use his legs, propelled itself along by
its arms. Slung about the cripple’s neck
were some tools in a cloth roll. Out of one
pocket showed the top of a sinister con-
tainer. One of his big hands clutched an
iron bar.

Deep in the alley shadows at the cellar
windows of the bank, the cripple ceased
motion. Close to the wall he huddled and
applied his heavy instrument to the bars,
One after one they were pried off. A win-
dow light was broken, a nail drawn. After
a tortuous twisting to get his muscular torso
through the opening, Wilse Dilling had en-
tered the basement of the Citizens National
Bank.

Down upon the coal he lowered himself
until he could clutch the overhead pipes.
Along them he swung himself to the stairs.
On those stairs he dropped off without
accident and crawled upward to the back
door.

Into the bank he admitted himself and
finally halted before the door of the an-
tiquated vault. On the floor he deposited
tools and explosive he had procured in the
two hours that had intervened.

Producing a flashlamp, Wilse blinked it
on and laid it along the floor so that it
illumined the front of the big safe door
near the bottom. He unrolled the cloth
packet of tools, choose a bit and fitted
it to the collapsible stock. Selecting an
effective spot, he applied the point to the
steel and began to drill.

It was twenty minutes past two when
he began his hole; it was twenty minutes
past three before he had punctured the
steel lining and could apply his explosive.

Just how to go about blowing a bank
vault with neatness and dispatch he had
only a layman’s idea. But there was this
difference between Dilling and the bona
fide yegg—Wilse was not there to force an
entrance and rob. He was there to supply
circumstantial evidence that robbers had
been at work, the amount of their depre-
dations at least corresponding to the amount
old man Hadley was short in his accounts.
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To work havoc inside the big steel box was
his only objective—the missing money
would double cinch the theory of robbery.
There were a thousand chances for a slip,
but Wilse was too resolute to admit them.
Desperate ends required desperate chances,
he told himself again. Sheer audacity
might win and make the hoax successful,
where a half hearted attempt would only
result in failure, apprehension, conviction,
State prison.

If he were caught—well, in the last ex-
treme he could take the blame for the
theft upon himself. If Micah Hadley
maintained a discreet silence no one would
ever know; the name and happiness of the
girl he loved would be saved. As for
himself, what was he? Only a common
telegrapher with twisted legs—a life and
career of little value.

Of possible loss to depositors and stock-
holders greater than seventy thousand del-
lars, resulting from the damage to the vault,
he took no heed. That might be made up
in other ways, later. Time enough to cover
that with another ruse when the exigency
of the moment and the night had been
met successfully.

To stage a perfect robbery was his only
objective. He would do it if his life was
forfeit. Destroy the books and evidence.
Much of the rest would lie on the knees
of the god of luck, on the knees of the
god of luck and his own determination,
grit, sagacity and will power.

So, his hole completed, he set to work
fixing his explosive. Having access to all
keyvs of the local railroad property, nitro-
glycerine employed by the construction
gang had been easy to procure. He un-
screwed the container top now and pro-
duced his tiny funnel. '

Into the hole he emptied the deadly stuff
and set his fuse. But before he struck his
match to fire it he cleared away all clews
to his identity. His tools he wrapped care-
fully and slung about his neck again. He-
returned the container to his pocket and
swept up the filings and dirt. He made cer-
tain his way of exit to stairs, cellar and
alley was open. Then he felt for matches.

It was very quiet outside. The town
slumbered heavily. Now and then the
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teen hours in purgatory. On the other side
of his window, thirty feet away, the girl
he loved cried out or moaned incessantly
in her blindness and pain—which he had
administered. That was the terrible part
of it all. Being apprehended and slated for
punishment, he was prepared to endure.

It was more than he could endure to real-.

ize what was passing in the lighted bedroom
in the home across the way.

Shortly before noon the Galesburg Daily
Sentinel had printed an extra edition. The
newspaper was open on Dilling’s bed behind
him now, its great headlines telling the
tragic aftermath:

BANK PRESIDENT’S DAUGHTER
BLINDED

Citizens National Entered by Yeggs at Early
Hour This Morning—Vault Fired and
Looted as Girl Comes Looking for
Father.

DETECTIVES SUMMONED FROM OUT-
SIDE CITIES TO AID

Amount of Loot Not Yet Determined—Fire
Department Quickly Extinguishes Blaze
and Saves Business Section—Few
Clews

Miss Gertrude Hadley, daughter of Presi-
dent Micah Hadley of the Citizens National
Bank, will probably lose her eyesight perma-
nently as a result of entering the institution
with Officer Hennessy around three o’clock
this morning just as yeggs blew the big
vault with nitroglycerine. Miss Hadley’s
burns are not serious, although extremely
painful. She is resting as comfortably as can
be expected at her father's home in School
Street while the best detective talent the
Amerian Bankers’ Association can employ is
hurrying to Galesburg to apprehend the per-
petrators of the biggest bank robbery in this
part of the State for years.

Mystery surrounds the blowing of the vault
and it may be days before the exact truth of
what has happened is known. Micah Hadley,
for twenty-seven years president of the bank,
was found wandering in a dazed condition
out on the Cummings road at daylight this
morning and is unable to give a coherent
account of how he came there. Tt is believed
from marks upon his head and body that he
was the victim of an assault by the robbers
who sought to get either his bank keys from
him or the combination to the vault. Failing,
they used nitroglycerine. He was last seen

normal when he entered the bank late yes-
terday afternoon as the clerical force was
quitting for the day. Advised of what had
happened, he exhibited symptoms of unbal-
anced mentality and talked of suicide.
Brought back to town, he suddenly lapsed
into reticence which three hours of question-
ing failed to break.

When her father failed to appear at home
after two o’clock this morning, the alarmed
daughter started down to the bank. Presi-
dent Hadley is a sufferer from heart trouble.
Miss Hadley feared he might bave succumbed
to an attack while in the bank alone. Unable
to discern any sign of life in the bank. she
searched the business section until she hap-
pened to pass the head of the alley that runs
behind the bank. According to officer Hen-
nessy’s story, she claimed to him that she
believed she saw the indistinct shape of a
crouching man leave one of the basement
windows and“disappear into the early morning
mist. Alarmed, she continued her search un-
til she found the night policeman and got him
to go with her into the bank to ascertain if
anything was amiss. Approximately a half
bour was consumed.

With his watchman's keys, supplied fer
exactly such a contingency, Hennessy accom-
panied Miss Hadley into the place, their nos-
trils stung at once by the acrid odor of some-
thing afire. They had rounded the corner
of the counter before the vault when the big
blow came. Both were blinded and knocked
unconscious. It is believed that the robbers,
hidden in the vicinity, entered the vault over
the prostrate bodies of girl and policeman,
grasped what loot was available and fled be-
fore the town realized what had happened. .

Jim Doherty, baggage master at the station,
claims he saw a suspicious character alight
from the wrong side of the six o’clock shut-
tle train last evening and disappear into shad-
ow opposite the railroad yards. This may
have been one of the yeggs. Wilse Dilling,
night operator at thee station, maintains he
heard no signal given by the burglar alarm,
a fact corroborated by Ned Porter, his as-
sistant. Wilse went out during the night sev-
eral times for different purposes, as he often
does for lunch or the delivery of emergency
messages. Some one was at the Western
Union key continually, however

The fire which resulted from the detonation
was quickly extinguished before it got much
headway. Bank Examiner Wismer, who hap-
pened to arrive in town last evening to go
through the books of the institution to-day,
took charge of the affairs of the wrecked bank
this morning. He ordered it closed and a
thorough examination started to determine
how much loot the yeggs realized.

There was much more to the article.

;
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It

covered three columns on the front page
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and most of the second. Wilse had read it
over and over so many times since noon
that he could almost repeat it without the
paper. But though it narrated, it did not
explain. And certainly it failed to mini-
mize the pitiable horror of the tragedy next
door. Nothing but the frail chance that,
having escaped suspicion thus far, he
might yet save himself and the Hadley
honor kept him from trundling himself
down to the business section, giving him-
self up and suffering whatever punishment
might be meted, in penance.

When he could bring himself to consider
it, the fact that suspicion had not yet rested
upon him up to another evening was un-
canny. There were so many loopholes, so
many clews, that it was preposterous to
expect he would continue unscathed.

Old man Hadley might talk and blurt
out the truth at any moment. Someone
might have seen him in the vicinity of the
bank, prior to the explosion. Ned Porter
might give him away innocently enough.
True, the extra-long fuse he had employed
had allowed him an alibi in Ned’s testi-
mony. But when the keen detectives of
the bankers’ association arrived and took
up the investigation, they might look deeper
than the word of a mere boy. The fact
remained that to date there was still a
chance—still a chance for success except-
ing the awful thing which had occurred next
door.

Blind!

There were agonizing moments when the
telegrapher stared blindly ahead of him as
though his brain had become a barren thing.
Then over the features came an expression
of self-loathing, self-condemnation, horrible
in its intensity. Finally beneath the sooth-
ing moonlight, he dropped his head on his
hands.

“Oh, God,” he cried brokenly, “I
planned and did it for ker. Maybe it was
criminal Maybe it was wrong. But I
meant right, to save her, that she might
be happy. If I could go back over the past
twenty-four hours, I couldn’t do any differ-
ent. Help her, God! Give her back her
sight. It’s too awful—to see her always
blinded and know that I'm to blame.
Better death, than that. Show me the way,
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how to move, what to do—to right the
wrong I've done. Oh, God, hear me, hear
me! For her sake, hear me! For I've
muddled everything terribly and can’t go
further myself!”

The telegrapher’s mental agony was sud-
denly interrupted by a sharp rap on his
door. He started, forced down a dry swal-
low and steeled himself.

“ Come in!” he ordered.

It was Mrs. Pease, his landlady. .

“ Wilse, Mr. Hadley is downstairs. He
says he’s got to see you—and F’m think-
in’ he ain’t so crazy as they say.”

“ Perhaps he’s recovered from that as-
sault he must have suffered. Tell him to
come up.”

Wilse lighted his desk-light while the
banker climbed the stairs. He entered
after a brief, introductory knock. Wilse
brought himself to meet the banker’s face.
Mrs. Pease had surmised correctly. Micah
Hadley had recovered his normal mental-
ity. But how changed!

In a handful of hours, it seemed, the
banker’s hair had whitened; there were
ghastly lines in his haggard face; he was
shrunken and broken and old. He made
certain that no one was listening outside on
the landing. Then he groped his way for-
ward after shutting the door.

“ Wilse,” he choked, sinking into a chair
and putting out a skinny, palsied hand to-
ward one of the cripple’s knees, “ the Al-
mighty came to my rescue and saved me.
But He extracted a terrible price. 1 would
have gone to jail for a hundred years be-
fore I"d have had it happen.”

His manner of speaking, his attitude to-
ward the cripple, admitted the intimacy
and the secret between them.

“ You mean—the accident to Gertrude?”
demanded the younger man in a voice he
scarcely recognized as his own.

The aged father bowed his head.

“So would I,” announced Wilse Dilling.
“But what do you mean about the Al-
mighty saving you?”

“ Sending the thugs to break the vault
last night, Wilse—that night of all nights
in the year. It was Providence, Wilse.
It never could be anything else.”

Dilling stared hard at Hadely. Then

v
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love—women to him were playthings more
than comrades. He had drifted into an en-
gagement with the Hadley girl largely
through propinquity while living in the
town, because she was in every way a de-
sirable woman.

But now that she was blinded and marred
—and would probably be a burden to any
man whom she married—the old dissatis-
faction was quickly rampant again. Could
he trust himself with her? If he drifted
on into an alliance, would it not end in
chaos the moment he saw another woman
who was all the girl had been before this
blasting accident? If so, why go ahead
with the farce longer? Why not break
it off now before the situation got more
tragic?

The town talk that her father had been
suddenly impoverished by the looting of the
bank and that the girl would bring him
nothing with her marriage did not matter
so much. It was the girl herself of whom
he was thinking. The kind of love which
could look beyond such a terrific handicap
and stay strong and sure and fine, was all
right for the story books. But in real life
it was quite another matter.

What was he to do?

_‘But this was not all which made his predi-
cament. He could pack his baggage and
leave the place under excuse of a business
trip, never returning again.

But there was the Shadow.
the Indian.

That was the trap. The Indian believed
he loved the stricken girl better than any-
thing else in life. The Indian had threat-

There was
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What was he to do, indeed?

Cooper was not utterly conscienceless in
all this. He was human and felt genuinely
sorry for Gertie Hadley. He was sorry, too,
for that scrape in Bakir and vowed he
would never get into another so long as he
lived. But his training had been such that
he could not view others except through the
eves of his own self-interest. He had al-
ready begun to pity himself and the future
looked dour.

He sat for twenty minutes with his hat
and coat unremoved, turning his difficulties
over in his mind.

Downstairs, all the afternoon and into the
early evening, the investigation to - deter-
mine who might be responsible for the loot-
ing of the Citizens’ Bank was going on.
The drummer’s sample room of the hotel
had been given over to the three Chicago
detectives ‘and it was crowded with people.
He could hear the excited hum of large
numbers of voices and the coming and go- .
ing of many feet. The town boiled with
interest, seething hot.

He knew that Wilse Dilling had been
“on the carpet” all the afternoon, that .
Banker Hadley had told a weird story about
being struck on the head as he worked
alone in the bank earlier that evening, after
which he could remember nothing until
found wandering dazed on the road outside
of town. But thus far nothing tangible
had been proved. He wondered at what
moment he might be summoned to contra-
dict again the chambermaid’s testimony
concerning a suspicious looking character
that had been seen two nights before in

ened to strike when least expected, because/ his room.

of that damnable indiscretion in the Orient.
If he ran away it would prove to his
Nemesis that the white girl was not the
greatest thing in his life, in which case the
Oriental might strike to the injury or death
of himself. He had not seen the Indian
again since String Bean Annie had aroused
the hotel and the brown man had deftly de-
parted through the window. But somehow
he felt the other had not left town, that he
was still watching and waiting, that at the
first suspicious move toward escape, he
would be called on personally to pay the
price.

A pretty mess he had returned home to
find himself embroiled in. He sank deeper
and deeper into a slough of self-pity, only
arousing himself to go to the upper drawer
of the dresser and procure himself a forti-
fying drink.

He was about to close the drawer and
turn away when something on top of the
dresser caught and held his attention. It
was a slip of paper. Tt contained crudely
printed words and was fastened to the
bureau scarf with a common pin.

Cooper unfastened the slip and turned
it so the light fell upon it. With a new
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Wilse sat staring into space, unmindful
of the angry demands of the key.

“ What the devil’s the matter, kid?” de-
manded Doherty, late in leaving. “ Can’t
you hear ’em calling?”

‘“Let ’em call! Who filed this message
for Boston?”

“Mrs. Hadley—wife of the banker.
Ain’t it all down there plain?”

“Plain? Too plain! God!”

“ Yeah, ’tis kind of too bad about Gert.
Nice kid, Gert. I always liked her. From
that message, kind of looks as if they
thought she might always be blind. Must
be hard hit, them Hadleys, too, by what’s
happened to the bank.”

Wilse locked his key for a moment and
read the message again.

Galesburg, Kan., April 13, 1912,

JErRoME HaDLEY,

975 State Street, Boston, Mass.:

Can you loan me at once return wire thirty-
five bundred dollars send daughter Gertrude
San Francisco eye operation? Required at
once restore sight lost by explosion when
robbers blew my bank. All my funds in-
volved in robbery. Need terribly great. Ger-
trude may always be blind if action is not
taken at once. I apologize for any past hard

feeling between us. Am asking it for her.
Micag.

There was little the telegrapher could do
just then but despatch the message. But
through the long watches of that night,
alone in the dusty little railroad office
handling its business mechanically, the
cripple’s heart was bruised that little more.

If it had not entailed such a cruel effort,
he would have walked the floor. But he
could not walk the floor. Walking the
floor was out of the question. He could
only sit there and hold himself to his task,
tortured by the thought of the fate which
seemed almost certain to await the girl he
loved, a fate for whick he alone was re-
sponsible.

There were times when he wondered at
his own strength, why he did not collapse
with the realization and the strain. There
were other periods when his brain was numb
to the tragedy and enormity of it all. And
over his head constanly hung the suspense
of discovery, the penalty, the shame,
hideous wrong heaped on hideous wrong
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which the girl must surely suffer if the
story of what had actually happened came
out now.

There was something uncanny in the way
he had succeeded so far. The man was
naturally religious. He wondered, if his
faith remained strong enough, if he would
oontinue to succeed? Subconsciously that
faith began to grow as time went on and
this secret remained a secret.

Morning arrived at last. He went out
and trundled himself home through the

clammy dawn. At noon, by deliberate in-

tent, he was back at the office.

“ Any answer come through from Gertie
Hadley’s uncle?” he demanded of Doherty,
busy with his wire.

The day man nodded. Intent on his
work he reached up absently and secured
a yellow slip in a pigeon-hole over the desk.
He handed it to the cripple standing be-
hind. As Doherty’s key continued to click
out railroad business, Wilse read with a
tightened heart, what Jerome Hadley had
replied:

Boston, Mass., April 14, 1912.

Micam Haorey, Galesburg, Kan.:

Sorry to hear about Gertrude. Would help
if T could. Regret have not the funds avail-

able for wiring you at present.
. JErROME.

Wilse laid his hand on Doherty’s
shoulder.
“I’'m going back to Pease’s for dinner.
T’ll deliver this to the Hadleys as I go by.”
Doherty nodded that he understood.
But Wilse did not leave at once. He
crossed to a desk against the east wall of
the office and removed the rubber cover
from an old blind typewriter. He slipped
in a fresh telegram blank. He rewrote a
more appropriate wire for delivery to the
Hadley home. Finished to his satisfaction,
it read:
Boston, Mass., April 14, 1912.
Micax HapLEy, Galesburg, Kan.:
Sorry about Gertrude. Glad to be of ser-
vice. Wiring you the money herewith on
condition you never try to thank me or

mention it again.
JEeroME.

This altered message Wilse sealed in an
envelope and slipped in his pocket. The
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turned and swung back down the veranda
steps.

Never had the Cooper fellow been more
attentive than he was the last two days
before they left. And the girl’s happiness
was heart throbbing. That the man loved
her, whether blinded or not, was what
mattered greatly—the biggest thing in her
life.

Jim Doherty wanted to attend a lodge
convention in Kansas City the day the
Hadleys left. So Wilse Dilling’s distress
was further aggravated by being on duty
at the station and going through the ordeal
of preparing their tickets and watching
them depart.

Like all the simple and terrible trage-
dies of life, the things we would have said
at steamship docks, at hospital steps, at
railroad stations, are always left unsaid.
The blind girl never even came near the
ticket window. Mrs. Hadley attended to
that. And what Mrs. Hadley failed to do
in keeping Wilse busy, other passengers and
the trunk line wire did.

At twelve thirty the train pulled in.

There came the usual bustle in waiting
room and on platform, the farewells, the
last throwing on of baggage, the promises
and admonitions between relatives to write.
Between her mother and father and the
overattentive Cooper, the girl was led out
upon the platform.

Wilse caught one glimpse of her as she
was being® assisted into the coach. That
was all.

The train pulled out. Platform and
tracks were empty. The man wilted down
in his chair with hands clasped tightly be-
fore him, and man tears dripped unheeded
from the point of his cleft chin.

That night Wilse Dilling climbed to his
lonely room looking out on a house next
door that was empty and dark. He locked
his door, dropped off hat and coat, and
swung over to the chair before his writing
table. For a long time he sat there in the
semidarkness.

Then in the great heart hunger of that
first night he snapped on his desk lamp. He
pulled paper and pen toward him. The
poet in him, the tender lover—the fine,
rare spirit made delicate and sensitive be-
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yond other men because of life’s handicap
—Dbegan recording words on the paper.

He wrote another letter to Gertrude Had-
ley. It was like scores of similar letters the
girl never received or knew of. They were
never posted. Indeed, they never Ileft
Wilse’s room nor his desk. The writing
finished, his soul longing and heart hunger
temporarily anasthetized by the relief of
the written sentiment, he always locked
them away in his desk as though the girl
had received them and would reply in kind.

“ Let me believe that I have given you
back your eyes, dear heart,” he wrote in
his poignant loneliness—“ eyes to see the
sunrise, and the dews glistening on the grass
like liquid -silver in the morning. Eyes to
see the winging flash of the dragon flies
in the heat of the summer midday, or the
tints of sweet, wild roses blowing in the
winds of far off hilltops on golden after-
noons.

“Let me think that I have given you
back your eyes to watch the sunsets and
the twinkling stars of evening. Faces of
those you love will remain distinct and vital
to you, whatever else you lose. Scenes
about the town that have been familiar to
you from your girlhood, always and ever
you may know them. The pink blown ap-
ple trees in the pregnant hush of the spring-
time; clouds like fairy isles of love floating
in the seas of summer sky; riotous hillsides
of autumn when all the world is scarlet that
deepens to russet and gold; mountain tops
crusted with glitter on fine clear winter
mornings, or ruddy windows across the twi-
light snow banks that nrean a hearth fire
and a welcome. To return these things in
their fullness is my poor, poor privilege. I
took it away from you, dear heart, but I
was trying to help when I did it. Now
I am happy because that much of a poor
privilege is allotted to me.”

Just a freak character—a telegrapher
with twisted legs, in a grubby little iron
town out in Kansas—so the community
knew him. So he fancied he knew himself.
But the real man he was behind the de-
formity, or in spite of it, was disclosed as
he wrote onward and poured out his unre-
quited passion in the moonlit mellowness
of that boarding house chamber.
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convinced him of the difficulties to be over-
come in bringing a flying boat, with a dead
motor, safely down on the uneven swells of
a playful ocean. And just how playful the
ocean can become with the shell-like hull of
an HS-2 can only be explained by the land
lubber who had spent five eventful hours in
such a predicament.

The present situation, however, offered
no occasion for alarm. On the second leg
of his weekly trip from Havana he had left
the naval station at Key West about an
hour before and was at present following
the southern shore line of Florida, which
is so picturesquely multiplied by one of
Nature’s whims. Bordered, it seemed, with
a jeweled fringe of countless islands and
slender keys, studded with innumerable in-
lets and tiny bays ranging in color from the
deepest blue to the whitest green. Far
to his right the black, brittle thread of that
marvelous railway crawled unhesitatingly
from keyv to key, taking advantage of every
coral outcropping, spanning the intervening
spaces with trestles of man-made stone, it
stretched away to its destination—Key
West. )

Inland from the coast, as far as the eye
could reach, extended the Everglades, A
desolate expanse of swamp and fever, a
sneering challenge to the advance of engi-
neering science.

“Not such a cheerful place from the
standpoint of companionship,” Jiggs told
himself, “ but it ’Il do to fix a motor.” And
glancing again at the parallel streaks on the
water which indicate the direction of the
wind, he cut his “ gun,” banked the boat
into an easy spiral and dropped leisurely
toward the small, well protected bay which
he had selected.

As the huge craft came to a plunging,
wallowing halt and stood panting in protest
at its recent exertions, the flyer reached up,
switched off the spark and, chuckling to
himself at the spasmodic kicks of the dying
monster behind him, pushed up his goggles
and looked about.

The bay was a little larger than he had
expected. A half mile long, perhaps, and
about a quarter of a mile across, it was com-
pletely surrounded, except for the narrow
opening into the gulf, by a dense growth
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of palms and underbrush. A slender strip
of white sand on the northern shore broke
the monotony of the all prevailing green
and gave the whole scene the tidy, spic and
span appearance, Jiggs thought, of a—a
freshly painted pontoon.

Hoisting himself stiffly from the cockpit
and climbing out on the nose of the boat
he exercised his cramped legs on the nar-
row runway, making a mental note at the
time to attach a new spring to the rudder
bar to help take up some of that darn
torque. The clock on the instrument board
advised him that he had plenty of time to
spare, now that he was down, so tossing
his helmet back into the seat he finally
located a cigarette and a match in the
crowded, single pocket of his monkey suit
and composed himself for a smoke with his
back braced against the slanting surface of
the engine strut.

Now Jigg had two passions, poker and
woman. In the former he generally man-
aged to break even, which phenomenal luck
undoubtedly went to prove that old adage
to the effect that Cupid frowns on the man
who cashes in more chips than he bought.
In the latter, which, by the way, was pur-
posely introduced in the singular, the reader,
of course, has already deduced that Jiggs
had had a bit of hard luck. Yes, he sym-
pathized deeply with that fool who made
his prayer to a ra—but he could hardly
accept the part that followed as a fair de-
scription of the girl in question. But, then,
of course, this girl was an exception.

She weighed one hundred and twenty
pounds in her boy’s bathing suit. One hun-
dred and twenty pounds of sunshine and
tempest, thistledown and T N T. A sweet,
lovable little fiend of sophisticated inno-
cence. This was Jill.

It might be of further interest to know
that she was the conscious -possessor of a
pair of enormous and irresponsible brown
eyes, the kind that are always speaking
out of their turn and constantly making ex-
planations so embarrassing—unless the own-
er is equal to the occasion. But Jill was—
always. And her upper lip was short and
the result was a cherubic pout, and a cheru-
bic pout is sometimes quite an asset if you
don’t overdo the thing. But Jill didn’t.
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Of course there were plenty of satellites,
which is one of the penalties exacted from
all stars of such compelling magnitude.
Rotating on their daily axes or revolving in
their yearly orbits, they gladly and uncom-
plainingly received their quota of daylight
and darkness, preening themselves in the
sunshine of her good humor or groveling in
the awful darkness of her displeasure. And
Jiggs, poor devil, was the least of these.

You can’t help feeling sorry for a man
who is one hundred per cent duffer in the
presence of a girl. The average male,
whether he admits it or not, is pretty much
of a dub when pitted against the whimsical
vagaries of a member of the weaker sex,
and those who, through the very intensity of
their desire to be clever, are as helpless as
an hour old kitten, are surely to be pitied.

Girls in general had always exercised a
paralyzing influence over Jiggs’s vocal ap-
paratus, but one girl in particular invariably
reduced him to a gibbering idiot with dis-
tressing regularity. His brain at such times,
functioning quite normally, stubbornly re-
fused to codperate with his tongue causing
weird and often painful complications.
There were times, though, when the mood
of his tormentor changed, when, with quiet
understanding, she smoothed the conversa-
tional highway of all obstructions and
helped him carefully over the rough places
to a chummy companionship of mutual un-
derstanding. It was for these moments that
Jiggs had existed. And now she was gone.

For three blissful weeks he had furnished
amusement for a select group at a certain
Miami hotel by his clumsy attentions to this
much sought after and badly spoiled young
lady. His capacity for abuse was marvelous
and it was generally conceded that as a
glutton for punishment Jiggs had few su-
periors. But he always came back for more
and always got it. And so it was rumored
that this very characteristic of patient stub-
bornness was the primary cause of the big
row.

Jill, in a moment of exasperation, had
accused him quite pointedly of being stupid,
et cetera; dull, et cetera; witless, et cetera,
and, strange to say, the camel had given
a slight shudder at this final outrage and
squealed in protest. What happened after
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that was just a little vague, but, oh, Lord,
if he could only remember his own words
and forget hers! At the conclusion she had
dived off the float, swum ashore and, after
dressing, had braved the perils of a crowded
bus rather than accept the hospitality of his
car back to town.

That was the last Jiggs had seen of Jill.
Her father had arrived next day from the
North and whisked her off in his private
car—where, her aunt with whom she had
been staying, had been unable to say.

Thus it ended, and as Jiggs thought-
fully lighted his second cigarette he con-
tinued to speculate for the thousandth time
upon what he might have said on that de-
plorable occasion and what he should have
said.

“ Now, for instance,” he mused, ¢ if, when
she accused me of being about as interest-
ing to talk to as her pet parrot I should
have smiled easylike and said that it had
taken me some time to realize why the poor
bird had never learned more than three
words, and when she asked why, I’d have
said: ¢ Well, what good would they do him?
You’d never give him a chance to use
them.” But instead I squirmed around like
a-ten-year-old schoolgirl, and I—I—think
I agreed with her. Gosh, if I only had it to
do over again "—the cigarette struck the
water with a spiteful hiss— things would
be a lot different. In the first place, I'd—"

“ Ahoy, there!”

In the short space of three endless sec-
onds Jiggs completed four mental loops, a
wicked snap stall and crashed in a tail spin.
Alas, for his brave resolutions—he didn’t
have to be told the owner of that voice;
the shriveling sensation in his stomach and
the usual sudden contraction of his throat
more than supplied the unnecessary intro-
duction. A convulsive clutch at the engine
strut restored his physical equilibrium,
saved him the humiliation of an involuntary
bath and brought him face to face with the
one person whom he worshiped and feared
the most.

Treading water daintily, she awaited with
experienced patience his slow return to ra-
tionality, True, she had expected a recep-
tion somewhat similar to this, but was,
nevertheless, maliciously pleased to note
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“ And T forgot to tell you,” she called
back, “that Benton is frightfully strong
and has a terrible temper.”

For several minutes Jiggs watcied the
rhythmic rising and falling of twc brown
arms as Jill crawled steadily toward the
shore. Reaching the strip of sund she
turned, waved farewell and disapp :ared.

To say that Jiggs’s mental condicion was
calm and tranquil would be a gross insult
~ to his intelligence. To detail his ¢motions
would be to describe a kaleidoscope and
substitute thoughts for colors. Jggs was
no fool, but he was working under a de-
cided handncap

Acting blindly with practically nothmg
definite upon which to build h:s plans,
would he finally succeed in landin;; himself
in some absurd predicament or was he about
to face a real tangible danger in the service
of the one person for whom he would glad-
ly die—under favorable conditions. He
did not even trouble to debate with himself
the fact of whether or not he would go to
the rescue the following night, taat point
had already been settled for him. But it
did seem just a bit unreasonabl: that so
many of the details had been left to the
uncertain competence of his own judgment.

He awoke from his reverie with a start
to notice that the sun was about to knock
off for the day. A light evening breeze had
begun to ruffie the surface of the water.
~ Hastily pulling out his tool kit he tightened
the offending spring and cranking the motor
he stuffed his ears with cotton, and taxied
slowly to the far end of the bay to get as
much run as possible into the wind. Once
in the air he circled the bay a couple of
times at an altitude of several hundred
feet, and having memorized every topo-
graphical feature in the near vicinity for

future reference, he turned the long, ugly

. nose toward the north and was soon lost
on the horizon.

Twenty-two hours later h¢ zgain lifted
his great bird off the water and with many
misgivings headed south. He had spent the
entire day in a general overhauling of motor
and rigging “ because,” he reasoned, ¢ it’s
bad enough to worry over whar I’m liable
to do myself, without the added uncertainty
of a flying hearse on my hancs.”
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True to his word the almanac man had
produced a moon which, gleaming palely
through the gathering. dusk, gave promise
of a silver brilliance later or and con-
tributed mightily to Jiggs’s hopes for a safe
landing,

In an hour’s time, with constant reference
to his compass, he reached the pinpoint
position on his navigating chart directly
above his destination. He had been flying
at six thousand feet to deaden the noise of
his motor, and now, with a doubtful shrug
of his shoulders, he shoved her over the
hump, banked into a tight spiral and began
his descent.

To judge the distance of the water with-
in a few inches when approaching it at
a speed of eighty miles an hour requires
skill in the daytime. To exercise the same
judgment at night necessitates either a bar-
rel of luck or an uncanny amount of flying
instinct. A power landing, in which the
pilot may feel his way down by,-an inter-
mittent use of the motor, wascomprauve-
ly safe, but requires more space tham the
diminutive bay afforded, and besides, Jlggs
had no intention of using his motor again
unless absolutely necessary. So, with a
short fervent prayer to the god of happy
landings, he grinned at the screaming wires
and hurtled toward the patch of water be-
low.

He left his spiral and straightened into
his final glide with the coal confidence of
perfect control. He flattened and dived,
flattened and dived, skimmed the trees in
as shallow a glide as he dared and squashed
carefully toward the surface. The big
boat struck, porpoised once—stubbornly
Jiggs kept his hand from the throttle—
porpoised again and flopped at last like a
wounded bird amid a smother of spray.

Jiggs breathed again and noted with
satisfaction that he had come to rest within
several yards of the beach. ‘ Didn’t have
much to spare,” he soliloquized as he dis-
carded his shoes and slipped gingerly over
the side into a few feet of water. “T’ll
haul her up tail first for a quick get-away,
give her a short once over and then—
heaven help me.”

A brief examination of the boat showed
it to be none the worse for its recent shak-
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up and Jiggs now approached the matter
in hand with a calmness that surprised
himself. Of course, he was scared, darned
scared, and he made no effort to deceive
himself on this point as he followed the
narrow, gloomy path leading from the
beach. He clenched his teeth to forestall
a suspicious inclination of his lower jaw
to tremble and, taking up another notch
in his belt, padded softly through the
darkness.

The path ended abruptly against the
very walls of a house which was separated
from the forest by only a narrow strip of
lawn. Following this, after a moment’s
hesitation, Jiggs came to the front of the
building and crept stealthily up the steps
onto the tiled floor of an immense veranda.
A thin shaft of light from the drawn cur-
tains of a window fell eerily across the tiles.

Standing upright he grasped the handle
of the door in sweating fingers. It opened
silently and he found himself in the grip-
ping darkness of what he dully imagined
must be the hall. Mechanically he moved
toward another door, discernible only by
the light under the threshold, touched the
knob, turned it swiftly and stepped inside.

Blinded at first by the sudden light he
squinted pugnaciously about the apparently
deserted room and finally came to the con-
clusion that he was alone. He moved a few
steps forward as his eyes became ac-
customed to the glare and stopped suddenly
with a sharp intake of breath. A figure
was rising slowly from a deep chair by the
fireplace. Tensing every muscle, Jiggs pre-
pared for the worst and was soon gazing in-
to a pair of gray, twinkling eyes. Involun-
tarily he relaxed and the figure spoke.

“ Mr. Montague, I believe. I am Jill’s
father. Wan’t you be seated?”

Blankly Jiggs stared into the stern, kind
eyed face of the man before him as he
vainly strove to adjust his scattered
thoughts to meet this sudden and unex-
pected turn of events. His wonderful
castle of ideals had been rudely dynmamited
and as he groped aimlessly in the smoking
ruins he wrestled helplessly with a problem
that better men than he had failed to solve.
The ridiculousness of his present situation
somehow failed to appeal to his sense of
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humor, but he realized vaguely that he
was more or less bound by certain con-
ventions to explain his presence to his pa-
tient host.

“1—I hope, sir,” he stammered at last,
‘ that you will accept my apologies for this
—ah—intrusion. There has evidently been
some misunderstanding and—I—well, I'm
the goat.”

The older man took him kindly by the
shoulders and forced him gently into a
chair.

“Som,” he said sadly, “ forget it. I've
been the goat for twenty years and expect
to qualify in that capacity for the rest of
my life. Yes,” he continued after a short
silence, “ I’ve tried everything, and your
presence here to-night explodes my latest
theory that isolation would bring her to her
senses,

“1 was expecting you this evening. Jill
told me only that you would be here,
nothing élse. I have furthermore taken

*the liberty to make inquiries concerning

you. You are the junior member of Mon-
tague & Son Importing Company, whose
headquarters are in Miami. Ves, I thought
0. ,

“1 will not embarrass you by a request
for the details of your visit this evening;
my imagination is still quite active. But
I do insist that you accept my apology for
what ever inconvenience this little excursion
has cost you. You see I can sympathize
and understand.”

But Jiggs had scarcely heard. He was
undergoing a tremendous revolution. The
poignant pain of his disappointment was
rapidly giving way to a smoldering anger,
which, fanned by the injustice of his humil-
iation, suddenly burst forth into a righteous
wrath. He jerked forward in his chair.

“Listen,” he said earnestly, ‘“ I've just
been struck by an idea which I think is
a corker. You may not agree, but anyway
here’s the dope.”

He talked excitedly for five minutes, in-
spired by the look of admiration that crept
slowly over the face of the other. As he
paused, flushed and breathless, the father
of Jill impulsively stretched forth his hand.

“ My boy,” he said as Jiggs grasped it
eagerly, “ you're a genius and a damn fool,
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“ Why—I dunno—”

“ Ain’t it true that there ain’t a man
here that would want to pay five hundred
for one hoss when he could get five hosses
that ’d be good to work cattle with?”

“ Maybe that’s true.”

“ Then why did they all bid up?”

“ Why—matter of fact—"

“ Matter of fact, they were just trying
to help that girl out of the trouble that
made her need five hundred dollars.”

Jud came from a thrifty family. He
looked about him in amazement.

“ You mean to say that they wanted to
give away five hundred?”

“ No,” was the response;  because they
figured that it was worth that much to get
an introduction to the girl.”

Jud Carter passed a work hardened hand
across his forehead. But before his wits
had cleared after this argument, and while
he was still surrounded by men who were
striving to show him an impossible point of
view, he was removed fre~ his difficulties
by a new intervention. ,

For Joan herself came slowly down the
street and through the crowd and went
straight to Jud. She carried in her hand,
still, the same money which he had given
her. And coming to him, she looked up in
his face with great, fear stricken, wistful
eyes.
ytz‘sDo you think,” she asked, “that I
could buy Peter back from you for just as
much as you paid? Here is the same
money, you see!”

Tt was the smile from heaven for Jud.

He had been swept off his feet a little hefore
—with all of the others around him—but
the thought of losing five hundred dollars
or the respect of the community had so-
bered his close figuring brain completely.
His throat closed so tight that he could
only reach for the money with one hand
and gesture to Peter with the other.

All in an instant Joan bad given a faint
cry of joy and was back in the saddle. A
twitch of the reins and Peter was through
the midst of them. A word and he was
kicking the dust behind him as he galloped
down the street.

As for those who had done the bidding
for Peter a little while before, they glanced

871

after her with the wistful eyes of youth,
seeing that one has only to turn the corner
with any man in order to find him in his
boyhood again. But while they were still
gaping and had not said a word, news came
hobbling out to them in the form of the
old man who was the office boy, janitor,
and all around messenger of the courthouse,
with more knowledge about each office in
the old building than had the very tenants
themselves.

It was he who now spread the word.
How he knew no one could guess, for Judge
Conley had certainly not told him. But
perhaps the walls in that building were
overly thin, or else keyholes were overly
large. At any rate, he bore tidings of
everything—of how the girl had come with
five hundred dollars bail to get Sandy Wil-
liams free; and of how the judge had placed
before her a telegram announcing that Wil-
liams was no ether than a certain Harry
Gloster, who had killed two men a week
before, and therefore he was not open to
bail of any amount.

This was the news which sent a buzz of
wonder through the town. It was a salve
for the battered jaws and the sore ribs of
the men who had stood up to Harry Glos-
ter the night before and found themselves
going down like nine pins. For, after all,
a man who was capable of a double murder
was capable of almost anything.

But the only one who felt no thrill of ex-
citement was Lee Haines. For when he
heard the news it seemed as though a
weight had fallen upon his shoulders, bow-
ing him, and that a shadow had dropped
across his eyes. i

At any rate, he went slowly, slowly back
to the hotel, rented his room for another
day, and when in the room he first of all
carefully removed the bandage from his
richt hand. That hand was stiff, and the
ragged wound in the palm was still un-
healed.

But, making a grimace from the pain it
caused him, he began to open and shut the
fingers. A few drops of blood oozed out
as he continued, but he kept working until
the hand was supple.

After that, to rest the aching nerves
of the hand, he lay on his back on the
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leaving together. Take this!” H: tossed
the revolver to him. “ Now if I can find
the key that fits this damned door--"

He began to work feverishly, groiining as
every key failed to fit the lock. Gloster
had merely scooped up his hat anc placed
it on his head, completing his reaciness to
leave. Now he took the revolver, spun it
in his hand, and then tossed it onto his
bunk.

“T’ll leave this where it ’ll do nc. harm,”
he said. “ A gun like that is apt to do a
lot of killing if a man doesn’t look out.”

Haines favored him and the ciscarded
weapon with a glance of rapt woncer.

“ That’s a fool’'s idea!” he eclared.
“ But—" Here the lock turned and the
door was cast open by Gloster’s shoulder.

“ Now for the rear door!” cried Haines.
“ Right outside the sheriff’s horse is tied.
Jump into the saddle. T’ll cut the reins
loose. Fast, Gloster, for God’s sake!”

Down the sides of the building ran
voices, and at the front door there was a
furious battering. And far away. up and
down the village street, they could hear
the shouts and the beating of hoofs as men,
attracted by the clamor at the jeil, threw
themselves into the saddle and scurried for
the scene of action.

The two inside reached the r:ar door,
twisted at the knob, and found :t locked.
It meant another search among the keys,
and such a search meant a deliy which
would render all escape hopeless.

Haines, with a groan, started to fit the
keys, however—since even hopeess work
is better than inaction—but Glost:r warned
him away, and as he stepped aside a hu-
man battering ram went past him and
hurled itself against the door.

It was a stout door. The safcty of the

cells depended on the tool-prooi steel of.

the bars, alone, but nevertheless, all the
approaches to the building were strongly
. blocked. And now the door fung back
the heavy body of Gloster as if he were a
rubber ball. He staggered away, found
footing once more, and return:d to the
charge, shooting straight ahvad, then
swerving at the last instant and giving the
wood the rubbery mass of muscle on his
shoulders as a pad for his weight.
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The shock cracked the lock as if it were
castiron. The door flew open and spilled
Gloster into the outer night where he was
welcomed by a yell from half a dozen
throats.

Lee Haines jumped out to join the fra-
cas, his deadly long revolver poised. But
Gloster arose from the shadow at his feet,
where he had falen, and struck the weapon
out of his hand.

“ No shooting for me!” he commanded,
and lunged at the sheriff’s roan horse.

As for Haines, with an oath of helpless
anger, he stooped, caught up his fallen gun,
and arose to find some one running straight
on him, firing at every step. No doubt it
was the jar of his own running that ruined
the aim of the oncomer.

But Haines had no time to find the trig-
ger of his own weapon. He had seized it
by the barrel, and now he dashed the heavy
butt into the face of his assailant. The
man went down with a gasp, and Haines
turned toward Gloster long enough to see
that the other was hopelessly lost.

Three men had thrown themselves upon
him as he was wrenching apart the reins
that tethered the roan. And Haines gave
up a lost cause and raced for the shelter
of the bush.

He was neglected for the instant, as all
the rest were focusing on Gloster, and Lee
ventured a glance back from the shubbery.

What he saw was Gloster rising out of a
cluster of men as a dog shakes himself free
from a scrambling, weak-toothed litter of
puppies. One of the three was prostrate,
a second went down at that instant as if
struck with a club; the third staggered
away, and then, encouraged by the yells
of a solid group which was charging to his
assistance, dived in again to the attack.

Haines saw him picked up, heaved into
the air as if he were no more than the
fragile body of a child, and then flung into
the faces of the onrushing men. The lead-
ers went down under the blow. Those be-
hind them were entangled, and before the
tangle cleared, Gloster was on the back of
the roan and dashing for the crowded shad-
ows of the shubbery.

He plunged past Haines, three steps
away, and was gone with a crash among
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keep guns out of his hands when he was
around other men. He’d let nin hunt as
much as he pleased, but he never let him
wear a gun when he was going to town.

“ And Barry lived mostly in the moun-
tains—mighty little at home. Ie came
back with a wounded wolf one day. Barry
called it a dog. But he was the -inger of
a black-coated wolf, and a mighty big one.

“ That was the ‘dog’ that Den called
Black Bart. It was danger on fcur paws.
that wolf. Ready to tear the leart out
of any other man and ready tc die for
Dan.

“ Another time he came back. with a
black stallion, the finest I ever saw. I have
a vme horse of my own and it heppens to
be black, but the Captain isn’t v-orth ene
of Satan’s hoofs. And yet for all that
T've never found a horse that culd pass
the Captain or outlast him.

“ But the point of it was that Satan kept
the strength of anything that is wild and
free. You see? He served Dan, but he
served him for love, you might :ay. Can
you understand the difference? There is
a difference.

“ Tt took me a year to teach the Captain
that it didn’t pay to buck even if he threw
me off, now and then. Now he lets me ride
him, but he’s waiting to get me at a dis-
advantage and tear me to bits.”

“ Why do you keep him?”

Because he’s the best herse in the moun-
tains. That’s one reason. Another is that
I think he’s one of Satan’s colts. I got him
when he was a yearling, and he was in the
mustang band that old Satan was. still lead-
ing. Some of the old blood ruis in him.
And if he had another Dan Barry on his
back—how can I tell?>—he migltt be every
bit as good as his father ever -vas!

“But to get back to Barry himself, I
say he used to go around the country on
the back of a horse he didn’t nezd a bridle
to handle and with a wolf trailing him and
doing his errands—"

“ How wonderful!” cried the glrl ¢ oh,

* how wonderful!”

~ “You think so? A little oit terrible
vou would have found it, too, if you had
seen them as I have seen them. T've
watched them play a game, ¢II three of
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them. Mind you, this was when they
thought they were quite unwatched.

“ Satan would trot away to a little gis-
tance. Then Black Bart attacked Dan—
like a demon, with his fur bristling and his
great teeth slashing the air a hair’s breadth
from Dan’s face, who would fend the brute
off with his hands, dancing here and there
like the shadow of a leaf in a whirlpool of
wind.

“ And Satan would come to the rescue
with the sun winking on him, and his mane
blowing above his head; just a fraction of
a second’s pause at the scene of the fight—
and then Dan had dived at him, caught
him in some way around the neck and then
twisted on to his back. So off they would
go with Black Bart after them, sailing
through the air with his teeth aimed at
Dan’s throat—imagine catching a hundred
and thirty pound wolf coming at you like
an arrow with his own speed plus the speed
of a racing horse! But that’s what Dan
Barry would do, and off they weuld go
with Satan carrying both of them and
thinking nothing whatever about it!”

“ Ah,” murmured the girl, * how beau-
tiful and how free! Such a man could do
no wrong!”

“Let me tell you what he did. I've
been saying all this just to work up to the
point. He married beautiful Kate Cum-
berland. He settled down. He forgot his
wildness. They had a youngster. Mind
you, I say that he forget his wildness.
Rather I should say that he kept putting
the impulses behind him. But finally they
broke loose again. Seven men chased him.
Seven men killed the horse he was riding—
it wasn’t Satan—and Dan started to get the
seven, one by one. He forgot Kate, He
forgot the youngster. He went on a blood
trail—”

“ Why not?” cried the girl.
were killed—"

‘“ But for the sake of a borrowed horse—
to kill six men? That was why Kate left
him. She still loved him, but she saw that
she could not stay with him on account of
their little girl.

~“You see, Dan was willing to leave,

but he couldn’t bear to let the little girl

stay behind him., And that wildness was
5A

“If Peter
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make a rival sick in half a mile c¢f work.
So that, during the first ten minutes of his
ride, Harry Gloster watched his -rogress
with the utmost satisfaction and heard the
noise of the pursuit beat away into the dis-
tance.

But he presently discovered that the roan
was beginning to slacken his efforrs. His
gallop was losing its elasticity, and his fore
hoofs struck the earth with a lifeless beat
which meant a very great deal to tae rider.
He recalled the sheriff—a lean :and sun
withered man who might well be fifty
pounds lighter than himself. Perhaps it
was his weight which was killing the roan.
Perhaps it was the great speed with which
he had covered the first two miles sut from
the town. No doubt, both causes com-
bined. But he presently was sure that he
had killed the speed of the mount.

He drew to a walk and dropped out of
the saddle. The instant he struck the
ground he saw how much worse matters
were than he had dreamed. He had to
draw the roan along by the reins. The
poor animal dragged back on the bit with
dull eyes and flagging ears, and his hoofs
trailed in the dust; and he got his wind
back with amazing slowness.

For a blown horse is not like a blown
man. Many a good athlete runs himself
to a faint in a half mile race, lies ten
minutes flat on his back, consciously re-
laxing every muscle, and then arises to run
a mile event and win it. But when the
ribs of a horse begin to heave in a certain
manner, his flanks ballooning in and out,
and when his head begins to jerl: down at
every stride, a rest of a few mirutes does
him little good.

The roan was not yet in this completely
run out condition; he had some:hing left,
but it tortured Gloster to think of squeezing
the last of life out of the beast.

He continued walking until 2 dull and
muffled pounding was plainly audible be-
hind him, and he knew that th: pursuers
were gaining fast. Then he brought the
roan to a trot and went forward at a smart
clip, with the gelding beside him. Perhaps
he covered a mile in this fashicn, but by
that time the noise from the rear was very
distinct and he dared not linger any more.
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In the meanwhile, although the roan was
by no means recovered from the effects of
that heavy weight in the saddle and the
terrific pace of the first two miles, at least
it was no longer pulling back on the bridle;
and when Gloster, somewbat winded by his
efforts on foot, climbed into the saddle
again, the horse went off at a trot.

A trot, indeed, was all that could be
reasonably managed in the soft silt of the
desert. It was muffling the noise of those
who came behind. But from what he
heard, Gloster knew that they had spread
out in a thin, long line, and were coming
straight down his trail. They had heard
his retreat over the harder ground nearer
the town; and now he would be lucky
indeed if he managed to get out of sight
before the light of the dawn began.

An arroyo crossed his way. He dropped
into it with a sigh of relief and raised the
gelding to a gallop again. A moment later
the dry ravine was filled with a clamoring
as the whole posse swung in behind him,
and, with the good foeting beneath them,
they gained upon him at an appalling rate.

Five minutes would see the finish of that
race. No—Iless time than that. They were
sweeping around a curve just behind and
in ten seconds they would have full view
of him. And a view by the clear starlight
would be almost as good as a view in the
day. Certainly they would open with their
guns, and his own thigh was weighted by no
revolver, to say nothing of a rifle under his
leg. ;

He swung out of the saddle, balanced
his weight on one stirrup for an instant,
and then dropped to the ground. The tired
gelding would have dropped back to a trot
at once. The gentle beast even tried to halt
and return to its late rider; but Gloster
scooped out a handful of pebbles, sent the
horse flying on with the force of them, and
then threw himself back against the wall of
the ravine.

He was plainly enough visible. The
arroyo was not wide, and the stars were
deadly bright. He could only hope that,
by drawing the brim of his sombrero over
his face, and flattening himself against the
wall, he would not be seen as the front of
the posse rolled by.
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They came new, with three or four eager
riders rushing in the lead and riding all
the harder as they heard the beat of hoofs
from their quarry so short a distance be-
fore them. These were no short winded
sprinters, overburdened by riders of un-
usnal weight. Every one was the favorite
mount of the fellow who bestrode it. At
least, so they appeared to Gloster; and they
‘rade like avenging whirlwinds.

On they pushed, and then raised a yell,
for down the cafion ahead of them the
noise of the gelding’s gallop had fallen away
to a trot.

“ Scatter, boys!” velled the command-
ing voice of Sheriff Sim Hargess. He had
recovered quickly from his hurt and joined
in this work to revenge his disgrace.  That
~ devil is slowin’ up to fight. Shoot straight

when you see him—”
~ His voice was blotted out by the roar of
hoofs as the main body of the posse rode
past. In a few more seconds they would
find that he was not with the gelding; then
a brief search as they scattered in all di-
. rections, and finally he must be taken back
to prison, trussed up like a calf.

There were forty men in that group, and
" in the rear came two or three stragglers.
One, it appeared, had fallen behind because
something had gone wrong with his cinches.
At any rate, he was now overtaking the
main body hand over hand.

With a secret pang Gloster saw the wide
shoulders of that horse working. With
such a mount to carry him—

He leaped from his place with a shout.
The racing horse, seeing this sudden appari-
tion, snorted and, throwing back its weight,
tried to swerve away. That was the mo-
ment that Gloster chose for leaping. In
spite of its efforts to stop, the horse was
dashing away at a smart pace, and the
double impact of the speed of the horse
and Gloster’s leap was all transferred to
the luckless rider.

He was smitten from his place as cleanly
as any champion in the olden days picked
an enemy out of the saddle in the lists and
sent him crashing to the ground.

Down he went, and into his place in_the
saddle slipped Harry Gloster, with a new
lease of life if he could take advantage of

DAUGHTER. 883

all the chances. But that would be no easy
thing to do. To be sure, the whole posse
had whirled past him; to be sure, they were
now somewhat tangled in a mass farther
down the arroyo, while the leaders were
yelling that Gloster was not on the sheriff’s
roan, and some of the members were still
pushing ahead, not having seen what hap-
pened te the rear.

But those horses were nearly all out of
the great schoel of the cow ranges. They
could turn on a ten cent piece, and it was
nothing to weave a way through a crowd
of horses, compared with working a calf out
from the packed herd.

In their scrambling start Harry Gloster
gained some thirty or forty lengths. He
might have gained even more. But he had
learned one lesson this night, and he was
not apt to kill off his mount by too much
sprinting in the beginning of a long run.

He saw a narrow cattle path going up
the side of the arroyo. Up this he went.
The posse stormed after him. They were
far too impatient to go up the path one by
one; so they crashed up the steep bank
with plying spurs and many oaths. There
were three falls and a thousand curses, but
in a few seconds all were over the edge and
headed into the plain beyond.

Nevertheless, they had taken more out
of their horses in that brief group of see-
onds than in a mile of hard running. That
handicap might balance the weight of Glos-
ter in the saddle.

So, at least, he hoped. And after the
next furious half mile, in which he barely
managed to hold them even, his hopes in-
creased. Some of them were using their
guns, pumping shot after shot in his di-
rection. But he did not mind this. There
was hardly more than a chance in a thou-
sand that a bullet would strike home from
revolver fired at night frem galloping horses.
Even in the daylight he had seen many
pounds of ammunition wasted in a similar
fashion. Their shooting would simply make
them ride slower.

For his own part, he was jockeying his
horse with the utmost care, swaying with
every stride, learing to cut the pressure of
the wind. Vet all would not do. They
began to gain again. The firing stopped.





















890

him for what he was—a ruthless man, with
a low forehead, piggish eyes and a heavy
jaw; a hard man, unscrupulous aad arro-
gant, who as a gambler had won from a
drunken placer miner the mine he now
owned. Paying enormous taxes, controlling
hundreds of votes, Huge Martin l'ved like
a baron, every man in town his vessal, the
law prostituted to his commands. This
brutal shet revealed him as a tin horn and
a bully,

Professor Hartley was fifty, his small fig-
ure stooped and anzmic, his faece thin and
drawn with the consumption that 2ad sent
him west; his hair was gray. As he bent
to gather up the scattered pages he looked
eighty.

He bore no rancor toward Murtin, he
made no plans for revenge. Onl’ did he
dread the months of labor requircd to re-
write and rearrange his historical work
treating with the growth and dev:lopment
of the West. A light breeze lifted the
pieces and sent them swirling. He gath-
~ered them hurriedly, without rezard for
order. There were tears in his eyes.

Something moving a short distance up
the road caught his attention. He gathered
the remaining papers with his ees on a
man staggering ahead of two ladea burros.
The man seemed barely able to move along.
At last he fell in the road.

The professor hurried to him.

He was a gray bearded old descrt rat, a
prospector. His clothing and heavy boots
were worn and roughly patched. The rope
from the leading burro’s neck was knotted
about his waist, the other animal was se-
curely attached to the first. Th:ir sleek,
well filled sides told no tale of struggle
through waterless wilderness.  Instead,
they showed evidence of abundant water
and grazing. He bent over the un:onscious
man.

“ Starving,” he stated finally. ¢ Simply
starving to death. He fainted from weak-
ness.” Professor Hartley consicdered the
matter gravely.

Untying the lash rope of the rzar burro
he attempted to lift off one of the paek
boxes. He couldn’t budge it. Peering in,
he saw only rock—heavy gray rock. With
his penknife he sawed at the ropes sup-
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porting the box, letting it crash to the
ground. The burro dodged expertly and
the saddle slewed to the side of the remain-
ing box. Struggling to right the saddle
the professor hacked at the other rope.
Finally it dropped, and the burro dodged
back, sending the professor to the ground.
Relieved of its load, the beast sighed gusti-
ly, its large eyes lazily viewing the scat-
tered wreckage, its long ears moving com-
placently.

The professor took the canteen from the
pack and spilled some of the water past the
prospector’s pale lips.

The man gulped greedily, but his fam-
ished stomach regurgitated it at once. He
rolled ever to his stomach, where, grunting,
he attempted to arise. Assisted by the pro-
fessor, he finally stood tottering upon his
own feet. He struck at his rescuer.

“ Git away,” he commanded. “ Yuh
keep 'way fr'm my gold. This ’s mine. All
mine!” The old desert rat lurched dazed-
ly, and clung to the pack saddle for sup-
port. ‘ Keep ’way, savvy!”

“ Let me help you into the saddle,” urged
the professor. “ You can ride on to town,
can’t you?”

“ Mmmm-m-wm,” the other nodded
weakly. Assisted by the professor, he man-
aged to get astride the saddle.

“Git ’way!” he commanded, shoving
the professor aside. “ Keep off!” He
clawed at the heavy six-shooter sagging at
his hip. The professor paled. The burro
started to move forward, and his gaunt
rider grabbed at the saddle to steady him-
self.

“ Giddap,” he grunted, nudging weakly.
“ Hustle, jackass, we gotta git t’ th’ re-
corder’s office.” He struck out at the pro-
fessor, but toppled alarmingly and clutched
the saddle again. “ Giddap!” He sagged
forward muttering unintelligibly.

The professor walked at his side, steady-
ing him in the saddle. The burro behind
followed patiently, lurching under its bur-
den of rock. Across its load was strapped
a heavy rifle and a belt of cartridges.

The professor’s first thought had been
to take the old prospector to French Mike’s,
but the heartlessness of that crowd as
shown a few minutes ago argued that the
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nearing the eataract only to find it the
pounding of the water against a bowlder
in the creek bed. Three hours passed. He
felt he never again would be able to walk.
In the darkness he began to fear he had
gone beyond the cataract; possibly it was
but a riffle like dozens he had passed.

Long after the professor had given up all
hope of ever finding the place, the burro
turned out of the creek and stumbled up
the steep bank to the left. At the right
the waters rose tier upon tier in a seething,
roaring cataract. So this was the place.

On the bench land the professor peered
anxiously for the knoll. If stood out of the
plain a hundred yards to the north. Dis-
mounting, he removed the saddle and re-
leased the burro. As rapidly as his stiffened
muscles would allow he moved toward the
knoll.

Something caused him to look back. ‘Out-
lined against the gray flat were the figures
of two men. He had been followed! In the
stress of all the journey he had never once
thought ta look behind. Panic gripped him.
Hebroke into a run—straight for the knoll.

The base of the latter was buried in a
gravelly fringe upon which nothing grew,
and the professor crossed it in ungainly
bounds, terror in his throat. Then he
squatted under a mesquite and listened for
his pursuers, He could hear nothing. Of
course they had not intended to shoot him,
he reasoned, they only wished to know
where he was goinng. Well—they knew!

He ran his hand down and hauled out
the huge horse pistol. Its checkered butt
fitted his hand and gave him a strange feel-
ing of power. Rising, he began to climb,
working his way upward through clumps
of mesquite and palo-verde and over granite
bowlders and malapai slides. He rested oc-
casionally and peered back fearsomely, but
hurried on lest the men might climb the
other side and gain the top ahead of him.

Finally he reached the rim. He poked
his head up warily. After a long wait he

scrambled out on top of the knoll, and crept
There he found the excava-

to the center.
tien the old prospector had made, the monu-
ment he had puteup, and his notices in a
can. No one had molested it. Evidently
none had preceded him. The professor
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still carried his revolver, naked, in his hand.
He crept with it to the brink and scanned
the plain and the gray sand fringe of the
knoll. There was nothing; even the burro
had vanished in the brush dotted plain.

Off to the north he glimpsed a light that
flashed for an instant and then was gone.
That might be, he thought, the flash lamp
of those who had followed him, striking
across to inform Hugo Martin. One of the
men might have remained and might even
now be stealing up the side of the knoll.

So the professor lay above the escarp-
ment and waited breathlessly through the
long hours, expecting every moment tos.see
a hat cautiously appear against the skyline
at the rim of the.knoll. A hundred times
he imagined he heard them coming and his
heart raced furiously. The roaring of the
cataract, insect voices, the rustle of a lizard
through the sage, the night breeze in the
stunted trees— once a distant shot — all
brought him up tense, nerveless.

A glow appeared in the east and the wan-
ing moon inched up over the ridge of moun-
tains. In the pale moonlight shadows stood
out in sharp relief. There came a distant
rumble, which grew into the coughing of a
laboring motor, coming down across the

. slopes from the north. The professor recog-

nized the sound as that of Hugo Martin’s
high powered car. It roared up, circled the
butte and stopped out in the plain. The
stillness, then, was terrific; even the sound
of the cataract seemed muffled and dead.

The professor suddenly became conscious
of a great ringing in his ears. Anxiously
he edged away from the brink,

“He’s still up there.” A voice came
from the base of the knoll.

“Well, root him out, boys!” Hugo
Martin’s voice gave the command. ¢ Let’s
get up our notices and tear out for the
recorder’s office.”

The professor saw four men moving
across the gravel to surround the butte.
They did not attempt concealment.

“ Hey, you, up there!” Hugo Martin
raised his voice to the knoll. * Here’s two
thousand dollars for you.”

Professor Hartley did not reply, although
the words came up to him as plainly as if
the speaker had been seated at his side.
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Martin called again. “T’ll give you twe
thousand dollars to sling your gun off over
the edge and come down.”

The professor’s lip curled, but he did not
reply.

“ Well, you needn’t act a fool about it.”
Martin’s decp voice dropped to a conversa-
tional grumble, “ You’d better tak: a good
offer while you’re able.” He callei to one
of his men. “ Who is it up there, aityhow?”

“ Dunno. Some little runt. Looked like
a cow-puncher, but rode like a darin dude.
Follered ’im up the crick, but didr’t try to
catch up and look at ’im.”

“ Five thousand,” Martin called 11p again.
“ Five thousand H you’ll come dcwn or—
nothin’!”

Lying flat, the professor reachec forward
with his revelver until it waved out in space
over the edge. Closing his eyes he pulled
the trigger. The roar frightened him and
the recoil almost tore the weapon from his
fingers, The sound deafened Fim. He
pulled his hand back in a panic; he was
afraid some one below might shcot it off.
He hugged the ground, limp with fright at
what he had done. He wondered now that
he had ever started on such a wild-goose
chase.

“ You damned idiot,” a voice helow was
saying. “We'll fill you so full of holes
you’ll look like a sand screen.”

Quaking, the professor opened the cylin-
der, laberiously extracted the eripty shell
and thrust in another from his b:lt. Then
he crawled to the hole in the middle and
let himself down until he could line the rim
of the knoll against the sky.

A wide hat appeared against the skyline,
bobbing, moving about as the m¢n scanned
the knoll top. Near by another f gure came
up, its arms reaching from roec to rock,
pulling upward in the climb. Th2 professor
glanced behind. Another sombrero was
bobbing there. He was being surrounded.

Sudden fear enveloped him. Al the blood
seemed to ebb from his heart in one dread-
ful wave. He waited for the blow that
would end it all. A hundred fears raced
through his mind. He coul¢ hear the
crunch of heavy boots as the men stumbled
among the stones at the sides of the knoll,
and .the murmur of voices as others, farther
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down the slope, talked together. Hi¥ own
legs were shaking. His head roared. Fear
of being trapped, shot down from all sides,
gripped him like a nightmare.

He drew in a deep breath of the desert
morning air—he thought it would be his
last. His gaze moved to the jagged line
where black peaks speared the sky, amd a
spirit stirred within him. A range cow, far
down the cafion, bawled to her calf; from
afar came the eerie chattering of ceyotes.
Suddenly there came over him his old love
for the West, the real West.

He glanced down at his feet—they were
booted. The pale moon against the gray
stones of the pit gave him a shadew of his
cowboy hat. About his waist was a full
belt of cartridges and in his hand a long
barreled, frontier model, six-shooter, a
weapon that had made many a little man
bigger than a big one, Hew could any man
so accoutered remain cowering in a hole?

A sudden, glerious impulse swept him up
out of the pit. As he came he emitted a
whoop. It was a raucous, rasping screech,
like nothing a human could utter. At the
same time he fired peint blank at the men
in front. ‘

One crumpled behind the rim and the
other dropped out of sight amid the rocks.
The professor wheeled and fired in the op-
posite direction. The man who had been
there was gone and the professor charged
the edge and fired blindly over. He moved
his aim and fired again. '

There came a flash and a roar from be-
hind and a bullet ricochetted from the
stones at his side and another spattered
gravel against his boots.

In a sudden frenzy the professor ad-
vanced toward the flash, sending a bullet
crashing among the 1ocks. Again and again
he fired, and shots came in return. His
gun clicked on an empty shell. He fell-
clumsily toward the prospect hole where he
let himself hastily down to reload.

Gone was all sense of fear. He was as-
tonished at the ease and precision with
which he removed shells from his belt and
snapped them home in the chamber. His
heart was pounding high and steadily; he
felt unnaturally invigorated.

A figure appeared at the north rim. The
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“T won’t see the confounded highbind-
er,” he snarled. “1I won’t give him the de-
light of rubbing it in on me.”

“ But he comes at your invitation,” pro-
tested the younger man with the seeming
of one who is aghast. “ He pays you the
compliment of an immediate reply in per-
son. Other men would have been invited
to cart their goods up to his house and—"

“ He does not come at my invitation or
by my wish,” stormed Pettigrew as a foot-
man opened the side door of the limousine
and John Morton stepped briskly out. «If
I followed my inclination I'd order Yates
to throw him out on his head!”

The lips of Barrows twisted, despite his
seemingly shocked condition, into a momen-
tary grin.

“T was viewing in imagination,” he ex-
plained, “the highly edifying spectacle of
Yates throwing John P. Morton down your
stairs. It hadn’t occurred to me before to
envision Yates as a heroic figure.” Sud-
denly the smile faded and the face became
stony.

“Don’t see him if you don’t want to,”
Barrows ripped out. “I dare say you
couldn’t be trusted to be decently polite.
Il see him myself, but I'm going to bring
him into this room to look at your beloved
Gobelin. Perhaps I'd better help you into
your bedroom and close your door.”

Barrows did not altogether relish the idea
of leaving Pettigrew alone and unguarded
while he talked with a man whom expe-
diency prevented him from hurrying. It
might be a long interview. It would cer-
tainly be as long as Morton chose to make
it, and although Morton had the fame of
an almost parsimonious economy in the ex-
penditure of minutes, it was said that in
the presence of art, time, for him, ceased
to exist. :

Still less, however, did Barrows fancy
the idea of affording his prisoner an oppor-
tunity of insulting the man who, alone,
could pay such prices as it was in his mind
to ask. He had chosen what seemed the
lesser horn of the dilemma, but with the
sudden capriciousness of an infuriated im-
becile, Pettigrew abruptly changed his
ground.

“J won’t be shut in my bedroom when
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distinguished visitors come,” he snapped.
“ What do you think I am?”

“T think you’re a fool who is tempting
Providence—and sudden death.- There’s
the door closing. What are you going to
do?”

At that same moment Pettigrew’s glance
caught a detail of the view outside which
seemed to have escaped the vigilant eye of
his captor—an eye just then bent intim-
idatingly on himself. That detail was the
sauntering figure of the disreputable human
who had yesterday taken luncheon in this
room—the dummy chucker—and it was
sauntering toward the house.

“ Help me into my room,” snarled Petti-
grew decisively, “ and close the door. Tell
the old pirate I’'m too ill to see him. TeHl
him any fool thing you like—only don’t
let him see me or speak to me, or Il order
him out of my house.”

With short steps and a shorter dignity
the master of the house was hustled into his
bedchamber, seated with covered and man-
acled legs, and left alone,

Outside on the sidewalk at a respectful
distance small knots of pedestrians were
pausing and regarding the chariot of great-
ness with ingenuous awe. From somewhere
materialized a good natured policeman who
smilingly suggested that they keep moving
and, where necessary, emphasized his sug-
gestion.

In the hall below, Prescott Barrows was
greeting the visitor and conveying the re-
grets of the host himself for his inability to
receive in person.

Around to the service entrance, impelled
by recognition that the front door was
otherwise preémpted, drifted the dummy
chucker, and there he engaged in a conver-
sation which savored of altercation with a
kitchenmaid whom he encountered at the
threshold.

While this conversation was in progress
Yates himself, puffed with the importance
of one bearing tidings from the throne room,
entered the kitchen and threw himself vehe-
mently into the rearguard action.

“ What, you again?” he inquired acidly.
“ Don’t you know who’s under this roof at
the present time—and what ’Il happen to
suspicious characters found loitering here?”
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“T recognized the liveries,” answered the
guest of yesterday imperturbably, *“ and I
can’t wait. I'm here by appointment with
Mr. Pettigrew. He told me yesterday to
come back to-day.”

“ By appointment with Mr, Pettigrew!
I say, that’s priceless. Rather! Mr. Pet-
tigrew felt too indisposed to receive John
P. Morton—and sent Mr. Barrows down in-
stead—but I suppese he’ll receive you!
My word!"” '

The man in the black cotton shirt cal-
lously remained complacent under the peal
of derisive laughter which applauded this
crushing sally. He answered in an undis-
turbed voice.

“1 believe you’re the same menial who
tried to stop me yesterday, aren't you?
These fellow servants didn't hear the rebuke
you got for your pains. Perhaps they don't
know that I was received—entertained at
luncheon and invited to return. Will you
tell Mr. Pettigrew I'm here, or shall I go
outside and telephone in to him?”

Yates considered for an umeasy moment.
He did remember yesterday.

“ That’s the worst of giving charity to
certain parties,” he commented. “ You take
them in and feed them when they conre beg-
ging, and they give theirselves the airs of
equals. Wait outside and T'll carry your
message—but I can tell you in advance
what answer youll get.”

Under cover of which retort Yates re-
treated, as he flattered himself, with the
honors of war, but five minutes later, in a
crestfallen silence, he was conducting the
young man whe specialized in fits up the
rear stairway and into the master’s bed-
chamber. '

Below stairs John P. Morton found much
to engage him before he climbed with his
escort to the second floer to inspect the
Gobelin. There was porcelain which he
coveted and rugs which he must possess. Tt
was amazing that such things as these had
eluded his scouts and searchers and fallen
into the hands of a relatively poor collector.

Vow it seemed that mischance was to be
corrected. .
_ The man, whose moments were priceless
in value lingered and handled and discussed.
His piercing eyes under their shaggy am-
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bushes of frequently scowling brow glis-
tened like a child’s in a toy shop before
Christmas. Stabilizing of the market could
wait! International loans must bide their
time. John P. Morton had slipped his har-
ness and bridle. He was grazing knee deep
in clover.

Barrows™ charmed him. Barrows could
both talk and listen. Barrows, as Yates and
Morton agreed, had a way with him.

On the second floor enthusiasms were re-
newed, Yes, the cartoon from which the
Gobelin over the mantel was woven was un-
doubtedly by Lebrun himself, Morton
agreed; and there were several Ming vases
that were distinctly out of the ordinary.

The man who was playing host seemed
entirely at his ease, yet if certain anxieties
had intruded on his inner consciousness, it
would not have been surprising.

His prisoner was being left to his own de-
vices, and his own devices were never vir-
ginal in their innocence. It was one of
those times when a commander might wish
he could divide himself into two beings,
and be simultaneously present on each of
two critical fronts.

Yet the major salient was that on which
Morton was buying, and the advantage of
dealing with him was that such a deal meant
liquidating a large portion of the Pettigrew
estate. This was the grand slam of the dis-
persal game—still Pettigrew sat alone, pos-
sibly hatching evil eggs of conspiracy.

That, however, was not entirely true.
Pettigrew did not sit alone. He sat with
the dummy chucker and he was making the
most of his time. He had a listener laudibly
insulated against astonishment; a listener
who could grasp a broad conception of extra
legal affairs sweepingly and at a glance.
Just as Morton could buy a whole collee-
tion, representing a fortune, in an hour, so
could Pettigrew’s present companion digest
a whole Iliad of fantastic conditions with-
out choking over this or that unusual morsel.

“7T think I get you, Mr. Petfigrew,” sum-
marized the visitor at length, and he spoke
low because just beyond the closed door be
could hear a drone of voices led by the
authoritative bass of John Morton.

“1 gather that this bird has something -
on you which you judiciously prefer to leave
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be rather rich if, after all, this man were
actually the Challon over whom Barrows
pretended to waste such a deal of mawkish
sympathy.

Improbable? Of course. Vet not im-
possible, and if by any chance it were true it
constituted a remarkable situation; the man
who had “stood for the collar ” escaped
from prison and earning back some of his
own filched plunder, by disposing of a
crooked pal! At all events the fantastic
thought dulled the edge of chagrin which
cut into Pettigrew with the need for re-
writing the contract.

“ What did you go up for?” he found
himself inquiring, and the eyes of the other
became agate hard.

“You have your Bluebeard closet, which
you’re not opening to me, mister,” said Dis-
ton with a monitory shortness. ¢ Suppose
you don’t fumble at the latch of mine.”

“ No, no; I beg your pardon,” interposed
Pettigrew hastily. “ No questions asked, I
assure you.”

“Let me have all the money you have
about here in cash,” ordered Diston. “ And
to-night, when you hear things going on, I
advise you to turn your eyes to the wall—
and pull the quilt up over your ears.”

“ 1 want that envelope—with the seal un-
broken,” announced Pettigrew hastily, sud-
denly obsessed by the fear that he was only
trading one blackmailer for another.

“ You shall have your secret paper, never
fear! Let me have the money now. I want
to get out while the going’s good.”

The art connoisseurs had gone, and with
them had gone the silently moving detec-
tives. Dinner had been served, and in the
study, where no longer hung the Gobelin,
the two antagonistic men sat alone. Bar-
rows lighted a cigar.

“ On the night of my arrival, Pro Bono,
he began reminiscently, * you confessed
that my scheme seemed an impossible one,
and I told you that you’d see it develop as
it progressed. You are seeing it develop,
aren’t you? The Pettigrew assets are rap-
idly liquefying for diversion into a new
channel.” )

Pettigrew groaned.

“1 believe,” went on Barrows as he re-

”
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garded the upward spiralling o1 smoke from
his cigar end, ‘the human conception of
justice recognizes that besides compensatory
damages there are also punitive damages to
be considered. I am progressing with my
levy of compensatory damages—but I must
also remind you from time to time of the
punitive.”

Pettigrew snarled.

“You fancy,” resumed Barrows, “ that-
you’re having your troubles, yet there were
three of us—and one of us is up the river
still.” :

The speaker looked up suddenly, for he
almost fancied that his auditor had given
off a bitter little cackle of laughter. Yet
the features that met his lifted gaze were"
saturnine in their impotence of ill humor.

“It’s not pleasant up there,” went on
Barrows, “ for a chap who was only a kid
when they caught him and caged him; who
was only the dupe of keener and more
predatory minds. Even if he were freed
now it would be hard to compensate him for
those years of youth he lost in a living tomb."
Have you ever visited Sing Sing or Auburn,
Pro Bono?”

“T have not,” rasped out the other.

“You may yet,” came the dry rejoinder.
“ However, in the meantime I shall sketch
for you the life they lead behind the walls
where the sentinels pace. Perhaps it will
do you good, Pro Bono.” :

As the younger and more gifted conver-
sationalist offered stark, thumb nail sketches
of the horror of prisons, with an unrelieved
vividness that limned them like glimpses
of an inferno, he felt that his efforts were
not being properly appreciated. His auditor
remained unimpressed, as if his mind were
wandering to other topics, which carried
some force of grim and saturnine enjoyment.

CHAPTER XX.
THE AGONY OF AN ACCOMPLICE.

HE house was quiet. Through the open
windows P. B. Pettigrew, as he lay
in his bed, could hear the Metropoli-

tan clock pealing the four strokes which
designated the hour. He further recognized
that the time proclaimed by this gargantuan
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fallen from the roof to the ground it must
soon be discovered.

He carried his envelope and handkerchief
into the study with a frantic haste. A fren-
zy possessed him at the slowness of their
kindling. It was as if they had suddenly
turned to asbestos, as if they had become,
for his undoing, indestructible.

The envelope was charring slowly along
its edges—as slowly as wet moss, he
thought. He dropped to his knees on the
hearth and blew on the coals with a breath
that seemed too cold to kindle anything.

Finally an upleap of flame rewarded his
efforts and with a moan of relief Pettigrew
arose and shambled away. He ought to
be in bed, with his lights out now, yet
having gained that haven and drawn the
covers close to his chin again, he could
not bring himself to face entire darkness.
It might be as well to let the lamp shine
until he heard the first indication of an
alarm. Since it cast its shaded glow hard-
ly farther than a candle, it could scarcely,
be noticed from outside.

Then a new thought struck him with gal-
vanic alarm and horror.

Suppose the man had “fallen” from

any section of the roof except its front?.

He would land on some lower roof projec-
tion. He might not die at once. Even
worse, he might not die at all. He might
be mangled and hurt, yet capable of speak-
ing, of denouncing, of accusing. The para-
lyzing inquisition of dread had its way in
the torturing of P. B. Pettigrew through
a seeming of ages, and still no sound of
alarm or outcry came up from the street.
That might be because of the hour. If this
lasted much longer, he told himself in an
icy, spiritual sweat, he would not be able
to face any one who questioned without
proclaiming his monstrous conscience.

His physical aspect would declare his
guilt as if he had shouted it from the house-
top. The housetop! The word itself was a
fresh crucifixion.

The clock in the Metropolitan boomed
again, and when the strokes ended Petti-
grew once more became aware of a step
on the stairway.

At least, then, the hireling was coming
back with his report. The suspense would

909

have some termination and almost any ter-
minatior was better than this.

The timbers creaked and the knob of the
hall door stirred. Pettigrew braced him-
self and strained his eyes. Now he no
longer made an attempt to feign sleep. The
footfall was in the narrow passage now, and
then there was a shadow on the door. An
electric button clicked just inside, and Pet-
tigrew found himself looking into the face of
Prescott Barrows.

There are things believable, and other
things which a man, although he sees them,
can accept only as proof that his reason has
broken its hawsers and gone adrift on the
Sargasso Sea of lunacy. Pettigrew knew
now, notwithstanding every detail of that
face and figure appeared clear and natural,
that he was seeing—must be seeing—an ap-
parition which had no vital existence in
truth or fact.

That face, which looked into his own out
of ironical, fiendishly amused eyes, could
be looking only from beyond the grave or
from the dreadful shadowland of hallucina-
tion.

Even had there been a fight up there,
which had ended in the wrong death, how
could this man, who had not long ago been
drugged and lugged away like a heavy
sack of insensible bulk, now stand clear-
eyed and alert?

Then from the lips of the apparition
came the calm inquiry:

“ Are you surprised to see me, Pro
Bono?”

Pettigrew sat cowering and shuddering
in his bed. His jaw had dropped and hung
so that his face was that of an idiot. Vet
the sound of the voice appeared in some
strange way to brace and strengthen him,
Somehow he felt that the unanswerable
was answered—and that he had regained a
hold on reality.

Since no terror between birth and the
grave is quite so unmanning as the fear of
lunacy, Pettigrew answered to an inde-
scribable sensation of reassurance.

“ Where—where is—" He broke off.

Even that much effort at speech had
taxed his powers to their frayed limits.

“ Do you want to know?” inquired Bar-
rows with a brutal irony:
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* Since I left,” said the Serpent in appar-
ent good humor. “ Ah, you missed the Ser-
pent. E/k bien, he is back. Now we shall
all be rich, but—"

He hesitated.

Le Grand Titi threw a glance full of
meaning at the woman who was surrepti-
tiously pulling at his sleeve.

“ What’s your hurry, pal?” he asked.
“Sit down, Let’s hear about it. There
never was one like you, Serpent, for nosing
out jobs. You remember the last one—the
old man—"

“That was a joke.”” The Serpent
laughed softly. “ What a face he made
when I tickled his ribs with my knife, but
he coughed up. Pity it wasn’t more. Only
a thousand francs in small silver, the old
skinflint.”

“ And then when the knife slipped—by
accidentlike—and he let out a yell, and
you pricked his tongue,” continued Titi, his
eyes brightening, “ Diex/ What a dull life
since you were put away! Those were the
days, pal.”

“ We must bring them back again, old
comrade,” said the Serpent. ¢ Listen, I
know of—but I don’t talk business before
women,” he added sharply.

“ Get out, kid,” commanded Titi. * Get
out and stay out. The Serpent and me has
something more to do than look at you.
And let me see you smile, kid. There’s fine
clothes coming to you. Take that funeral
face out and lose it, do you hear?”

Louise rose slowly and went to the door.
At it she paused, and turned.

“1 warn you,” she said shrilly. “The
Serpent means you no good. I know his
tricks.”

“ Get out with you. Bon sang! When
a chance comes along, you want to stand
in my way. Get out of here, and hurry!”

A glass crashed against the door jamb,
and ducking hastily, the woman with one
despairing glance backward, went out.
~ «“Name of Judas,” said Titi, breathing

heavily, “ what can you make of them?
She shouts her head off for money all the
time—well, oftener than she ought to, and
when a pal comes to show me the way to
make some, she shouts harder-than ever.
1 don’t say she ain’t all right most ways,
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but she don’t like you, Serpent, I'm sorry
to say.”

“Never mind her,” and the Serpent
chuckled to himself. “ They’re all alike.
I'm glad I'm quit of her hanging on my
coat tails. You did me a good turn, com-
rade, now I'll do you one. Give me another
glass of vinegar.”

“ What’s the job?”

The Serpent rose and went to the door,
closed it, then returned to his seat.

“I got out yesterday. Stir ain’t no
boudoir, pal, and I nearly went crazy with
joy to feel the asphalt under my feet again.
I kept walking round, sitting on benches
for hours. I was passing through rue Dau-
benton when I sees an old gent tearing his
hair. In front of his house was a truck
unloading big cases, and the two drivers
couldn’t move one of them. So monsieur
with the white whiskers hails me. ‘¢ Do you
want to earn five francs?’ says he. So I
says ‘Yes,’ and puts my shoulder under
the case. We carries the big box into the
house, through a hall and into a storeroom
at the back. I keeps my eyes open. Sil-
verware, cases of jewels, gold, everything.
Seems he was a collector. And when I
was in the big room at the back I sees a
little door, and when no one’s looking I
opens it. That dcor opens on an alley to
the street. The key was in the door. Quick
as a wink I locks it, pockets the key, col-
lects my silver cartwheel, agd walks out of
the house as innocent as a baby. Now, I
need a pal. It’s a suse thing. Are you on,
Titi? If you ain’t, there is plenty others
ready to jump at it.”

“It’s safe, you say?”

“ Couldn’t be safer.”

“All right. I’'m with you.”

“ That’s the pal. Don’t say a word to
the kid. You know what she is.”

“The kid is all right,” retorted Titi
fiercely. “1 may give her a cuff or two
for her health, but she’s all right, do you
understand,”

«“Zut! I have nothing to do with her,
pal, only the fewer in on this job the bet-
ter. See? Now, if you’re ready, come on.
It’s ten o’clock now. The old boy is go-
ing out to-night. I heard him tell his
housekeeper he was going to a swell affair.
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We'll go and have a glass of the real stuff
to warm us up.”

Titi nodded, rose, put on his cap and
followed the Serpent obediently.

At the exit of the passage a dark figure
T0se between them and the dim light of the
street. Her clutching fingers dragged
across the sleeve of Titi’s coat as he thrust
her aside.

“ Wait till I come back,” he said.

“Yes, wait till he comes back,” echoed
the Serpent, and chuckled softly. * Come
on, pal.”

The two men—the Serpent lithe, lean,
narrow shouldered; Titi of a more solid
build, less agile, plunged into the maze of
narrow alleys which still preserve the illu-
sion of the middle ages, and made their
way to the riverside. They had a drink in
a wine shop, then hurrying along the quai
in the shadow of the wall, swiftly crossed
the river to the left bank, and ascended
the slope of the rue Cardinal Lemoine into
rue Monge. A block away the statue of a
thief redeemed by his love of beauty, the
poet Villon, saw them hasten past. They
were now in a quarter of law students,
struggling musicians, artists, professors and
honest storekeepers.

The Serpent glided silently, without
speaking, indicating the way only by a jerk
of his head.

Once Titi caught him by the arm and
pointed to a stout man in a fur coat saun-
tering in a solitary street of darkened
houses, and prepared to loosen the long
scarf from his neck.

“None of that,” said the Serpent in a
decisive whisper. “Leave the bourgeois
alone. We have bigger game to-night.”

And Titi obediently knotted the scarf
again. With it he could have performed
the trick of stealing up behind the fat man,
whipping the scarf over his head and under
his chin, then turning suddenly and garot-
ting him by lifting him onto his bent back.
But the Serpenf was right—as usual.
What was a watch and a purse to the
pockets full of money which his pal had
promised him as they went over the Pont
Marie?

“ Now, listen,” said the Serpent, stop-
ping suddenly, “ there is the back alley.
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You see it is too narrow for a truck to go
through, otherwise the case would have
been delivered there easily, and there would
be no story for to-morrow’s papers. Half-
way up is the door—the third door. We
go in. We close the door. You wait in the
storeroom while I go into the house and
take a look round. Listen, now; if you
hear anything in the alley, whistle twice.
Is that plain?”

Titi cleared his throat. What a fellow
this was for making plans that always
worked!

“ Yes, that is understood, pal.”

All at once he felt disturbed. It was
months since he had done a job. What ii
anything were to happen?

“Pah!” he said, and spat for luck.
“Let’s get a move on. It’s cold.”

“ Oh, he, you’re in a hurry all at once,”
and the Serpent made a curious hissing
through his teeth. “ E/% bien. So much
the better. Forward!”

The door yielded to the key which the
Serpent had pocketed the day before, and
the two men descended a couple of steps to
the floor. The Serpent closed the door
softly behind him, and gave Titi a slight
push over to one side.

‘ Stand here. Don’t move away. And
two whistles!” he whispered into Titi’s ear
and slipped away with the surety of the
night prowler.

Titi shrugged his shoulders. Thq Ser-
pent had his little ways. He loved to do
the job himself, with one assistant to be on
guard, working in silence, often without a
light, with socks over his shoes and rubber
gloves over his cruel, thin fingers. He had
never given himself away, and he would
not have served a term in prison had not
some one gone with tales to the palice,
And though Titi had never uttered a word
on the subject, he had a shrewd notion of
the informer’s name and sex.

‘This was a queer joint he was in, reeking
with ancient and mysterious smells. The
darkness was thick about him, nor did it
seem to become less heavy and oppressive
as the minutes dragged on. The Apache
turned his head from side to side, peering
here and there, but he could distinguish no
definite object or reassuring shape. From

S
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one corner beside him came a strange occa-
sional noise as of some object being dragged
over the floor with infinite pains. A rat
no doubt with a straw or fragment of food.
For a storeroom the atmosphere was un-
naturally warm, and especially after the
cold of out of doors. Titi’s eyes, weary
with straining, began to droop. ,

“Bon sang!” he thought to himself.
“This will never do.
asleep. What is keeping the Serpent?”

He drew a cigarette from his pocket and
closed his lips upon it.

Finished—the poverty, the sour avine,
the scraps from the market, refuse from the
hotels. To-morrow a good meal, a good
bed, a good cigarette—new clothes—a new
dress for the kid. Funny about the Ser-
pent. A queer cold-blooded fellow that like
—Ilike the serpents he was named for. An-
other man had taken his girl, and he comes
back, shakes his hand, congratulates him,
and gives him a pocketful of money. And
yet one time in his life he had seemed to
be crazy about Louise. A dangerous fel-
low, the Serpent, when he was in a bad
mood. Assuredly if he had not been out
of the way, safely as he thought, he, Titi,
would have steered clear of his girl. He
must go easy with the kid, or maybe she
would serve him the way she had served
the Serpent. Dame! What was he think-
ing of—in this silence where perhaps
thoughts were audible.

What was keeping the Serpent? Not a
sound from beyond, out of that darkness
which had swallowed up his pal.

The devil take that rat. Why had
Providence given vermin like rats eyes to
see in the dark?> If only he could see a
foot in front of him he would feel more at
his ease. Supposing now ‘the old man,
armed and waiting, had surprised his pal.

Suddenly his drowsy brain leaped to its
sentinel post. A door had clicked. The
muscles of his back tautened, the drum-
ming of his pulses seemed to deafen his
powers of hearing. Some one was coming.
Was it the Serpent or not? Titi let the
cigarette fall from his dry lips and moist-
ened them. There was a creak in the si-
lence. For a moment he hesitated, then
exhaled his breath in two faint hissings.

I shall be falling
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An echo answered the signal, and out of
the darkness some one approached and
touched him.

“Titi?”

“ Ves,” )

At the familiar touch Titi could have
flung his arms about his pal.

“ Well?” he asked in a whisper.

“ A handful of jewels, unset, a pocketful
of gold ornaments, and a wad of notes.”

“ Bigre! We are in luck.”

“ Heard anything?” -

“ A rat in the corner.”

The pressure of the hand upon his arm
reassured him. It increased and impercep-
tibly he obeyed the force which was moving
him away from where he stood.

“ Good! We’d best make our get-away.
Wait till I find the door. It’s so cursed
dark.”

Tito stood waiting. A good thing the
Serpent had eyes like an animal.

He heard a click. They were safe. The
door was open.

“ Go ahead. Up two steps, pal,”
Serpent gave him a push.

Titi obeyed eagerly, and put his foot over
the sill.

“ Dieu!” he said, astonished.
see yet—it’s warm outside.”

A sudden thrust upon his shoulder sent
him forward, and he fell sprawling on hands
and knees. There was a click as of a door
closing.

“ Hi, Serpent!” he cried.

There was no reply. What had hap-
pened? It was still dark. That was
strange. Outside in the night it should
have been lighter surely. And what was
that rustling near him, the strange smell?

“ Serpent! Old pal!” he cried again.

His groping hands touched sand, peb-
bles, then a glassy surface. All at once he
emitted a frightened gasp. His hands had
fallen upon something cold and rough which
moved, slipping beneath his fingers.

A flame of light flashed into being in
the darkness, and behind it dimly the mock-
ing, distorted face of the Serpent.

Titi’s lips voiced some inaudible sounds.
As the match expired he crashed his fist
against the place where the face had been.
It struck glass.

The
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and I can’t marry the man part of you with-
out marrying the business half too. You've
got to admit that John, because it’s so.
Well, I like the man half of you darn well.
Yes, I admit it. Wait—don’t crowd yet!
But I don’t like the business half of you—
one—damned—bit. And there you are.”

Trench stared mightily. There was a
good deal of puzzlement in his stare, as if
he suspected some occylt meaning in this
declaration.

“T1 mean just that,” she went on, her
smile a little crooked from the hurt in her
heart. “ If I take you, you’ll have to come
to me clean—come to me honest. And
Cheer-O isn’t either clean or honest. If
you want me you’ll have to divorce
Cheer-Q. She’s not my kind of girl. Wind
it up, the whole works, wind it up—and
give Carfax back his money. I think that’s
all.”

“ By God, I knew you weren’t feeling
right!” Trench exclaimed after a long blank
look. “ You've overdone—it must be this
hot weather—”

Kate shook her head vigorously.

- T’m all right—and you know it. Don’t
spar for wind like that. I gave you my
proposition. What’s your answer?”

“ How can I answer such nonsense—such
silly rot!” . '

“Youll have to answer that silly rot,
just the same. If you want me—”

“Very well, then. Listen.” She saw
that Trench’s face was grim. She knew he
was deeply stirred. She felt that what he
said now he meant and would live up to.
She was badly frightened.

“I'll tell you one good reason I built up
this business you've taken such a sudden
hate to. You’ll admit I've done some work
on it; put a lot of time and thought into it?
Well, the reason for that, at least the chief
reason, was that I once had a splendid,
wonderfu] girl as my secretary—a girl who
became my pal. I was glad to work for
that girl. I was glad to Qcheme my head
off, becau<e whatever it got me gave that
gu'l a good time—little pleasures of all
sorts. And when she was happy I was hap-
py too. So, pretty soon, the whole foolish
business got to mean just one thing to me
—it stood for Kate Singleton’s happiness.
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And all the time I was planning and work-
ing this thing up, I never heard one word
of objection from that girl—not one word.”

Kate cried a protest. “Oh! Unfair,
She never knew—"

“ She never asked. She never showed
that she cared,” Trench answered sternly.
“ Further, I don’t think she did care. She
—well, she didn’t show such a damned nice -
solicitude about these little things.”

Kate’s face flushed. What he said was
brutal in its truth, and unfair—but true.
She bad to admit it was true. And she saw
in a flash that she would lose him because
of what she had been. ‘

“ No,” Trench went on, “ she didn’t care.
So I went on until I was ready to clean up.
1 was ready to give the girl all I'd worked
for and won. And now—now when I've
gone on to the finish, she turns it down.
It’s not nice enough for her. It’s not clean
—not honest. I ask you, have you been
honest with me? Have you been fair?”

Kate answered in a quiet little voice she
scarcely knew as her own. She was pale
again, but her chin was high and her eyes
were brave.

“T'm trying to be fair now. Trymg to
be on the level. I—my dear, I had to do
it. I can’t help it—that’s my ultimatum!”
A moment she wavered, then: “ Give up
this—this trick business—or give up me.”

“ That’s flat?”

“ That’s flat.”

Trench, also pale, his mouth hard and
his eyes cold, considered her with deadly

gravity, “I'm afraid,” he said at last—
“I'm afraid thats rather—ridiculous.
Sorry.”

Kate bowed her head.

Trench hesitated just a little longer.
Then he walked back to his chair, sat down

and took up a great sheaf of mail that wait-
ed his readmg

“1f you're ready, Miss Smgleton,” he
said formally.

For more than two hours they sat at op-
posite sides of the desk. Kate’s pencil cov-
ered page after page of her notebook. Her
hand did not falter and her notes were per-
fect. But when she had finished, and gone
back to her desk, she could not have said
whether she had worked five seconds or
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your head up. Play the game, Kate, we've
got to play the game. A rotten little loser
you are. Yes, rotten! You can’t go back.
You can’t. Want to spoil all Trench’s
chances now—now when he’s o1 his feet
again? You will #ot/ That’s better, grin
and show your ugly teeth. All you get for
snivelling’s a bunch of crape and charity—
and we’re not asking charity yet not from
anybody, my dear!”

More work for the powder rag. More
work for the mirror. Then her chin was
high in the air and the old briskness re-
turned. She went out of that lcnely room
humming the gay little melody of a new
jazz, a vision in bronze silk and brownish-
green chiffon, the old, generous allotment
of bronze silk ankles on view; the same pert,
challenging way with her hat, I'ps smiling
and brown eyes bright. She was a vision—
a vision good for summer days and sore
hearts, and so she stepped from tae elevator
to meet two men face to face—Jchn Trench
and John Farnsworth.

Not for nothing had she given Walter
Carfax that third kiss.

It was Trench who took possession of her
with a smiling “ Good morning ” that de-
ceived the world. Farnsworth moved at
her other hand and they went without any
talk to a far, quiet corner of the hotel
lounge.

They seated themselves, chiirs pulled
close together. There was a short silence.
Kate could not have spoken to save her life,
or the life of the man she loved who sat
so close to her. Trench appeired to be
waiting. It was Farnsworth who began.

Farnsworth had changed. Ten days had
done with him the work of ten vears. The
man had suffered shockingly. His hair
seemed more startlingly white, his face more
lined and seamed and the black eyes had
lost luster. Most noticeable of a'l, he lacked
the arrogance of carriage, the olc, tense self-
control. He raised a thin, corded hand and
the hand trembled slightly.

When he spoke, Farnsworth’s voice was
much the same, only a little less controlled,
quavering unexpectedly. But as he talked

_he turned his eye often upon his son, an
anxious, almost haggard look as if he
strove to please John Trench.
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“Miss Singleton,” Farnsworth said
eagerly, “I'm here to confess my mistake
in you. I want to ask you, if you can to
forgive the injustice I did you. I want to
say I am guilty—and ashamed—”

“No, no, please!” Kate murmured un-
steadily, her hand on his arm. ¢ Please
say no more!”

Farnsworth went on: “I am ashamed,
and humble. My only excuse is that I was
blind with pride—and prejudice against you.
And now I know I have to thank you—to
thank you for making of my son what I
failed to do, an honest man. I failed and
you succeeded. John has told me. I know
what you did, the generous sacrifice you
made—-to turn him—to convince him and
win him. And your sacrifice—your gener-
osity, was not wasted. That did what I
failed to do. Will you forgive me?”

So far Kate heard him without interrup-
tion. She was dazed—not quite capable of
realizing what he said at once. But now
it reached her.

“ Farnsworth, I—there’s some mistake
here. I didn’t do anything. It was you—
you who—"

Farnsworth shook his head slowly.

“It was you,” Trench said earnestly.
“You, Kate. When you gave me your ulti-
matum—rwhen you told me what to do with
Cheer-O that morning. I was pretty sore
for a while, Kate—pretty cut up about it.
But that was only pride—and I saw that it
was only pride, And, Kate, pride doesn’t
count for one plugged cent with me, not
alongside what you think. And I did make
the change before my—my father came. I
was ready to tell you that very afternoon.
You see? You do see!”

“(0-oh!” The cry was half sob, half
laugh, altogether happiness. “ Then I
didn’t flivver?”

 Of course you didn’t. Kate—"

But Kate had turned to Farnsworth. Her
arm was about the elder man’s shoulder
and her cheek rubbed his—a warm, caress-
ing cheek. She was whispering rapidly:
“ Farnsworth, I'm sorry it was me. You
deserved it. Yes, you did! I—I do wish
it had been you—and you’re a regular fel-
low to tell me. A man! I’ve admired that
much of you always—your courage. And
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clean pair of heels to anything the old
chief can muster, and that French cruiser
is in Sydney for repairs. This is our chance
of a lifetime!”

Blackwood glanced up wearily. * No!
For the last time, no! I said I was through
with that life, and I am. I have a wife,
and she doesn’t know of the past, and she
won’t, either.”

Thomas leaned suddenly toward him,
his voice sounding strangely ominous in
the tropical heat of the cabin.

“-She won’t, not if you come with me,
Jimmy Blackwood. I need you and your
schooner. 1 need it bad!”

Blackwood rose to his feet, eyes flashing.

“Sit down!” Thomas spoke swiftly.
“Sit down an’ listen. I have you where I
want you.” He waved Blackwood’s own
pistol freely. “Sit down, Jimmy; don’t
tempt me. You say your wife don’t know;
for instance, about the gal in Tahiti on the
dockhead. Sit down, don’t get excited. I
-know it’s a damn lie, but that doesn’t hurt
it any. Lots of people will believe it, an’
Y can find a hundred that have heard it so
often they’ll swear to it. That’s the boy,
Jimmy, easy does it. You can’t play the
smug, honest sea captain with me. Billet!
Who the hell wants a billet when he kas a
round turn on a fortune? You an’ your
damn sugar tongued religion can’t gyp me
cut o’ this moneny. I got ten thousand
dollars’ worth out already; that’s what
started the rumpus when they set me adrift.
Think it over now an’ let me know. If
you can’t take me there, then I guess you
must have a nice little stake stowed away
somewhere that 'l last me until I pass out.
Think it over, Jimmy.”

He staggered over to the bunk and threw
himself on the bedding, his short fat legs
sprawled out.

Blackwood left the cabin, stumbling aim-
lessly up to the deck. Like a man in a
dream, with leaden feet, struggling through
a nightmare, he made his way aft.

His blurred eyes and numbed brain did
not see a brown shape duck behind the
mainmast. It was Talea, the cook. The
brown skinned Polynesian was troubled.
Captain Jim’s customary smile was missing.
He sensed that all was not well.
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Talea regarded the back of Captain Jim
thoughtfully. Many years of service had
taught him to read his master like a book.
Talea was brown, the color of mahogany.
Heathen, perhaps, savage, yet in spite of
it all, he loved Captain Jim with a love
that was past understanding. Nothing
seemed too exacting if it was done for Cap-
tain Jim. Childlike, faithful, he was the
very personification of unselfish devotion.

Captain Jim had admired a finely grad-
uated sextant a fellow ship captain owned.
Next day Talea made him a present of that
self same sextant. It was returned with
profuse apologies by Blackwood. Talea
had not yet reached the eighth command-
ment in the missionary school. “ Thou
shalt not steal,” was new to him; likewise,
a mere jumble of words.

Blackwood clung to the taffrail, a bitter
cold ‘in his heart. This was the end. The
life he had reclaimed would fall to pitiful
ruins at the touch of that drunken beast
below. Most of what he would tell was un-
true. But they were lies that he had not
taken the trouble to deny in his young,
hot-headed youth. Now they returned to
him like Frankenstein’s monster. Some of
them were true. Thomas’s reference to the
days when they recruited black labor, not
always legally nor willingly, for instance.

Jimmy Blackwood had disappeared from
his old haunts one day and his associates
knew him no more. He had quietly cast off
the old life and began anew. Even the
vilest ulcer will heal if the flesh and life
is clean. Success had followed his deter-
mination to live down the past, and he
prospered. He had paid many of his debts,
made new friends. He would always stake
a man to a fresh start. Beach combers,
broken men, had come to him for succor.
When a white man is down in the South
Seas, he is down; even the dirty, ragged
natives look down on him. These meng
Blackwood had helped. No one was turned
away. Then he had met the missionary’s
daughter in Suva. The marriage followed
soon after, for Blackwood had a new repu-
tation, and it had preceded him.

Soon they would reach Apia and Victoria.
He knew that Thomas would carry out his
contemptible plan; it was all in the breed.

9 A
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He knew that Thomas would tell his tale
as only Thomas could. He was not lacking
in adjectives and imagination that would
color it a blazing red. Victoria would ask
him if it-were true. Could he deny it?
Much of it he could, and would But the
rest—the part that was true— He shook
his head in torment. He was :aught be-
tween two fires. If he bribed Thomas, the
man would be back when the money was
spent. If he went to the pear beds and
succeeded in escaping the vigilance of the
patrol that was always near, regardless of
Thomas’s information that it wasn’t, he
would have blotted his record—vould have
given Thomas a new hold on him, and the
riddle would still be unsolved. Nothing
would sate the appetite of this leech that
had fastened itself to its victirn. It was
bitter—galling.

For a moment he nurtured the desire that
Thomas might die with his heurt trouble.
Then, when he thought of the interminable
wait, the uncertainty of it, he cast it out,
cursing himself for a fool.

He railed inwardly at his lack of courage
to kill this human vulture. He consoled
" himself with the thought that :t would be
better that he depend on his clean record
than have a long life of soiled years with
murder to cap it off with. Still, the thought
held him. It was a solution to his imme-
diate troubles.

A tugging at his elbow drev; his atten-
tion. It was Talea, his big luninous eyes
filled with intense sympathy. Talea spoke
softly, trustingly:

“ Captain Jim, him damn liar, eh? Ta-
lea savvy. Him want plent cumshaw.
Cumshaw no good; better feec him mao.”

He looked at Blackwood with the big
eyes of a dog, radiating love and loyalty—
a dog that knows but one master. There
was no one quite so perfect as (Captain Jim,
to Talea.

« A shark wouldn’t touch him, Talea; 1
think I shall kill him before v-e arrive. I
think I shall choke him to death with my
two hands. The whole world would be
better off without him.”

“ No, Captain Jim—it not good to Kill.
Him missionaries say plenty ‘hell and
high water’ to kill. Talea mike prayers;
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he die quick. Tt not good for Captain Jim
to kill. Talea, him kill damn liar, eh, Cap-
tain Jim?”

Blackwood swung on him. . “ No, Talea,
I forbid you to touch that man! It is my
medicine, Talea. I didn’t shirk before, and
I shan’t now.”

Talea regarded Captain Jim wondering-
ly, as if he had suddenly been slapped
across the cheek. Blackwood immediately
began to lay low any of Talea’s rubber
commandments by enumerating, separately
and individually, all the things he must not
do. Otherwise, Talea would find a loop-
hole, and then, serene in the thought that
he was disobeying no one, would kill Thom-
as and feel innocent of any wrongdoing.

‘Talea, you must not throw him over-
board, choke him, stab him, poison him,
hit him, or shoot him. None of these things
must you do, Talea—understand?”’

Talea nodded slowly, fixing this new ta-
ble of commandments in his head.

Blackwood, believing he had effectually
put a stop to Talea’s methods, watched him
go forward, shaking his head.

He turned away, sick at heart. Talea’s
simple faith, half Christtan, half heathen,
permitted him to pray an enemy to death.
Before Christianity had entered into Talea’s
scheme of things he merely slipped a knife
into his foe and left the praying to the
women and the old men. Since then he
had developed a table of commandments of
his own. They were a mixed affair, which
no one understood but Talea. He inter-
preted them to fit his own immediate needs.

Many natives had prayed Thomas to
death; prayed because he was too wary to
give them the chance to do anything else.

When Blackwood went below, he found
Thomas asleep. His dirty boots, borrowed
from Blackwood, were on the bunk. An
empty whisky bottle rolled with every lurch
of the schooner. For an instant Blackwood
regarded the cunning face, and felt an al-
most incontrollable impulse to take the
throat in his hands. In the grip of this
emotion he walked slowly toward the bunk,
his fingers opening and clesing convulsively,
Then he recovered a semblance of calmness
and dropped into a chair, covering his head
with his arms,
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Two days of this, and Blackwood, on the
morning of the third, collapsed on deck.
The mate carried him below in the grip of
one of his periodical attacks of fever.

It was Talea who nursed him. Talea
who held his hand that he might not hurt
himself in his delirium. Talea who told the
crew to go to hell and get their own meals.
And it was he who listened to the babblings
of his Captain Jim. Who read the whole
filthy mess and who began a solution.

When Blackwood had quieted, Talea
slipped forward into his galley. From un-
der his bunk he drew his gods. He placed
them on the bunk and began to pray the
white man to death. It mattered not that
his gods were a telephone receiver, long
since cast off, a colored marble, a set of
false teeth, and a glass eye. All these
things were magic; such magic that he
could command the respect of every brown
skinned heathen in the forecastle. He
prayed mostly to the teeth, that they might
bite Thomas. At the conclusion of the
ceremony he put his gods away and went
aft to watch the white man writhe and
die in agony.

For two hours he kept a close eye on
Thomas, and at the end of that period he

". decided that Thomas was immune.

Blackwood was quiet and resting well, so
Talea crept to the lee of the mainmast and
pondered it all over. He had heard Thomas
express a wish that Captain Jim might die.
Then he would have the schooner. Talea
had nodded slowly, as if the words were
hard to accept. As if such a man as Cap-
tain Jim could die. Surely the mission-
aries who said the white man’s God was
good would not take Captain Jim away.
Such things could not be. They were to
frighten old men and women.

It was a logical brain that Talea pos-
sessed. He went straight to the core of the
trouble. The white man had said that
Captain Jim would die. If the white man’s
God demanded a life, why not the stranger,
instead of Captain Jim? Why had Talea
become a Christian, if it wasn’t to have a
few advantages, and ask a favor occasion-
ally? Was there no benefit in being a
Christian? Talea had asked little. Once
he had prayed for a set of gold teeth that
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he might give Captain Jim, but he had not
got them. Maybe it was best not to ask,
after all.

Talea fingered the edge of his knife
thoughtfully. It was sharp. It would drink
deep of the white pig’s blood. But no, that
was not good. Captain Jim said it was
not.

Talea had carefully inquired of the mis-
sionaries if there was any way of killing
one’s enemies without the wrath of the Lord
descending. He had a carefully itemized
list. The knife, choking, poison, all, the
missionary had said, was taboo.

Talea, too, had his problem. Perhaps
he solved it with his curious childlike sim-
plicity. Perhaps he confounded his heath-
en beliefs with the little Christianity he had
absorbed. Perhaps the fusion of the two
allowed a greater elastic limit. At any rate,
he disappeared forward, smiling contented-
ly. Not one of Captain Jim’s *“ don’ts”
had been violated. Not even a crack ap-
peared in the missionary’s commandments.

Just before dark Talea appeared at the
foot of the mainmast. Thomas was speak-
ing to the mate in the stern. His eyes
caught Talea struggling with a shark. He
saw the shark swinging from the shrouds,
saw Talea approach and suddenly throw
something into the clamping jaws and then
back away.

The shark lay still for a moment. Then
it began to struggle—to lash about—then
it became quiet.

“ What’s that heathen doin’ to that
shark? I never saw one of ’em die so quick
in my life! It’s a gray nurse, too!”

The mate answered laconically: “ Oh,
that’s Talea trying out some of his native
poison, I guess. Terrible stuff that—I saw
a Hawaiian in the Solomons fix his best
enemy up with it, and he died clawing the
deck. It is usually put into the victim’s
food. They say it tastes bitter; as bitter
as gall and wormwood. - Then outside of a
sharp pain in the heart and that rotten
bitter taste, it is all over but the sailmaker’s
job. There is no antidote. Thirty seconds
does the job. Thinking of jumping off?”

“ About two years from now, but not
that way, thanks!” Thomas repressed a
shudder.



THE HEATHEN SEA COOK.

Talea had begun his traverse tetween the

commandments of Christianity, heathen

gods, and Captain Jim. He cut the shark
down and kicked it with his foot into the
scuppers. Then, just before dinaer, he ap-
proached Thomas standing aft against the
rail. Talea spoke softly.

“You ask Captain Jim cumsiaw, Talea
bring 'em.” He drew forth a ctamois skin
bag. “ See, plenty pearls, here is, you go
‘way?” Talea.held the bag close to him,
out of Thomas's reach. '

“ Open ’em, you heathen—cpen ’em!”
Thomas breathed hoarsely, his eyes fixed
on the bag.

Talea, without a word, poured a stream
of creamy silver gems into his brown palm.
The pearls glowed and shone with life.
They nestled in his palm like a :iny mound
of opalescent frost. To Thomas they rep-
resented all that he had lost by his muti-
nous crew, and a few thousards besides.
His beady eyes glittered. lis tongue
seemed to clog in his throat. “ Ho!
Pretty baubles, right here on the Dolphin,
eh? Crackin’ a private bed on the sly,
eh? Foxy devil, old Flyaway; always was.”

Thomas feasted his eves. The tiny pile
of perfect gems conjured visions. Then,
suddenly, he swept the jewels into his palm,
before the astonished Talea cculd prevent
him. He backed away, his hand on his hip.
Thomas chuckled, and eved the pearls
closer. Talea dropped his bhand to his
knife, but stopped, as Captain Jim’s warn-
ing flashed into his brain. “ You go?
You go now, take whaleboat?” His voice
was soft. Too soft. Thomas caught the
note of warning, and looked up quickly.
“ Go? No, you brown devil, T won’t go.”
He caressed the pearls greedil:”, keeping a
sharp eye on Talea.

“ Better you go.” Talea's voice again
held a note of warning. Thom as answered
with a tremendous blow of 1is fist. It
caught Talea flush on the ear. and he fell
to the deck. When he rose it was slowly,
and painfully. One side of his head was be-
ginning to puff. The weight of the hamlike
fist was like the blow of a steam hammer.

Talea felt the loss of the pearls keenly.
He had been saving them for the expected
arrival of little Captain Jim. He made his
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way forward to the galley, a strange fire
in his eyes, hatred tugging at his heart.

While he was preparing the evening meal
his face regained its usual calmness—in-
scrutable and even. Before he called Thom-
as to dinner that night he stooped and drew
the medicine chest from under the bunk.
After a moment’s scrutiny he brought out
a bottle, which he hid away in his loin
cloth. Then he rose to his feet and moved
swiftly to the table.

His face wrinkled into a smile, revenge-
ful and vindictive. The bottle appeared
magically. Tiny white grains dropped into
a dish. A cunning smile played for an in-
stant over his face. When Thomas came
down to dinner alone, only Talea was there,
standing behind him, his arms folded.

The cabin oil light swung slowly to and
fro. Thomas vouchsafed no reference to
the episode of the afternoon. The mate
would come down when Thomas relieved
him for dinner. After eying Talea a sec-
ond, Thomas smiled and dropped into his
chair. The meal began with Thomas nois-
ily sipping his soup. Talea watched the
spoon on its first journey with staring eyes.
A tenseness only broken by the rattle of
spoon on dish seemed to grow perceptibly.
Talea’s eyes were glued on the soup spoon
as it moved from dish to mouth.

Thomas felt his eyes upon him. He
stopped, a horrible suspicion in his mind.
He saw Talea’s eyes fixed on his plate, a
smile of derision on his face. Immediately
a bitter, galling taste filled his mouth.
Poison! No antidote! His spoon slipped
from his nerveless fingers. He lunged to
his feet. His voice was hoarse with fear.

“ Taste this, you brown— Taste this,
I say!” He flung his chair against the
bulkhead, pointing to the soup on the table.
Talea, unmoved, watched through narrow-
ing eyes. Thomas, now torn by a terrible
fear, slowly dropped his hand to his hip.
Talea edged nearer the door. Thomas’s
voice cracked sharply, deeply tinged with
terror.

 Taste this, damn you.” The words
seemed to rattle like castanets. “ Or I'll
drill you!” He jerked out his pistol. Talea
let out one horrified, terror-stricken shriek
of fear and dashed for the scuttle.









950

“’Vangeline,” he said simply.

Perhaps the one thing in which Mistuh
Omen Shaggs took greatest pride was
the fact that he was city born and city
bred. Country life had never known him
~—not even for one fleeting moment. It
was, indeed, his boast that he had never
been outside the city of Mobile—and its
suburbs—in his life. Being thus uncon-
taminated by country influences, his ig-
norance of cattle in general, and of cows
in particular, was vast and all encompass-
ing. True, he recognized on sight certain
contours as being distinctly bovine; and he
was acquainted with that rumor to the effect
that milk comes from cows. It is even
permissible to surmise from this that he
may have reasoned that all cows gave milk.
But further than this, he was woefully ig-
norant upon the subject of livestock.

Nor was this the only respect in which
he occupied a distinct disadvantage at the
moment; for, he did not know Brothuh
Threadgill, even by reputation. But the
latter had not only acquainted himself with
the limitations of Mistuh Shaggs’s knowl-
edge along certain lines—among these be-
ing the subject of cattle—but he had picked
up, during the week just passed, various
bits of information, which, he reasoned,
" wisely used, should react to his personal
gain, Prominent among these was the fact
that Mistuh Shaggs very earnestly desired
the codperation of one milch cow as an ad-
junct to the restaurant end of his activities.
In the rear of Omen’s place of business
there was a lot large enough to give a cow
sufficient room to ramble, of which fact,
too, Brothuh Threadgill was well aware.

Considering all of these things it can be
seen that Brothuh Threadgill’s request for
a loan was unusually well timed. Omen’s
heart had almost leaped into his throat as
soon as he had caught the drift of the
other’s conversation. For here was a
chance to secure the services of a cow with-
out having to buy it! He succeeded in re-
pressing his personal longing, though, in
deference to what he considered good busi-
ness judgment.

“ Drive her up clos’ter,” he ordered as
casually as he could.

Brothuh Threadgill gave the necessary
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command, and ’Vangeline’s gentle, pensive
face appeared outlined in the shaft of light
that streamted from the shop window.
Mistuh Shaggs almost surrendered with-
out parley. He remembered having heard
somewhere that cows sometimes hook
people, but ’Vangeline’s expression nailed
this at once as a vicious slander. It was
a friendly—even an affectionate—face
which met Omen Shaggs’s gaze. Large,
soulful brown eyes looked tranquilly—one
might even have said appealingly—into
his; eyes that spoke of a disposition not
easily stirred to unfriendly manifestations.

But it was one of Omen’s principles
never to show too great a readiness to do
business,

“ She don’t look to me,” he commented
haphazardly, “as bein’ ve’y vallyble
secu’ity.”

“Not vallyble?” Brothuh Threadgill
snorted. “A man wid yo’ knowledge o’
livestocks sayin’ ’Vangeline don’t look
vallyble!  Brothuh Shaggs, you s'prises
me!”

This subtly conceived compliment to a
knowledge that he knew he did not possess
tickled Mistuh Shaggs’s vanity. Brcthuh
Threadgill, sensing as much, followed up
his advantage. .

“T1l gua’ntee pussnally ’at dey ain’t a
mo’ vallyble specimunt—fo’ de breed—-
nowheres.”

“ What breed?” .

“ Ginyouwine Hi'nbro-Pcrsian!”

Mistuh Shaggs hiad no more idea as to
what a ¢ Himbro- Persian ” might be than
had Brothuh Threadgill himself. The ap-
pellation, though, was distinctly high sound-
ing; it fairly breathed of aristocratic line-
age.

But Omen still hesitated.

“ Look like she got mighty long hawns,”
he observed critically. “’At would make
her bad ’bout hookin’.”

“ *Vangeline wouldn’t hook nothin’!”’ was
Brothuh Threadgill’s vehement assurance.
And, as Mistuh Shaggs seemed still to be
doubtful, an idea occured to him. “ You
makes out a paper,” he asked, “ when you
loans money?”

“Cose. Duplikicks. ’At’s business.
De borryer gits one an’ I keeps de other.”
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this ended the interview. As he turned to
leave the shop, Omen heari Brothuh
Threadgill’s voice: “ We lives an’ learns,
Mistuh Shaggs—we lives an’ l¢arns.”

III.

ON the return trip Shaggs sized up the
situation. From Jehu’s general demeanor,
rather than from anything that he had
said, Omen had gathered that tl.e other had
no intention of redeeming his pledge at the
end of the thirty days for which the loan
had been made. There was a chance, he
reflected, that during this period he might
be able to hire ’Vangeline out s a beast of
burden. And, at the end of the month, he
could be disposed of for butchering.

He stopped off at the baggage hauling
and transfer establishment of F.lambo Haw-
kins for enlightenment as to the possible
chances of success with the first named
course of action.

“IAt ox was so wo’ out,” Rambo in-
formed him cheerfully when ke had heard
the story, “’at he wasn’t fitten fo’ haulin’
no mo’. Threadgill couldn’t sell him, so he
puck you out.” :

“ Well, he may be a crook.” Omen ad-
mitted miserably, “ but you has to give him
credit fo’ dis much.”

[ What?”

“ When it comes to pickin’, :1e sho’ is one
mo’ gran’ lil picker!”

This left only one possible source of re-
trieving his loss: the butcher. He sought
out the meat market of his friend, Ananias
Barlow. The latter, although he listened
sympathetically, also proved o0 be a Job’s
comforter.

“1 woul'n’t slaughter ’at ven’able ol’
beas’,” he stated emphatically, * if he was
gave to me free gratus. What ain’t bone is
skin, an’ what ain’t skin is inuskel. You

" could pahboil him fo’ a week, an’ eben den
de meat would scrumple up ce tushes of a
hongry he-yalligator.”

Omen’s hope that there might be some
way of recovering at least a dortion of his
money had been pitiably shcrt lived. He
knew that it would be useless to inquire
as to further markets for ’Vangeline upon
the hoof. And, should he, in a misguided

953

moment, decide to do the slaughtering and
marketing himself, he realized that the story
of how he came into possession of the an-
cient animal would already have been
spread broadcast, with the certainty that the
meat would go begging. Then, too, if it
were of the quality that Ananias Barlow
had so eloquently described, he would not
dare serve it in his restaurant.

Look at it from any angle he would, the
case seemed hopeless. Boiled down to its
essentials, the fact stood out that Jehu
Threadgill now owned in fee simple twenty
big round dollars that had recently been
the property of Omen Shaggs, while the lat-
ter was left for an indefinite period as cus-
todian of approximately seven hundred
pounds of positively valueless ex-work ox.
It is not to be wondered at, then, that when
he arrived at his place of business, he was
in a considerably peeved frame of mind.
Nor, was this condition improved by the
conversation which young Izrul Toddy in-
augurated immediately upon his arrival.

“You 'member ’at new quilt yo’ wife
finished up las’ week, Mistuh Shaggs?”
Izrul asked, grinning.

“Don’t com’ botherin’ me ’bout no quilt
now, bay!” Omen commanded brusquely.

“ Nawsuh, I ain’t. Well, suh, it was
hangin’ on de back fence, an’—”

¢ Shut up!”’

“ Yassuh, Iis. De quilt was hangin’—”

“ Ain’t 1 tol’ you to hush? I's got mo’
weightier things ’an quilts in my thoughts
now.”

“ Yassuh! But, 'Vangeline got de quilt
in his stummick—mos’ of it.”

Izrul’s statement, though, had been ex-
aggerated, as Mistuh Shaggs found when he
rushed to the rear door of the restaurant.
There was more than half the quilt—a good
two-thirds of it—still intact. Beginning
with the lower left-hand corner, though, a
large slice of it had disappeared. As Omen
rushed from the building for a closer view
of what had been but yesterday the fairest
example of his wife’s handiwork, ’Vangeline
welcomed him with a plaintive, half sub-
dued, “ M-m-moo-uh!”

At this, Mistuh Shaggs almost lost con-
trol of himself. He came within an ace, to
be exact, of liquidating his security upon the
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sia, but Emmons O. Perthwether is not
that sort of talker. A conversation will be
droning along like that and Emmons will
come up and—snap!—there is life where
there was ashes. He leaps into the breach.
He grabs the breach and smacks it on the
back. He tosses the breach into the air
and shoots it full of holes. His eyes
sparkle, his face beams, he spills golden
statistics and winged words and aphorisms
and general Grade A talk by the yard.

“ Russia? Tl tell you something about
Russia,” he will say, pulling up a chair
and shaking a wirile forefinger at us.
“ Russia is done! Now, you'll ask why;
T’ll tell you why—eighteen versts northeast
of Koppakallij, just on the verge of the
Dubjobju Desert, is the town of Nijnitojni-
gob. Tt is the principal market place of
the Khamtartars and the Mullinogors from
the Dan-Baikal region south of Koobah.
To-day—to-day, gentlemen—you can buy
in the market there 18,654,000 rubles for
thirty-four Chilian sesterci, and a pood of
No. 2 Chinese whiffik costs 564 yellow pi-
yen in the same market! Only day before

vesterday, at five o’clock in the afternoon— -

or, to be quite frank, in the p.M.—I met
‘Hunga Dinga Din, the eminent Hindu
snake charmer, on Fifth Avenue, and I
quoted these figures to him and asked what
they meant. And he knows! He was in
Calcutta only ten years ago, and he knows!
He said to me—I give his exact words—
‘It means, mister, that Russia is done!’
So, I say, Russia is done! Thoroughly and
completely done!”

Thus he will take the conversation and
toss it in the air and spin it and bite pieces
out of it and spit them back, and enlighten
us in fine shape.

With Emmons O. Perthwether in the
club there is no longer any excuse for dull-
ness. If he sees a group of ancient vale-
tudinarians droning away, with one of them
saying:

“ But, on the other hand, professor, I
have seen among the Celtic remains at
Glof-na-Mnagl, in, the Diocese of Os-
sory—" up will step Emmons O. Perth-
wether and say:

«“ And speaking of Ossory, old dears,
have you heard the story of the two Irish-
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men of Kilkenny? It seems that one was
named Mike and one was named Pat—or,
no! I've got that wrong; one was named
Pat and the other was named Mike. Well,
neither of them had ever seen a Ford
car_))

To the members of the Troglodyte Club,
whose rooms resemble nothing so much as a
gloomy cave, a fresh and zippy member like
Emmons O. Perthwether was indeed a real
blessing. Indeed, I more than once heard
members say, as Emmons approached,
“ Ah, here comes our little ray of sun-
shine!” To see him remove his overcoat
and glance around, his eyes beaming
through his gold rimmed spectacles and the
rays of the electrics causing his bald head
to gleam like a gold globe, was to see some-
thing! ’

I admit frankly that I was the man who
proposed Emmons O. Perthwether for
membership in the Troglodyte Club.

“ Join us! We need you!” I told him.
“The club is becoming moss grown and
moldy. We require freshness and youth.
The average age of the members is now
seventy-two years and eight months, and
it should be lowered. The dues are $100
per annum, payable in advance, plus the
initiation fee of $200. Join us, Emmons;
we need you.” -

I need not say that as soon as Emmons
O. Perthwether joined the club he gave us
the benefit of his advice. He gave it eager-
ly and freely. His suggestion that the
gloomy brown curtains, brown upholstery,
and brown walls be changed to something
lively and more resembling the interior and
furnishings of the Razzjazz Café was en-
thusiastically received, and, at the month-
ly meeting of the board of governors, re-
ferred to the committee on draft riots.
This committee, it developed, had not met
since the Civil War (1861-1865), and
nothing was ever done about the refurnish-
ing of the club rooms, because, when the
committee met it discovered that fourteen
of the original eighteen members were dead,
and until the committee had formulated
resolutions of regret for each of the four-
teen, and passed them, and had them en-
grossed, no other business could be con-
sidered. Unfortunately the members of
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club with the assurance that they had been
extroduced from all those they fear might
bore them.

“T give this idea to the club, Percy, free
of charge, but I reserve all other rights in
it. I mean to push the idea. I have no
doubt that in a few vears every city, town
and village will have its official extroducer.
New York should have a Department of
Extroduction, with a staff of official extro-
ducers—say one extroducer to each ten
thousand inhabitants. Upon request the
official extroducer would extroduce any one
who made application.

“ Suppose you are introduced to a pleas-
ant man, and he turns out to be the agent
of the Rubber Heel Insurance Company.
He comes and sits with you on the train;
he stops you on the street; he calls on you
at your office and in your home. He talks
rubber heel insurance until you hate him.
Presto! You apply to the Department of
Extroduction, the official extroducer brings
you together and extroduces you, and he
dare not speak to you again. If he does
he becomes subject to five hundred dollars
fine and six months in jail.

“ Think of being extroduced from your
‘mother-in-law!” .

When I brought Emmons O. Perthweth-
. er’s suggestion to the attention of the board
of governors of the Troglodytes I saw every
aged eye brighten. It was amusing to see
the eager gleam and then the effort made to
hide it.

“ Ah—1I think the suggestion might be
considered,” said our president.

Professor Vimblick spoke up promptly.

“ I move its adoption,” he said. * For
forty years I've suffered that infernal old
bore, Major John J. Mikkus, to pour his
insufferable lion tales into my poor ears
until I’'m half insane.
—we want this official extroducer.
it!”

To my amazement the motion carried
unanimously, and so did the one creating
me official extroducer.

“ Gentlemen,” I said, “ I will try to de-
.. serve this honor. I will try to use this
power sanely. Before extroducing any one
"I shall use every means at my disposal to

I move

" "make sure they should be extroduced. I

We want this thing
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shall also establish an extroduction box
into which a member may drop a slip
bearing his own name and that of any
member from whom he wishes to be extro-
duced, or that of any two members fe
thinks should be extroduced.”

“Look here!” said Professor Vimblick,
just before the board arose. ‘ This extro-
ducer idea is all well enough, but can’t any
young fcol of a jackanapes step right up
and reintroduce me to that perpetual talk-
ing machine of a Mikkus the next moment?
I move an amendment to the rules that any
persons extroduced shall not be introduced
for six months.”

The motion was unanimously carried.

The next morning I opened for the first
time the extroduction box I had placed on
the clerk’s desk. To my amazement the
box was half full of slips bearing the names
of those who wished to be extroduced from
others. As I was sorting them out, Em-
mons O. Perthwether strolled into the
clerk’s office.

“ Hello, Percy,” he said in his sunny
voice. ‘ Getting on the job, I see. I flatter
myself I've done this club a deal of good
by suggesting this idea. When—"

We were interrupted by the entrance of
Professor Vimblick.

“ Mr. Perthwether,” I said, ¢ permit me
to extroduce you from Professor Vimblick;
Professor Vimblick, it gives me great pleas-
ure to make you unknown to Mr. Perth-
wether.”

“ Not half as much pleasure as it gives
me,” said the testy old gentleman. * No,
not half!”

“ But—but—" stammered Emmons O.
Perthwether, “ I didn’t ask to be extroduced
from—"

He stopped short, and turned rather red,
for there was Major Mikkus edging up and
grinning and nudging me and “ standing
over.” In fact, all the usual morning
habitués of the club were arriving in the
clerk’s office, lining up behind Major Mik-
kus, grinning meaningly, waiting to be ex-
troduced from Emmons O. Perthwether.
They had, if I may say so, beaten Emmons
O. Perthwether to it.

I don’t know what the moral of this is.
Perhaps it is “ Why invent guillotines?”
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