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CIRCUS

‘“ All right,” drawled Haines. “It
may not be long now.”

“And I'll want a couple of gorillas
to stamp on the squawks,” finished
Thorne.

The general manager nodded, add-
ing that department to his potential
revenue.

Chain and stake wagons hove in
sight. First the cook tent was erected.
A gang of razorbacks soon had the
ground around the position bristling
with stakes. As the canvas went up,
the traveling kitchens were unloaded.
Cooks started getting breakfast, while
the harness and blacksmith tents
sprang from the ground; then the
menagerie, kid show, and wardrobe
and dressing-room tents were rising
like magic.

The big top was left to the last.
Teams of horses, trained to their work,
pulled the high center poles into place.
The canvas, carried in sections, was
unrolled and laced together while flat
on the earth. Then the great reach
of canvas billowed upward and was
attached to the side poles, all twelve
feet high, and equally spaced around
the curved outer edge.

Now stable, water tank, cook tent,
and blacksmith wagons poured in lines
on the lot, and the boss canvasman’s
first assistant, Turner, acted as traffic
cop, giving curt directions and creating
order out of chaos.

Haines watched the first of the gild-
cd tableaux wagons lumbering into
view. The second section of the train
must be in, comprising the menagerie,
the ring stock, the seat and stringer
wagons, all appliances for performers,
their baggage, and a majority of the
kinkers themselves. And the last car
of all would be Al Hammond’s private
coach. The owner always rode at the
end in order to be in personal charge
in case of any accident or breakdown
ahead.

The general manager wondered how
the old man felt this morning. Posing
as one deeply interested in the welfare
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of the owner, he had promised Dr.
Dudley an extra fee if he could per-
suade his patient to leave the show and
return to winter quarters. With every-
thing set it was tough to have Ham-
mond holding up the procession.

CHAPTER 1L
EVERYTHING SET.

AINES need not have worried
about Dr. Dudley, who had de-
cided on his advice without any

betrayal of a professional conscience.
Just now he awaited his patient, look-
ing out of the window of the private
car and drumming on the breakfast
table_with his fingers.

In the compartment Al Hammond’s
colored body-servant, Tom, helped
him dress. Finally the old man fal-
tered out, fumbling in his coat pocket
for his spectacles. The circus owner
was the wreck of his former self; his
large frame was crippled with rheuma-
tism, and he coughed hoarsely, at
times, racking his chest.

“ Good morning, doctor; I hope I
haven’t kept you waiting.”

The voice had a weak quaver in it.

~“ Don’t worry about me. What kind
of a night did you pass?”

“Well, it passed slowly,” said
Hammond, seating himself with a
grimace. ‘“Tom, bring on the coffee;
I'm chilly.”

The servant brought in breakfast on
a tray, and the two men ate in si-
lence, the invalid merely pecking at his
food.

“ Mr. Hammond,” began Dr. Dud-
ley finally, “ I have come to a decision.
It is a trifle irregular, perhaps, but I am
going to tell you the truth.”

“ About the condition of my health,
you mean?”’

“Yes, just that. There’s no reason
beating about the bush—mnot with a
man like you.”

“ Shoot your piece, doctor. I've
stood blowdowns in my time—seen my









734

hard-boiled to me. Never cared for
anything but his danged old circus.”
“ That’s-just it,” affirmed the law-
yer, with a ring of conviction. ‘‘ But
remember that it’s a valuable property,
and he wants some one bearing the
family name in the saddle. Get me?”’
“The first time.”
“ And you’re the only one left.”
“T'll bite,” grinned the reporter,
“but I don’t know anything about the
sawdust and spangles game. However,
I’'m spending my life taking a chance—
have very little else to spend, in fact
—so I'm with you.”

“Y FEEL you won't regret it, my
boy,” Berrel sank back in the car
with a satisfied smile.

~ ““You mean that bringing me back,

as ExhiBit A, makes your trip success-

ful?” said the other. ‘ Keep your ho-
kum for a jury; I deal in that line my-
self.”

The taxi drew up before the hotel.
The reporter leaped out of the cab.

“ Wait here till I take a look for a
visiting rum sleuth.”

“If you don’t mind I'll go back to
my rooms. Meet you there at—"

“ Four o’clock and get a time-table.
Guess I can arrange for the newspaper
to do without me for the next couple
of days. It is doing that little thing
voluntarily for the rest of its exist-
ence.”

He chuckled and breezed through the
swinging doors.

At five o’clock Jack Hammond ac-
companied the lawyer to the station.
The paper hadn’t murmured at being
without his aid for the two remaining
days of the week; obligingly they
agreed—and the two days would be
held out of the pay check that would
be forwarded to him.

On the trip to Kerry, Jack was un-
usually silent. Four years as a news-
paper reporter had left him with little
reverence, but he had always stood a
bit in awe of Uncle Hammond. His
father and brother had never agreed,
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possibly because the former had turned
from a showman’s career and gone into
journalistic work. This Al had taken
as evidence of family treachery.

Jack’s folks had moved away from
Kerry fifteen years before and he
hadn’t been back since then. Why, he
had been a kid in short trousers at the
time. As the express thundered along
he wondered what was wanted of him.
If the lawyer knew he wouldn’t tell.
The conductor called out their station
a little after eleven o’clock.

“Your uncle will be awake, doctor
or no dactor,” said the attorney.

‘“ Then let’s get this over with,” said
Jack.

He called a jitney and they were
driven to the northern outskirts of
town. On the border of a vast plain,
with a barnlike building here and there,
Al Hammond had built a bungalow,
combining an office and living quarters.
When the two men descended from the
car, and the driver was told to wait,
lights were still shining from the win-
dows.

Jack hung back a little, which was
strange, he thought, for he was per-
fectly accustomed to being a profes-
sional nuisance.

ERREIL, knocked on the door.

Tom opened it, and they followed

him down a short hallway to a

vast room with an open ceiling and

rough crossbeams over their heads. Al

Hammond was seated before an open
fire, in a well worn dressing gown.

‘“Don’t get up,” said Berrel hastily.

“I wasn’t intending to do so,”
growled the old circus man.

He turned to regard his nephew
from under lowered eyebrows.

“I see you brought the young whelp
with you,” was his admission of that
young man’s presence. 7

“Yes, I persuaded him,” said the
lawyer, with a bit of pride in the voice.

“ Sit down, the both of you. The
doctor says I mustn’t excite myself.
But I thought you might be along to-
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“It’'s up to you, boy. I have no
instructions. Ned Tully, the show de-
tective, 1s in my confidence, and so 1s
Mrs. Morton, the matron, a substitute
mother for the women. You can tell
Ned you’re working in my interest;
but if you are forced to desperate ac-
tion to save my show, go to her and to
her only, and confess who you are.
She’ll point a way out.”

He smiled wanly. “ Women are the
best keepers of secrets, no matter what
you may hear to the contrary. And
she is safe from any possible reprisal.
Here’s the route, and Mr. Berrel here
will give you a couple of hundred
dollars.”

Jack pocketed the cardboard route
sheet and arose.

The old man pointed to an old show
bill framed on the wall, yellowing at
the edges. The date was 1872, the
year circuses first abandoned the roads
and' took to the rails.

“ Ever since then, we’ve been in
charge, and you’re a Hammond,” he
said simply. “T can rest quieter now.
The show has been loaded and is pulling
out for Boydtown. I can hear the rum-
ble of the wheels and the whining from
the menagerie cages in the night. You
may start at the bottom, son, but re-
member a place at the top is yours if
you display the courage to get there.”

HEN Jack Hammond alighted

from the train at Boydtown, at

four o’clock the following af-
ternoon, the street leading from the
station was deserted. Everybody must
be out at the circus grounds. He
hadn’t shaved for two days; nor had
he seen his uncle again after that mid-
night interview. The lawyer had taken
Rim to the hotel and before he left town
staked him to the extent of two hun-
dred dollars.

The growth of stubbly beard was a
disguise in that it made him look a bit
rough and seedy. His first move was
to drop into a second-hand clothing
shop near the freight yard, where he
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discarded his shirt and felt hat, and
substituted a flannel one and a black
cap. A trifle neater, perhaps, than most
roustabouts, but he had with this
change rubbed off the gentleman. He
could apply for any kind of work and
appear to need it.

A few identifying papers he had de-
stroyed. In his pocket he had found
another reporter’s police and fire card,
which he had borrowed one day to
cover a three-alarm fire, and never re-
turned. Jack Smith could get another.
It might come in handy, and as he had
to have a name he’d keep that, too, for
the time being.

How he’d attach himself to the cir-
cus Jack hadn’t the slightest notion.
Aside from the fact that it meant so
much more to him personally, this was
like a difficult newspaper assignment,
and assignments were never worked
out on any routine basis. One had to
take advantage of opportunity, push
the foot inside just as the door is about
to be slammed.

He had no trouble finding his way
to the circus lot. Idlers told the way.

~An unexpected thrill went through him

as he passed a line of wagons, yellow
and red, blazoned with his name in
golden letters; and then the tented
world burst on his eyes.

The midway was almost deserted.
The crowd was inside. In front of the
kid show, where freaks were pictured
on large banners, a ballyhoo man was
lecturing to a small group. Under the
marquee of the big top stood several
men with an air of authority, stationed
about ticket boxes. Among them were
Kerr Haines and Bart Jones, unknown
as yet to the newcomer.

Jack wandered past the vast stretch
of canvas, hearing the spirited blare of
the wind jammers, passed the cook
tent, from which issued appetizing
odors, and paused at the blacksmith
shop. A man in overalls stood in front
of the tent flap, rubbing black scrap in
his hands, and then stuffing it into a
corncob pipe. His face bore1 a pleasant

A









N CIRCUS

.- “Good,” said Clarke, “I'm short-
handed. I guess I got a coat and hat
to fit you inside. You'll seat the unre-
served section. Only one rule: fill the
highest rows first—make ’em climb
up.’!

“ Yes, sir, I think I understand,” re-
plied Jack.

As he followed the head usher in-
side he was unaware of the keen scru-
tiny of Jones and Haines.

“ There’s something phony about
that bird,” said the latter. ‘ He's no
rum-dum, and he speaks like an edu-
cated man. For fifty a month? Don’t
make me laugh, my lip’s cracked.”

“T won’t.”

* Better send him to the cleaners to-
night. You got the men.”

“T'll say so, and they're no talkers.
I know enough to keep ’em that way.”

The two confederates exchanged
close-lipped smiles. Haines was like a
steel trap, and Jones had the restrained
manner of a restive panther.

While they talked Jack had been
given a coat much too big for him,
which he slipped on over his own. The
peaked hat fitted. He soon caught onto
the trick of directing the holders of
blue stubs toward the top seats, when
they swarmed in over the sawdust hip-
podrome track. It was evident, with
no definite aisles, that the section must
be filled from the upper planks down.
Indeed, he became so interested direct-
ing the grown folks and helping swing
up the children, that he was surprised
when only a few more people could be
squeezed into the black mass of hu-
manity, and the show was on.

Crouched on one knee Jack watched
the performance for a time, but he had
seen others of a similar nature, and
only followed one act that held his at-
tention thrillingly. A big round cage
was the stamping ground ofta dozen
tigers, and intb their midst walked a
slim, attractive girl, heralded by the
ringmaster as Miss Bonivita, the peer
of the animal trainers. She made the
snarling bedsts go through their paces
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in a fearless manner that commanded
admiration. ’

‘That girl—er—Miss Bonivita is
sure great,” he announced to a uniy
formed usher beside him.

“She sure is,” chirped back the
other, ‘‘ but that Bonivita stuff is all
apple pie. She is Mary Tully, daugh-
ter of the show flattie.”

“Ts that right?” said Jack.

“ Yea, bo, with this outfit everybody
works, including father.”

Jack’s eyes were held fascinated as
the supple lass, armed only with a rid-
ing crop, made the fierce jungle cats
do her bidding.

Before the show was quite finished
every usher received fifty tickets to sell
for the concert, the price one quarter,
the smallest part of a dollar. Few of
the audience, however, wished to stay.
After returning most of the tickets and
the loose change for those he had sold,
Jack joined the other ushers, leaving
his coat and hat at the men’s dressing
room at the right of the canvas con-
nection.

Then he went on a still hunt for the
boss canvasman. In his inexperience
he was surprised to see that the e-
nagerie, cook, harness and blacksmith
tents were already torn down and
taken away. Drummond assigned Jack
to a working gang of six men. He
helped load wagons with appliances
and apparatus already used by the per-
formers, and as the crowds faded away
he aided in lowering away the kid top
by the light of naphtha torches. Now
the only one left was the big top.
Workmen were tugging at ropes and
stakes. Then the sidewalls were peeled
off and the mammoth white ceiling
came tumbling down like a monstrous
parachute. The gang to which the
newcomer belonged unlaced sections of
canvas, rolled them up, and loaded
them on wagons, amid a scene of be-
wildering but ordered activity.

Nothing was left behind except saw-
dust, papers, old straw, and the marks
of the rings. Different gangs loaded
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center and side poles, planks, seats, and
platform supports; Jack found himself
a minor cog in a frictionless machine.

HEN the lot was a deserted
waste he hitched on one of the
last wagons proceeding toward

the railroad tracks. His muscles were
tired from the unaccustomed exercise,
and his eyes and nose were full of dust.

“1 want to find car sixty-six,” he
told the teamster.

. “Oh, that’s down near the end of
the train. You can’t miss it, brother.”

Down on the siding wagons were

being drawn up an inclined plane by
block and tackle onto the flat cars. Iron
plates bridged the space between cars,
making one continuous platform.
1 Any other time Jack would have
liked to watch the loading, which he
had read somewhere had been copied
by the army, but to-night he was
played out, and his eyelids were heavy.
He walked down the long line of yel-
low and red cars, looking for the sleep-
er marked sixty-six that would mean
a place to flop.

Blinds of . windows were drawn and
the moon was behind a cloud.

The cars being always in the same
position, any one familiar with their
layout would have no difficulty in
reaching a desired one, but Jack
crunched along without finding the
sleeper he sought.

Suddenly a white light was thrust
into his face, and he blinked blindly.

“ Are you Jack Smith?” asked a
gruff voice.

He made out several bulky forms.

““Yes, what of it? I'm looking for
car No. 66.”

He heard shuffling feet and a cold
metal was pressed against the back of
his neck.

“ Put "em up, Smith.”” .

Quickly he elevated his hands. He
was an odd one, he thought, to be
picked on by holdups. _

The man behind Jack fanned him
for a weapon. Then the fellow with
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the flash light started to search his
pockets. He collected a route sheet, a
time-table, the police and fire card, and
a cheap watch. A har.dkerchief pulled
across the face under the eyes effec-
tively disguised the holdup man. The
victim had been standing docilely
enough, half stunned by the sudden-
ness of it all. ‘Then the thug’s heavy
fingers fumbled for his right trouser
pocket. The cold barrel of the gat was
no longer pressed to his neck. He had
given in so weakly and tamely. But
in that pocket was his entire stake, the
two hundred dollars the lawyer had
given him.

At the thought of being stripped
clean without a struggle, his blood be-
gan to boil.

Without thought of consequence he
sidestepped and lashed out with his
right.

His fist caught the searcher off bal-
ance right on the side of the jaw and
he dropped. Jack crouched and
whirled, lunging to tackle the fellow
behind him around the legs. But his
arms met nothing. e

As he strove to keep from stumbling
forward, two plunging bodies crashed
over him, and he {elt the impact ; that
instant he was the center of a swing-
ing, kicking swirl of arms and legs. He
tried to barrel-roll sidewise, as in a
football scrimmage, and he might have
succeeded if the man he'd knocked
down, bearing the flash light, hadn't
scrambled from the ground. The white
circle from the torch stabbed the dark-
ness, and found him.

Just then his other two assailants
found they were fighting one another.
As Jack turned to flee an arm swinging
a black object made a half circle and
the butt of a heavy Colt descended on
his head, and he slumped to the
ground. There was a search and the
withdrawal of the two hundred dollars.

The thugs swung the limp figure to
the next car, No. 66, and threw it to
the platform, where it sagged, legs
over the steps.
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the purpose of kicking without break-
ing a toe.

Now his hands were tied, though
they itched to enter the fray, doubled
into swinging fists. Kerr Haines, the
general manager, had told him sternly
to “lay off ” the carnival grifters. It
would cost him his job to interfere with
the unbeatable games of chance, and the
racket of the industrious dips.

Ned Tully’s whole life was tied up in
the show. He had been with it since
a boy; the sweetheart he had married
was a performer, and now his daugh-
ter Mary was a featured animal train-
er. Even, however, if he and Mary both
lost out, he had no idea of going back
on his loyalty to old man Hammond.
He realized that Kerr Haines and Bart
Jones counted on the old man’s absence,

and his dying any day now, to get

theirs while the getting was good. He
knew, too, that the former’s ambition
was to gain control of the show, and
that he could surely get backing to pur-
chase it at a public or private sale.

" The detective knew that an under-
cover espionage was operated by
Haines. Personally Tully did not even
trust Brownie, the circus postman, who
delivered mail from the local post of-
fice several times a day, and took the
letters of the employees to town morn-
ing and late afternoon in a leather bag.

Whether Al Hammond was a sick
man or not, Tully felt that he should be
informed of what was going on with-
out his knowledge.

Watching Bart Jones, the fixer, he
saw that gentleman was having his
hands full trying to quiet complaints.
No police from town were in sight.
They had unquestionably been ordered
by their chief to make themselves
scarce.

Tully had hardly given a thought to
the young man who claimed he had
come on in Al Hammond's interest, and
got slugged the first night. The owner
must be getting feeble-minded. No-
where, possibly, could a person not true
to type make himself more conspicuous
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than around people who had grown up
on the lot in a peculiar little world of
their own. Still, the boy must have
convinced Haines that he wasn’t a spy
or fly-cop, or he certainly would have
made a quick exit.

As the afternoon waned Tully re-
alized more and more that his own po-
sition was one in name only.

He was attracted by activity at the
ticket wagon. An enraged citizen was
slapping a thousand-dollar attachment
on the show, for damage done his prop-
erty by drunken billposters. Edging
near, Tully was amazed to find that
Kerr Haines intended to post a cash
bond of twice the amount, to fight the
case when it came up in the county
court. This was counter to all circus
principles. From early days shows al-
ways settled, rather than resort to law.
That was whiat a fixer and squarer was
for; even when an outfit was blameless,
it had forked over to leave a clean sheet
behind. “ Never leave unfinished busi-
ness,”” had been a motto owners had
sworn by.

Tully was disgruntled. The show
would let out in half an hour. He did
something unusual for him; without
asking permission, or speaking to any
one, he walked deliberately off the lot
and down the dusty road toward Brew-
sterton. Graft and mismanagement
could go farther, but it couldn’t get
much worse.

. YTNKNOWN to Tully the keen eyes
of Bart Jones, the fixer, had
watched his departure. Slipping

to one side of the red wagon he called
a couple of ferret-faced men.

“ Follow that dick I pointed out to
you. See what he’s up to. If he tele-
phones or talks to any one, be sure to be
within hearing distance.”

They scooted off, tailing Tully, with-
in a safe distance, while he strolled

.toward town wrapped in his own

thoughts. He went directly to the post
office, purchased a sheet of paper and a
stamped envelope, and crossing over to
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a high counter composed a short, blunt,

and clear letter to Al Hammond, telling

exactly what was going on. He never
noticed a slight, absorbed party ad-
dressing post cards two feet away.
They both dipped pens in the same ink
well. Nor was Tully aware that the
other’s slanting eyes glanced at the ad-
dress he scrawled on the envelope:
- MR. AL HAMMOND

Winter Quarters, Greater Hammond Circus
Kerry, N. Y.

After Tully had mailed the letter and-

left the building, the post card fan ap-
proached the stamp window.

“I'm sending some mail East to
New York,” he said. *“ What connec-
tion do you make out of here?”

“'The sack is taken down at six
thirty, gets into Albany at ten to-night,
and the first fast mail train out of there.
It ’11 be delivered in the morning.”

““ Thanks,” said the other, and the
clerk never remembered that question
as having any significance. So many
people queried him during the day.

A story in the last edition of the
Brewsterton Star was of local interest.

Tully was back on the lot and would
never have seen the issue if a paper
hadn’t been discarded at the main gate.
He picked up the sheet and glanced
carelessly at the first page. A double
column splash caught his eyes:

MAIL ROBBERY A MYSTERY
Motive of Crooks Unlmown

A robbery of a consignment of mail
from the Brewsterton post office oc-
curred shortly after six thrty to-
day and has Postmaster Squires puz-
zled, since there was nothing of value
in the stolen sack.

Jake Redding’s truck was making
good time toward the railroad station
when an automobile blocked his way.
As he slowed down two men, masked,
ran from the curb and covered Red-
ding with revolvers. The sack of mail
he.carried was remowed to the holdups’
car. Redding was curtly ordered to
keep on moving and not look back.

Until an investigation can be made
the motive of the thieves is unknown.
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There were no registered letters or
specie in the stolen sack. The local
police force, under Chief Martin, is in-
vestigating the case.

Tully read the news story twice, and
beads of perspiration started on his
brow. Hastily he threw the newspaper
away. With hands that trembled
slightly he lighted a cigarette and took
a deep inhale. So they had been watch-
ing him, and he had failed to take prop-
er precautions. If they’d held up the
mail in broad daylight to keep his letter
from reaching Al Hammond, after they
read it, what would be the fate reserved
for a stool pigeon and squealer?

He shook his head hopelessly. From
now on he would be under a relentless
and persistent shadowing; not a move
that he might make but would be
watched. He knew what he would be
wise to do—catch the first rattler out of
town; but he couldn’t desert the show
when it needed him.

-

CHAPTER VII.
A TOUGH OUTFIT.

ACK HAMMOND heard the first
rumors of grifters with the circus
before he cast aside his usher’s uni-

form that afternoon. The whisper
had spread throughout the various
departments, furtively passed along
from man to man, under the breath,
as something secret and shameful.

“ Takin’ advantage of the old man
bein’ laid on the shelf,” a fellow usher
had murmured to Jack. * They’re get-
ting away with murder, I hear, operat-
in’ wide open.”

Idling along the midway, Jack
checked up on the sinister gossip, with-
out difficulty. :

A gambler behind a spindle layout
was boldly asking gents to put their
money down on one of twelve green-
numbered squares.

“1 pay twenty to one,” he bellowed,
“and this ain’t a gaffed game. Bet your
dollar and watch the arrow spin.
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My hands is above the table, brothers.
I start the arrow and it can wreck and
ruin me.”

He displayed a handful of bills, fold-
ed sidewise, between his fingers.

“I only keep two numbers for my-
self. Name ’em somebody.”

He accepted those called from the
throng.

The table was covered with green
cloth, held firm with tacks about the
sides. From the rear of the board to
the center a hole admitted a thin rod, a
tack on both ends. The operator spun
the arrow, waited until it slowed down,
and then pressed the tack at his end
with his thumb, keeping his fingers in
plain view. The arrow was stopped,
just as it pointed to one of his num-
bers, with seeming naturalness.

. Once every so often a stall in his em-
ploy was: allowed to win and the gam-
bler paid with a flourish.

Jack passed along to the wheel of
chance. Players were covering the
numbers on the lay-down with coins.
The operator whirled the wheel. The
indicator at the top bounced back as
each nail went by. Round and round
sped the wheel, the indicator finally
coming to rest in a low-paying section
of one of the eight numbers. By a foot
spring connected with the indicator the
grifter could hold it firm and stop it
where the fewest bets had been laid.

So, though Jack didn’t realize it, the
public was being fleeced right before
their eyes, and made to like it.

“ The house can’t win all the time,”
was the invitation. “A dollar won’t
hurt you and it can’t break me. Let the
wheel decide.”

Jack watched long enough to see that
the percentage was too strongly in the
gamblers’
crooked game, though he did not know
how they were made “ sure” by secret
contrivances.

His heart sank as he thought of his
uncle, and how powerless he was to stop
all this. He had been.sent on in the
hope that blood would tell, and that he

“with conditions.

favor for anything but-
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might prove worthy of the family
name. The reward was great, but how
was he to earn it? No doubt old Al
had figured Kerr Haines would
scheme to get the show under his con-
trol, but Jack bet he never expected a
gang of gyp expests would be allowed
to infest the grounds. How could the
combination be broken up? Appeal to
the police of a small town? He smiled
grimly, knowing that would not have
any effect.

He had no urge to acquaint his uncle
First he himself
would make a do-or-die effort to over-
come the crooks. One big difficulty
was that the employees of a circus com-
prised a semi-military organization. As
part roustabout, part usher, he was in
no position to get near the center of
operations. Indeed, he was like a pri-
vate in a regiment, without knowledge
of the schemes of the high command.

There was one thing he could do:
feel out his fellow workers, and be-
come a secret agitator. Perhaps he
might find a useful dissatisfaction
among the rank and file, always called
on first for loyalty in the past when
the circus was attacked by rowdies and
the rally cry of “ Hey, Rube ” rent the
air. Laboring crews were accustomed
and proud of a clean show, run in an
honest way.

To Jack’s surprise, he had learned
there was a rigid rule preventing can-
vasmen and razorbacks {rom even’
speaking to the women performers.
Thus had vanished his half-formed
hope of meeting that irresistible slip of
a girl, Mary Tully, whose superb con-
trol of the tigers so won his admiration.
They were poles apart. It was strange
to him to feel the bars of this caste
system. As a reporter his business had
been to step in where angels feared to
tread, and make himself quite at home.

During the evening performance,
and the striking and loading of the big
top, he was delighted to find an under-
current of disapproval and resentment
at the show’s being brought to the level
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of one of the despised carnivals, con-
temptuously known as “ gypsy camps.”
In their own way the canvasmen,
roustabouts and hostlers, many of
whom had been with the trick for years,
working odd jobs in the winter and re-
turning in the spring, had been proud
of being connected with a square-shoot-
ing circus. They'd looked up to the
owner as an old-timer, on whom noth-
ing could be put over. Now he was
away, sick and worn out, so it was said;
and a light-fingered mob was allowed
to smirch the * rep ” he had built up.

way the men went about their work.
' ‘There was a sullenness and slowing
down of the usual snap. If only some
way could be found to weld that resent-
ment together and use it as a weapon!
The idea thrilled him. As a newcomer
he couldn’t speak out of his turn, too
much, but at least he could find who
were the natural leaders and one by
one sound them out. '
So interested did he become in this

JACK could note the difference in the

new angle that he didn’t notice the pas-*

sage of time. He finally rode .down
to the railroad tracks on one of the last
wagons to leave the grounds. The first
section had pulled out at midnight, the
second, on schedule, an hour afterward.

There was a kind of tenseness and
surliness about the men in the sleeper.
It was due to their uncertainty of who
was now the big boss. Old Al Ham-
mond lad been one regular boss. Now
they were slaving for the benefit of a
lot of dirty thieves, and those in power
were being “ slipped ” by them. These
last were unnamed, but everybody knew
that Kerr Haines and his man Friday,
Bart Jones, were the leaders indicated.

The section left Brewsterton and
Jack was under the covers, sleeping
soundly. He was awakened by a shake
of his shoulder. Dimly he made out a

form seated on the edge of his berth.

The intruder had slipped the green cur-
tains open and crept between them.
“ Take it easy, kid, I'm a friend.”
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Jack recognized the muffled voice of
Tully.

“ Hello, what’s up?”

“ Thought we’d have a quiet chat.
I wrote to the boss to-day. Told him
of the‘graft being allowed, and Bart
Jones putting up a two-thousand-dollar
cash bond to fight an attachment.
Wrote and mailed the letter at the post
office. Didn’t trust our mail man.”

“ Why did you do that?” exclaimed
Jack, raising himself on his elbow.
“ We're here to fight the old man’s bat-
tles.” '

“ Sure, and I'm sorry I mailed that
letter, more reasons than one. But Al
Hammond will never receive it.”

The listener sat up in the berth.

"““The mail truck was robbed on the
way to the station, and the stolen sack
must have contained my letter.”

“Then some one knew you were
mailing it.”

“I must have been followed and
watched. I'm glad it didn’t go, only
I'm not of any value any longer now
they know I'm against them. I can’t
throw up my job. For one thing, my
daughter Mary has her heart in her act,
and I wouldn’t leave her alone. Fact
is, though, I wouldn’t be surprised if
that gang tried to bump ‘me off.”

“ Are they as bad as that?”

“ Cicero gangsters are nice boys
compared to these carnival rats. I
wondered if you had any plan?”

Jack hesitated. “ All we can count
on is the loyalty of the men.”

“ Unsuspected, you may fight this
damned thing where I'm worse than
useless,” said Tully. “ If they do get
me, try to help Mary to carry on—and
trust Mrs. Morton. I've kept my
troubles from both of them. Glad I
talked to you, boy. Good night.”

Jack buttoned the curtains behind
him.

The next two days he suffered all
the torment of impotence. He had to
listen to the low-voiced gossip: things
were getting rougher; several fights
had taken place. Natives had been



748

thrown off the lot when they com-
plained too loudly of being swindled;
one, after being blackjacked, had to be
taken to the hospital for treatment.
Bart Jones had four toughs always at
his beck and call and did not hesitate
to use them. Haines was dragging the
show’s good name in the mud, leaving
a stench behind in each town played.
The show could not return to them the
following year; with such an unsavory
reputation a license would never be
granted. ‘

The situation was intolerable. Jack
felt his uncle’s confidence in him a
bitter mockery ; he was unfit, powerless
to take the offensive, tied hand and
foot by the very insignificance of the
job into which he had wedged his way.
Only one thing was at hand for him to
do; he used every opportunity to stir
unrest and discontent.

A week passed and' Jack saw no
chance to come into the open and fight.
He was waiting, desperately, for a
break. And it came on a Monday
town. Sunday, with no play date, had
been used for a long jump into a neigh-
boring State. As he dressed in the
sleeper he received a curt order from
Drummond to report to Kerr Haines
on his arrival at the lot before joining
the working crew.

Had he talked too much in his effort
to stir the men to rebellion? Did this
mean he was going to be fired? No,
hardly that, for Haines could more
easily have given him the gate by pass-
ing the word to Drummond.

EAR the ticket wagon Jack found
a changed Kerr Haines, pacing
feverishly, with bloodshot eyes

and a lowering expression.

“So you received my message,
Smith,” he said quickly, and, not wait-
ing for an answer: “ Are you far
enough away from home to come out
of hiding?”

“I don't wunderstand,”
Jack.

He tried to look composed.

faltered
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“Then I'll speak plainer. You joined
the circus as a means of get-away.
You're not used to hard labor, with
your regular racket being a reporter.”

“I’m not complaining.”

“Well, I need you. The press
agent back with the show blew on me
Saturday. He couldn’t quiet news-
paper squawks and got tired of my

razzing, I guess. Why wire for
another man when you're under
salary?” .

. His tone quick-changed.

““'The fact is, Smith,” he went on,
“my show is overrun with gamblers,
and the newspapers are giving us bad
publicity. I drive the pests off, but
they come back, and I can’t secure co-
operation from the local police. I be-
lieve a rival circus is trying to spoil our
eastern bookings, but that isn’t your
end of it. Will you take over the press
duties ?”

And as Jack seemed to hesitate, he
went on: “They’ll not be difficult:
checking up ads placed by the man
ahead; leaving a parade story with the
@vening papers; seeing that the editors
get the contracted number of tickets.
Principally jollying the fellows who
cover the show—keeping ’em inside.
And if you have to, spend a bit on en-
tertainment getting them off the lot
soon as the show lets out.”

Jack agreed and Haines took him
over to the ticket wagon, where de-
tails were gone into more fully.

“T'll start you at seventy-five a
week,” Haines told him finally, “ till I
see you're producing, then you can ex-
pect a raise.”

“T think we understand each other,””
said Jack, curtly, as he left for town.

Doubtless the other press agent had
left because conditions had sickened
him. Haines had picked on Jack,
thinking him a renegade ncwspaper
man not above anything dirty. That
stuff about an opposition show wish-~
ing grafters on his outfit wasn’t ex-
pected to be swallowed, nor the claim
that Haines couldn’t get rid of the



CIRCUS

vermin. However, this would give
Jack a chance in the open, where he
could see what was going on and get
a chance to strike,

Accomplishing his duties downtown,
Jack purchased a white shirt and collar
and tie. It was a relief, somehow, in
the washroom of a hotel, to discard the
flannel one. Back on the circus
grounds, in time for dinner, he noticed
some of the men peering curiously at
the stiff collar, but he only grinned.
He left the cook tent with a feeling of
freedom. He could go anywhere, any
time, now, and not be out of bounds.

That afternoon Jack had no trouble
piloting the men who covered the cir-

cus-into the big top, and, after the per- .

formance, chatting with them till they
were safely off the grounds.

He did not see Tully till evening,
when he found him standing moodily
in front of the rope stretched across
the main.entrance.

“ Another attachment this after-
noon, for destroyed property—and
another big cash bond to cover lifting
it,” he growled. “ This is the third
in a little more than a week. That
fellow’s lawyer—"

Tully smashed a fist in his open

palm.
“1 have it, Smith,” he said quickly.
“T’ll see you after the show to-night;
& new trick or I've lost my cunning—e
I must look into it.”

He started down the midway at a
brisk pace. Jack did not see him
again till the music inside the big top
was playing the cue for the Grand
Entry.

“ I’'m going to make my rounds any-
way,” Tully remarked, “though it’s
only an empty gesture. I have news
for you later on.”

Part of the detective’s duty was to
patrol the grounds about the various
tents for petty thieves, who dived
under them to get away with show

property.
Tully disappeared around the curve
of the big top. Suddenly a shot rang
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out, the clear report sounding above the
din and shuffle of the ballyhoo band.
Then another shot, coming from the
direction the detective had taken. Jack

.sprinted over the bumpy ground, was

almost tripped by stake ropes, but kept
on, the way dimly lighted from the
radiance within the tent. No one else
had noticed or heeded. He ran on and
on, seeing nobody, and nearly fell over
a body doubled up in a depression in
the earth. It was Tully, right enough,
and a dribble of blood came oozing
from his lips as Jack bent over him.

CHAPTER VIIL
“ HEY, RUBE!”

HEN lifted to a sitting position,
Tully made a terrific effort to

speak.

“ They were laying for me—and got
me,” he gasped. “I know too much.
Smith—those attachments—are fakes
—to tie up a lot of circus money in
cash bonds—to be recovered later. 1
recognized the lawyer to-day—the
same man—in each town!”

His eyelids fluttered.

“Take me to Mary,” he mumbled,
so low that Jack hardly heard, and
then he fainted.

Jack slung the unconscious man over
his shoulder. The dressing rooms
were directly around a curve ahead.

"Jack carried Tully to the entrance,

pushed through the waving flaps, and
stumbled into two ring-stock grooms.

“Help me take this man to the
women’s dressing room. May be
dying.”

At Jack’s words they jumped to
assist.

Without ceremony they pushed their
way into a long, narrow, brilliantly
illuminated tent. A few performers,
using trunks as makeup tables, were
putting last touches to their toilets.

“ Mary Tully here?” asked Jack, his
eyes dazed by the swift change of
light.
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A girl in costume darted forward.

“Your father’s been shot,” Jack
blurted out, “ and asked to be taken to
you.”

Several trunks were hastily cleared,
and Tully was placed on them.

“T’ll run into the ring and ask for a
doctor, Miss Tully,” said Jack to the
anguished girl. “I'm your father’s
friend.”

“Go—go quickly,” she pleaded.

Jack raced from the dressing room,
down the connection and into the big
top.  Several attachés tried to stop
him, but he brushed them aside,
running to the central platform on the
other side of the second of three rings.
He jumped up on the wooden frame
work.

“Is there a doctor in the audience?”
he trumpeted with both hands. “A
man’s badly hurt.”

A gray-haired gentleman, carrying a
small portmanteau, pushed his way
through the arriving crowd.

“1 will gladly give my services,” he
said. “I drove here from an accident
case and have my kit with me.”

“'This way,” said Jack, and rushed
the physician to the wounded man.
Never before had he possessed the
habit of command, but it was coming
to him naturally,. Women thronged
about the trunks, joined together, on
which Tully lay. They pushed through,
and an elderly woman, with some au-
thority, made an open space.

Mary Tully was kneeling in the saw-
dust, clutching her father’s hand,
begging him to speak to her. But she
became silent as the medico made an
examination, cutting open Tully’s
shirt, matted with blood.

“'This man has been wounded
twice in the right side, thank good-
ness,” he announced. “The bullets must
be probed for immediately. The patient
must be rushed to the hospital without
delay.”

“May we carry him to your car,
doctor ?”’ begged Jack.

“Two of you make a seat for him
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with crossed arms. We mustn’t lose a
minute.” !
Jack and a groom lifted Tully into
position, another groom held him from
the back, as he would have swayed

"forward.

“You'll be back?” whimpered Mary,
clinging tearfully to Jack’s shoulder,
*“and let me know? If I could only go
with him—but I mustn’t miss my act—
the show must go on.”

“ Don’t worry, poor girl, I'll be right
back,” he said, forcing a smile.

Could this sobbing girl be the one
who bullied the tigers?

She stepped to one side, drying her
eyes.

“ The show must go on,” she said to

“herself.

“Yes,” reflected Jack sternly and
with decision, “ but it’s not going on
like this! Uncle’s orders be damned.
I'm going to mop up the plague spots,
by God, and if the show has to learn
I’'m a Hammond, they’ll remember it
for some time, no matter if that’s the
last seen of me!” -

T the hospital Tully’s wounds were
probed and the bullets removed.
They were nickel-tipped, and the

patient was in no immediate danger if
complications did not set in. But he
had lost a lot of blood, and a transfu-
sipon was deemed necessary. Jack of<
fered himself, and after an examina-
tion a pint of fluid was taken from
him. To his surprise, he suffered no
special sensation of weakness.

An orderly drove him back to the
circus lot.

Scorning to report to any one save
Mary Tully, he went directly to the
dressing room.

The old lady who had helped press
back the curious performers met him
at the entrance.

“Miss Tully’s act is on,” she ex«
plained. “I hope—”

“Yes, there’s a chance,” said Jack,
* the bullets reached no vital spot. But
Tully is mighty weak.”
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“Time enough for you to run into
the arena and let out a yell for a doc-
tor.”

“ Oh, so you were told that? Well,
there had to be quick action, or Tully
would have bled to death. One of the
grifters shot him.”

“ Indeed, you'd think from your tone
I was responsible.” His slate gray
eyes bored into Jack’s. “ Hereafter re-
member who’s running this show.”

“T will!” exclaimed the other, with.
a strange smile.

“ And men aren’t allowed to come in
here.”

Mrs. Morton stood up to him. “ This
gentleman was telling Mary Tully
about her father’s condition. I need
no one, Mr. Haines, to tell me about
the conduct of my charges. My end of
the circus is above reproach.” .

Haines rushed out, swearing under
his breath.

Jack turned to Mary. * Miss Tully,
I've made arrangements at the hospital
that you receive a daily wire about
your father’s progress. I gave them
my route sheet. I guess I won’t need
one, after to-morrow.” He divined
what she was going to say. ‘“ No, you
can’t see him to-night. After the oper-
ation he was given a hypo and cannot
be disturbed.”

“ You think of everything. How can
I thank you?” said the girl. “ And
you will come back each day, too?”
She looked abashed at her own for-
wardness, and added hastily: ““ Mrs.
Morton is a perfect chaperon.”

“T'll know a lot more after to-mor-
row,” said Jack, “and in any case I
promise you, Miss Tully, that you
won't get rid of me very easily.”

Their eyes met, and behind the
words flashed the understanding that
either comes naturally or never.

When the second section pulled out
that night, Jack first interviewed
Drummond, the boss canvasman, and
put his cards on the table.

“There must be a show-down, Mr.
Drummond,” he concluded. “ This
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circus is going to the dickens, its rep
ruined along the route; and the money
wagon’s being milked by phony at-
tachments, framed by Haines to tie up
cash he can get back later on. This
must not continue. I’'m Jack Ham-
mond. My uncle sent me on, unknown,
to see if I would make good. I can’t
stay in the dark as he wanted. I'm
going to assume control and drive out
these grifters, and Haines and Jones
at the head of them.”

“ On what authority ?”

“ That of being Jack Hammond, the
last of a great circus line. Will you
take my ordérs—or must I appeal di-
rectly to the men?”

Jack half arose from his seat.’

Drummond swore luridly. “ Don’t’
get so hasty, boy. I have enough put
by,” he said. “I'm not going to stay
with a grafting show after all these
years; my wife is against it for one.”

“Then I needn’t talk to the men?”

“No, they’ll take orders from me.
They're sore and disgruntled anyway
and on edge for a fightt What are
your plans?”’

Jack told him and he chuckled. “I’ll
get a picked crew in readiness and start
the good old battle cry.”

“I'll be responsible,” young Ham-
mond said grimly. ‘ After it is over
I'll take the blame, if blame there is.”

They shook hands on it, and Jack
experienced a great relief. He had
nerved himself to the point of an ap-
peal to the workers, but so long as
they’d be told what it was all about,
he was glad to get out of anything like
a speech.

He dropped off to sleep thinking of
the morrow, and visualizing that look
of thanks in Mary Tully’s eyes, won-
dering ardently if it might be kindled
into something warmer.

HE next morning, after pulling in-
to Huntville, Jack went through
his routine work at the newspa-

pers, and then hurried back to the lot
on the outskirts of town.
2 A
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marquee. As the bunched men drew
level with the ticket wagon, Haines
stepped forward.

“You there, Drummond,” he
stormed, ‘“ how did your men get out
of hand and start rough-housing ?”

“Well, sir,”” returned the boss

canvasman, deliberately, “ some of my
boys were cheated in dice games by
these grifters, cleaned out, in fact, and
they must have decided on revenge.
They wouldn’t have stopped, once they
had their tempers worked up, even if
I'd ordered ’em. You know, Mr.
‘Haines, the roustabouts ain’t used to a
crooked show.” He looked levelly at
the manager. ‘
_ “Tll teach them to mind their own
damned business, or I'll have the law
on them,” roared Haines. ‘ There’s
nothing but harmless games played on
this lot. Hereafter I shall have suf-
ficient police protection in each town.
I shall lock up your scalawags if they
start anything. Why, this sort of
thing is an outrage!”

“Tt is,” said Drummond briefly, but
bhis tone didn’t indicate that he exactly
‘agreed with his boss.

Haines turned to his press agent.
~ “Beat it to town,” he ordered, * and
“see that no story breaks in the evening
papers about this rumpus. We’re good
advertisers and should get considera-
tion. I want no publicity about this
trouble. I don’t want the public scared
away from the lot.”

He whispered to the officer in com-
mand, and the latter posted men on
different stationary posts.

Jack lingered for an instant, hating
to see himself beaten. As he turned to
go he heard Haines's bullying voice
giving orders:

“ Remember, jug the trouble makers
quick as they come along. And if
they’re my men, call me and I shall fire
them immediately.”

As Jack started to leave the grounds
it hurt him to think that, though the
show was now cleared of grifters, their
absence was only temporary. They'd

~

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

be slowly streaming back by the after-
noon performance, ready to ply their
trade under the “ protection” Haines
paid for. Jack’s coup had failed!

CHAPTER IX.
A SURPRISE.

ACK realized, as he slowly and
drearily walked toward town, that
he had been unduly optimistic. It

had seemed a grand stroke to clean out’
the grifters at one fell swoop, but with
the police behind them the victory had
been all too temporary.

Brute force wouldn’t do; craft must
be brought into play. ‘

At the Evening Star he had no dif-
ficulty in persuading the city editor to
pay no attention to any rumor of dis-
turbance on the circus grounds.

““A few drunken roustabouts ran
amuck, but everything will be normal
by playtime. The public will be quite
safe. We're getting police protection.”
He said this last a bit sarcastically.

“So long as nobody was murdered
I'll kill any comment on the row,” the
city editor said. “ By the way, since
you're the show press agent, stop in
downstairs. ‘There’s been a little mis-
understanding. Ask for Mr. Thomas.”

Jack did as requested.

“You from the circus?” said an ex-
cited individual. * Then you'll do as
well as anybody else.”

“ What’s wrong?”

“I was paid, from your money
wagon, for distributing heralds in our
papers delivered on the R. F. D. routes.
But come with me to the post office.
There’s been the devil to pay; if I
weren’t well known in this man’s town
I would be in jail right now cooling
my heels. I was paid with a money
order, and it’s N. G.”

The man grabbed Jack by the arm,
and paid no attention to his plea that
he didn’t know anything about the af-
fair. At the post office, Mr. Thomas
and he were immediately ushered into









-

CIRCUS

“Get in there,” said Jack’s captor
roughly, “and cut out your back-talk
or I'll clout you one.”

“ Aw, let up on me,” snarled Jack,
and shambled in. .

He pulled an envelope out of his
pocket, and tore open the contents. For
a moment he gazed, as if bewildered,
at the yellow sheet.

“Oh, my God, Benny, they've
pinned it on you!” Jack burst out.
“ Here’s the daily wire on Ned Tul-
ly’s condition.”

He thrust it toward the gangster.

“ What’s that got to do with me?”
muttered Davis, turning in his seat.

Jack read the message aloud:

“ Ned Tully sinking fast and not ex-
pected to live the night. Declares he
recognized the man who shot him. Ben-
ny Davis named. . Swears Davis was
mixed up in the Brewsterton mail rob-
bery. Tully’s evidence duly witnessed.

“ DR. BRUCE BRADLEY.”

“That leaves you holding the bag,
Benny,” Jack declared. I'm glad 1
wasn’t in on the mail robbery or the
killing !”

“T'm being framed,” screamed Da-
vis. “ Tully has me all wrong. I didn’t
fire the shot that winged him—and I
was on the lot when that mail wagon
was looted, I swear it.”

“ Tell that at your trial,” said Logan
sternly.

Jack turned appealingly to Logan.

“ Listen, mister, this Davis isn’t a
bad scout, they tell me. Why don’t you
give him a chance to turn State’s evi-
dence?”

* Why should we?” sneered Logan
indifferently. “ We got him holding
the bag. What if he does squeal—he
doesn’t know much, does he?”

“¥ KNOW enough,” said the mob
leader eagerly. “If talking will

do me any good, I'll spill anything
I got” I
“Yourll get a lot of consideration,
Davis, if you tell a straight story, and
can prove it,” Jack urged in a low tone.
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“The State will use you as a witness,
and you know what that means. I’ve
promised to tell all I know about
Haines and Jones, so I can be sitting
pretty, and don’t you forget it. We're
dealing with Federal dicks now, fella.
You can’t buy your way out of this
jm!”

_ Jack saw that his words were sink-
ing in.

“ All right, damn it, I'll come clean,”
muttered Benny.

Deliberately he told how Ned Tully
had been shot through orders of
Haines; one of his men, Len Morty,
had done the job. Morty and another
crook, named Pete Rose, had pulled
off the robbery of the mail sack, all
under orders from the general man-
ager. The money orders were in the
ticket wagon; so far they’d gone slow,
as far as he knew, in passing them out.
They should have been destroyed, but
Haines was greedy. The confession
was taken down and signed by Davis.
He was left at the hotel with a guard.

Jack was hustled out and Logan and
three men followed.

“I1 have to congratulate you, Mr,
Hammond,” said Logan.

With a smile Jack pulled another
envelope out of another pocket. “ Open
that,” he said, “ and read it to me.”

The detective obeyed:

“ Tully recovering nicely. Sitting up
to-day. Entirely out of danger. His dis-
charge from the hospital a matter of
two or three weeks.

‘“ Dr. BRUCE BRADLEY.”

“ That is the real wire I received. I
fixed up that phony at the Western
Union this afternoon,” Jack explained,
“when you got me permission to use
their typewriter. I borrowed an enve-
lope after you.left.”

UT on the circus lot Kerr Haines
and Bart Jones were arrested,
along with the two grifters Ben-

ny Davis had named in his confession.
The money order book was found in
the money wagon.
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in a place like that. But Hod was a
starter’s assistant. A jockey can’t let
himself get on the bad side of a man
who has the privilege of yanking horses
around by their chin-straps at the bar-
rier. A horse might so easily get held
a fraction of a second too long if a
starter’s assistant took a dislike to a
boy.

They took their glasses and went up
three steps and sat down in a secluded
corner near the telephone booths.

“Little deal on in the fourth race
to-morrow,” said Hod after making
sure no one was close enough to hear.

Johnny didn’t say anything. -

Hod grinned slyly and went on:
“'There’s a horse don’t no one look
to see do much that all the boys are
all set to help. No matter which one
it is. Only thing’s this: You lay back
with that Golden Gate geldin’ I see your
name’s up to ride for Blake; an’ don’t
get in nobody’s way, see?

“ An’ seein’ as the fellers behind this
deal is generous, you’ll draw down the
winnin’s of a fifty-dollar bet on this
outsider that’s goin’ to win— Oh,
how’d do, Baldwin?”

With a wink at Johnny, Hod got
hastily to his feet to enter into an over-
cordial conversation with the sportily
turned-out Baldwin. Baldwin kept a
popular news-stand near by and was a
great patron of the races. There was
a great deal of back-slapping. Some
friends of Baldwin’s joined them and
there were boisterous introductions.
Johnny was extremely uncomfortable.
At last he touched Hod Campbell’s
arm,

“ Got to get back to the hotel, Mr.
Campbell,” he said. “ Garry Blake'll
be waiting. Glad to have seen you.”

“ Well, so long! See you to-mor-
row!” Campbell winked again so the
others couldn’t see.

Johnny tried to act as though he
hadn’t seen that wink, either, and got
away hastily.

He didn’t say anything to Garry
Blake about what Campbell had said
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to him. Fixed races weren’t common
in Kentucky. Probably this plant
would fall through, like most of them.

On the way out to the boarding
house where Johnny lived with Garry
Blake, Garry was full of his interview
with the stable owner. ,

“He's still holding fack,” said
Garry. ‘““Ireckon he’s waiting to make
sure I can give him the kind of a run
he wants for his money before he puts
any more jack into new horses. We'll
have to make a big showing with what
we've got before he'll loosen up. Well,
we ought to show him a win to-morrow
with old Golden Gate. That'll please
him.”

Johnny didn’t say anything. Train-
ers liked a boy who let them do what-

-ever talking was done around a racing

stable. So Johnny had trained him-
self not to be talkative. Garry didn't
expect any answer usually, anyway.

" JHEN the horses milled at the
barrier before the start of the’
fourth race the following after-

noon, it was apparent to Johnny that
there was a deal on, sure enough. It
was a seven-and-a-half-furlong selling
race and the start was from the sec-
ond gate up the chute, a long way from
the stands. Nobody could see much
of what was going on but the jockeys
and the starter himself high above them
on his platform with the trigger in his
hand behind him.

Hod Campbell, keeping his eye on
the starter to see that his actions
weren't under particular observation,
was keeping a wide space open for the
horse he was holding by the chin-strap.

The chin-strap is a double loop of
strong bridle leather buckled through
the big rings of the racing snaffle-bit.
Its purpose is to assist in keeping the
bit lying evenly in the right place in
the racer’s mouth, and as it swings
loosely under the horse’s lower lip, it
is also a convenient thing by which to
hold the horse.

The horse was Snickersnee, racing
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hands or anybody else ; but now he was
laying down the law to Johnny.

‘“ Get this now! Keep away from
Hod Campbell. Don't have any words
with him at all. Keep clear away from
him. And keep this under your hat;
understand? This filly can win the
Beechwood Stake, with luck. But you
and I and Mr. Minot are the only ones
that know it—except maybe old Joe,
and he’s one nigger that’s lost his
tongue. We're keeping this under
cover to keep the price sweet for Mr.,
Minot. '

“If I can win this Stake,” Garry
went on very earnestly, “ Mr. Minot ’ll
go the limit on this stable and let me
go out and get together a real string
to go with the good ones we've got al-
ready. A big win is what he’s waiting
for. He wants me to prove I've got
the stuff, like all these new owners do,
by winning races right off the bat.

“ Now, Johnny, this Scarlet Tanager
colt can be bought; worth the money
right now and he’s sure a real prospect
for the Derby next spring. Mr.
Minot ’ll let me add that colt to Hick-

ory Stable if I can manage to win the’

Beechwood.”

They galloped Betty Brown morn-
ings before daybreak while it was still
too dark for the rail birds to clock her
even if any had been at the track so
early. The filly was rounding into
form.

Saturday morning when they came
out on the track where the night mist
still hung low, Garry on his wise little
gray saddle mare rode over to Johnny,
where he crouched on Betty Brown’s
withers. The filly stood looking up
and down the track snuffing the dewy
air and pricking her crisp little ears.

“ Let her break from the three-quar-
ter pole and do a mile, Johnny. Rate
her along behind Eddie on Golden Gate
for five furlongs and then turn her
loose.” .

The two boys jogged for half a mile
and broke at the three-quarter pole.
Johnny rated Betty Brown back of
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Golden Gate; counting the posts. At
five furlongs he slipped the wraps. The
filly took one wild jump and came up
even with old Golden Gate. The big
red gelding, hating to be passed, gave
her a gallant race. But Betty Brown
passed him in a furlong and tore off
the rest of the mile like a whirlwind.

“ All right,” said Garry, snapping his
stop-watch shut as he met them at the
gate. “She’ll do. Put her away.”

"His normal poker face was wreathed

in a broad grin.

In the intervening four days before
Wednesday, the day of the Beech-
wood, Betty Brown was coddled and
given nothing more strenuous than
light exercise-gallops. Mr. Minot
came out to the Downs one morning to
see her work.

“ She’s a nice filly, isn’t she, Garry?”’
he said when he saw Betty Brown do
her morning gallop.

“Yes, sir, she’s a right decent filly,
Mr. Minot,” said Garry.

“ Win the Beechwood with her and
you can have a blank check to go buy
that Derby colt you've been talking to
me about.”

“ She’ll do her best.”

HE Beechwood Stake was the
fifth race on Wednesday after-
noon. Betty Brown had drawn
No. 11 post position, far on the out-
side away from the starter’s platform.
Not so good, thought Johnny. 1f Hod
Campbell still had it in for him, and no
doubt he did, he’d have the best chance
in the world to pull almost anything.
Johnny held the filly back as the
colts approached the tape; keeping as
much of the big field as possible be-
tween him and the assistant starters.
He hoped to avoid Hod €ampbell’s
eye. He hung back as long as he could,
only bringing Betty Brown up on the
line at the last possible moment just
as the starter looked as if he might
yell at him for lagging back.
The nervous young horses, most of
them lacking track experience, milled






766

fact that the thundering smother of the
start is a bad place for a boy to be roll-
ing on the track.

On top of that, Campbell would have
to hold Betty Brown long enough to
reach forward to grab the knot end to
pull the strap clear finally. He wouldn’t
dare leave it dangling from Betty
Brown’s bridle where the knot might,
from the pulling, look tight enough to
convict the assistant starter of intent.

What could Johnny do? His mind
was a whirling chaos of conflicting im-
pulses. He looked for witnesses; but
the other boys near him were busy
with their own troubles as the excited
horses twisted about. Could he call
out to the starter himself on the plat-
form and make a protest? No good
to try that. Campbell would have his
strap out and smooth before anybody
but Johnny could see it.

There was only one thing that had a
chance to work. That was for John-
ny to make Campbell let go the strap
entirely as the gate went up.

But for that purpose he had no
means but his whip. And the steward
had warned him that if he was brought
up before him again for using his whip
he'd get set down for the rest of the
season. Johnny couldn’t afford to get
set down. He had his reputation yet to
make. Another penalty right now
would finish him as a jockey.

But there was Garry Blake—depend-
ing on him, Garry was the only train-
er who'd ever given Johnny a chance
to show what he could do in a big stake-
race. He couldn’t run out on Garry
Blake even if it cost him his standing
with the Jockey Club. And he couldn’t
fail the honest little mare under him.

Johnny had, in their early morning
workouts, conceived a great affection
as well as admiration foy Betty Brown.
She was a great little mare. He couldn’t
let her get licked—and Garry Blake,
too—because of the hatred of a big
bum like Hod Campbell for a jockey
who rode clean. '

Johnny grasped his jockey-bat by the
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light end, holding it over on the near
side of Betty Brown's slender neck,
where Campbell couldn’t see it; shoved
his feet tight into the stirrups, leaned
down low and gritted his teeth, watched
the starter out of the comer of his
eye. He listened to the starter’s voice
as he exhorted and threatened—trying
to catch the slight rise in its pitch that
would telegraph his intention to press
the trigger the next instant,

Now the squirming mass of horses
was straightening itself out. Only one
horse—Brown Jug, the favorite—was
a step back from the tape. Johnny
saw his boy kick at him; saw the start-
er tense almost imperceptibly as the
horse moved forward—

HIRR-R-R—CL AN G! The
tape swished up. Johnny set
his heels tight against Betty

Brown’s straining sides as the little
mare leaped ahead with the others.
Then her head slewed around. That
strap!

Johnny set his teeth. He raised the
heavy end of his bat, loaded with lead,
and brought it down with all his
strength on the outstretched wrist of
Hod Campbell, who let out a howl of
anguish, and the filly was free.

Free, but still stumbling, fighting to
regain her stride; left—hopelessly left
—at the post with the long strap dang-
ling from her bridle and whipping
about as she swayed and plunged,
struggling to get going.

Johnny thought she’d fall. He tried
desperately to lift her head to help
her. Two more steps she took as she
plunged forward looking as though
she’d go down.

But she didn’t quite go down. One
moment she’d been practically on her
knees. But now she was up, getting
her stride. Poor little Betty Brown.
It was hopeless. She’d never catch
them.

Stunned by the sharpest grief he’d
ever felt, Johnny clung to the filly’s
withers and helped her all he could
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other inheritance. ‘‘ No—maybe it’s
just as well I didn’t.”

He stood up, shoved the paper in-
side his wallet and reached for his be-
ribboned straw. “I think I'll take a
run there and look it over before I start
putting the lady out.”

“If I were you,” the lawyer cau-
tioned, “I'd put that will away in a
safe-deposit box or leave it here.
There’s no copy anywhere on file and
if you lost it—"

“Don’t worry. I'll holdon toit. I
want to read it over again on the way.
See you later.”

Cooper watched the tall figure shoul-
der through the door, and shook his
head, his legal mind shocked at the
careless way rich young men had with
valuable documents.

“ Still, I suppose,” he confided to his
horn-rimmed glasses, “ it doesn’t mean
much to him with all his money.”

F he could have seen the subsequent
actions of the “rich” young man,
it is quite possible that opinion

might have suffered a shock, as far as
Bob Stuart’s financial rating was con-
cerned.

His first stop was at his bank, and
the bookkeeper behind the brass-wired
wicket did not keep him waiting long.

“ Seventy-three dollars and twenty-
nine cents, Mr. Stuart.”

Bob whistled a low, sad note. He
hadn’t realized how fast that last thou-
sand had been spent. He made out
a check to himself, drew out the mea-
ger balance and crossed the crowded
sidewalk to his car, an expensive, glit-
tering and gas-devouring roadster
meant to give utmost comfort both to
the driver and the roadside gas stations.

Bob had bought it when he was flush
the year before, and it was the last of
his real and personal property. He
hadn’t felt it necessary to confess to
Cooper that the will had been found
when Bob was packing up to vacate his
foreclosed house.

He seated himself behind the wheel
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and considered this expensive means of
transportation. At thirty cents a mile
and with the Berkshires some sixty
miles away! :

A panhandler who had been working
the noonday crowds sighted the road-
ster and assailed Bob. *“ A dime, mis-
ter. I ain’t had a bite to eat, so help—"

Bob’s muscular paw gripped the out-
stretched hand. “ Neither have I. I'll
tell you what I'll do. You turn out
your pockets and I'll empty mine be-
fore witnesses. I'll swap you my roll
for yours. How about it?”

“Leggo. That ain’t fair.” The man
wriggled free and hurried away.

Bob grinningly eased the big car into
Broadway traffic, drove north to Fifty-
Seventh Street and turned west. He
stopped at the showroom where he had
bought the machine, and was instantly
recognized by the alert dealer.

“Ah! Mr. Stuart. I expected you
back. The new eight is on the floor—
chromium nickel, all equipment; cigar
lighter, searchlight, trunk, and every-
thing. You want to know what we'll
allow you on this, I suppose. We'll
take that up later. I've got great news
for you. Do you know how cheaply
you can buy that new roadster job
for to-day? They’ve reduced prices.
Guess!”

Bob shook his head.
guesser.” .

“You can have that,” the dealer’s
voice dropped almost to a whisper, “ al-
lowing for your old car, for three thou-
sand dollars—a ridiculous sum for a
man in your position.”

“It 1s,” Bob agreed sobérly, “a
ridiculous sum. I'm not buying or trad-
ing. 1 want to sell my car and buy a
cheap little bus to go up the country in.
A flivver will do, and I'm not particu-
lar what it looks like.”

It took Bob five minutes to convince
the automobile man that Bob was in
earnest, that he was broke and needed
the money.

“ Of course we can’t dispose of your
car immediately,”’ the man said finally,

“I’'m a bum
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A queer bird, Uncle Josh! Not par-
ticularly fond of society, even that of
his own relatives. Paying no attention
to his poorer brother, Bob’s father.
Living here like an ancient baron in
a stone castle, and dying to let his
nephew play ducks and drakes with a
fortune, Then, after willing the place
to this housekeeper, changing his mind
and having another will drawn up,
sealed and attested. It was forgotten
until Bob, selling off the furniture,
turned it up. '

Bob looked at the wooded hills that
disclosed here and there an occasional
farmhouse or summer hotel. A retired
countryside enough in spite of being
within shouting distance of Greater
New York.

A shining sedan overtook him,
slowed up and stopped. Bob stopped
his car, too, which was a much less
difficult matter than starting it.

The occupant of the sedan swung the
door open and slid from behind the
wheel. He was a tall, rangy individ-
ual, with a heavy jaw, a slit of a mouth,
and eyebrows so highly arched over
pale blue eyes as to give him an expres-
sion of constant, intense watchfulness.
He seemed to take in everything in
sight, including Bob and his ram-
shackle vehicle without moving the
colorless eyes from Bob’s face.

“T picked this up ”—he held out a
battered tail lamp—‘ on the road. You
seem to be losing your car by pieces on
the way.””

“ Thanks,” Bob tossed the lamp into
the rear seat. “ It isn’t much of a car,
that’s a fact.”

The tall man flicked a glance at the
peeling paint. * Kind of broke out in a
rash, isn’t it? Looks like a case of
poison ivy to me. Done anything for
it?”

“No.” Bob was not ordinarily sen-
sitive to kidding, but he’d had a trying
day’s work since he checked out of his
New York hotel and hit this buggy
trail. “It 'll get me where I want to
go all right.”
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“Where’s that? There ain't any
towns in the next few miles except
Shady Rest, and that ain’t much of a
place.” ‘

“ Maybe I'll stop there,” Bob offered
casually. “ Sounds like a cool place
on a day like this.”

“Yeah?” The pale blue eyes shifted
over Bob investigatingly. “ Selling
somethin’ or just touring?”

Bob shook his head. He hadn’t in-
tended to keep his movements secret,
but this tall stranger seemed too in-
quisitive. “It’s what the doctor or-
dered. I'm looking for a nice, quiet
country boarding house to rest up in.
Thanks for the tip.”

“Say!” the lanky one seemed irri-
tated, more so than then the occasion
warranted. “I didn’t recommend
Shady Rest. In fact, if you ask me—"

“T'm not asking you,” Bob inter-
rupted, smilingly.

E jammed the gears in place
grindingly, and the little car

bumped ahead on the asphalt
road. The sedan overtook him and
passed without stopping this time, and
Bob rather regretted his abruptness.
The man might have been only voicing
a polite interest in Bob’s welfare. At
the same time it occurred to Bob that
it might be advisable to enter this new-
found kingdom of his, incognito. There
was no telling what steps an unscrupu-
lous person—if this Miss Barnaby
proved to be that—might take to cash
in on the property before Bob estab-
lished his rightful claim.

He felt rather sorry for the woman,
whoever she might be, who had been
given something and was about to have
it snatched away from her after three
years because old Josh Stuart changed
his mind before he died. Bob did not
feel easy about that part of it. Per-
haps he could make a settlement, after
he looked the proposition over, so the
elderly victim of circumstances would
not be altogether destitute.

The broad highway, banked on



























SHADY REST.

verberating planks of the drawbridge
into the courtyard.

OB looked around the cobblestoned
 interior, appreciating the extent to
which Josh Stuart had gone to
preserve the illusion of an ancient
stronghold. The center tower, or
“ keep,” of dressed stone contained not
more than half a dozen rooms, with
narrow windows and a heavy oak door
on the ground floor and larger case-
ment windows on the upper story.

Running from both of the front
towers to the second floor of the keep,
fifteen feet or more from the ground,
were completely inclosed bridges, also
of stone, and with slim windows of
stained glass. ‘The two rear towers
were apparently unoccupied and meant
more for ornament than usefulness.
Behind the keep, along the rear wall of
the inclosure, was a wooden, single-
story shack with smoke lazily curling
up from a rusted stovepipe in the
side. '

. ““That’s the kitchen, I suppose,” Bob
pointed to the shack.

“Yes, sir. Mr. Joshua Stuart had
it built. There was no other means of
cooking in the keep, sir.” .

* Unless they had a barbecue in the
main hall,” Bob agreed. “ The world
do move. Were you here in Uncle
Josh’s time?” '

Lang stared straight ahead, as if he
were patiently waiting for this inquis-
itive person to follow. “No, sir. My
wife and I have been here only since
Miss Barnaby arrived. This way, sir.”

He turned to the right, crossed the
court to the tower that guarded the
southeast corner, and stood aside by the
open door.

“ The White Tower, sir. The guest
room is up above. Mind your step,
sir, in the dark.”

It was dark enough on the lower
floor. Not much light came through
the slitted windows, barely enough to
show the winding stone stairway that
led up to the circular room above. Bob
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barked his shin, found the landing, and
ascended.

For an outside by no means attrac-
tive, the room was surprisingly com-
fortable-looking. @A  white-canopied
bed, fresh and clean, and a chest of
drawers were on the side toward the
moat, and a window seat, velvet-uphol-
stered and curved to fit the wall, was
beneath the broad, leaded window fac-
ing on the court. There was an ex-
pensive Persian rug on the stone floor,
a shelf of books, and a leather-backed
peasant chair. A closed door indicated
the “ Bridge of Sighs” that connected
the tower with the keep, and an iron
ladder was attached to the wall.

““The bath is a standing shower in
the room below,” Lang deposited the
bag on the window seat. * The ladder
leads to the top of the tower. Dinner
is served in the keep.” "

He pointed to the closed door.
“Through that way, when you .are
ready, sir.”

“ It’s unlocked, I see,” Bob tried the
knob. '

Lang smiled again reproachfully.
“ Nothing is locked here, sir, not in
Shady Rest. It is not necessary. Hon-
esty—"

He seemed about to hold forth on
this topic, but evidently changed his
mind, closing the bridge-door quietly
behind him. Bob examined the brass
locks of the kit-bag again. One was
scratched deeply, and the other bent
askew as if it had been forced by a
{rinetal instrument or a key that didn’t

t.

Bob opened the bag and surveyed
the disordered contents that he had
packed so carefully in the morning.

Nothing had been taken, but in the
short time that the bag had reposed in
the car at the foot of the hill, some one
had ransacked that bag thoroughly,
searching every pocket and comer and
hastily tumbling the contents back in—
probably on hearing Bob’s footsteps.

He rubbed his chin thoughtfully.
“ For honest people they surely work
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fast in Shady Rest. Now, I wonder
who is so inquisitive—and why?”

CHAPTER V.
BOB TAKES A STROLL.

T was quite a complete and up-to-
date bathroom that Bob discovered
downstairs, tiled and towelled and

with appurtenances for cleanliness that
any respectable robber-baron would
have viewed with alarm. Bob shaved
and showered and located a clean shirt
in the kit-bag that hadn’t been pawed
over by the searcher, and was ready
when the booming of a Chinese gong
sounded from the court below.

He passed through the short bridge,
opened a second door of rough-hewn
oak, and found himself on a balcony
overlooking the great center hall of the
keep. Above his head the colorful eve-
ning light streamed through the tall,
leaded windows, aiding the feeble
beams from the deep, narrow openings
on the first floor. Below him were
Oriental rugs, a glimpse of stone flag-
ging between, candles on a snowy table-
cloth, a lot of stiff and massive chairs,
Anne’s gleaming hair beside a shaded
lamp, and the houseman’s shiny bald
head busy about the table.

Anne looked up at the sound of the
heavy door closing, and waved to Bob.
“Come on down. Stairs are at the
right. Don't trip.”

Bob didn’t trip, but he almost tied
himself into a knot circling the tight-
ly-winding spiral stairway that had
been- Josh Stuart’s idea of medieval
improvements .

“ How do you like our gloomy man-
sion?” she asked. “ This is all there

is to it. I always feel as if I'm eat-
ing in church.”
Bob grinned. ‘ You're the one

bright spot.”

_‘““Oh, this,” she looked disapprov-
ingly at her flowered chiffon. “It’s
one of the few rags I have left. I
don’t know what I'd do if I had to buy
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stockings. ‘The style of going without
is a godsend to the poor.” )

Bob sat down opposite her in omne
of the massive walnut chairs.

“ How poor are you? Or is that a
figure of speech?”

“Is this another questionnaire?”’
she laughed. “ Well, if you’ll promise
that nothing I say will be used against
me if I go into bankruptcy, I'll tell all.
Besides this dress and one or two
others, a raccoon coat three years old,.
and some assorted shoes, 1 am the
proud possessor of about eighty dollars
and this thriving village, which, I
should judge from the latest reports, is
worth about eighty dollars, too, if some
one was foolish enough to pay the taxes
on it.”

“It ought to be salable,” Bob re-
marked, “ though not every one wants
a place like this. I thought you said
Mortimer had a buyer.”

She nodded. “He's trying to ne-
gotiate now. He really works awfully
hard to make something out of the
place. But the lots don’t seem to sell .
easily and he says this kind of a house
is hard to dispose of.”

“Those signs would drive a buyer
away,” Bob said bluntly. For the mo-~
ment he was forgetting his own inter-
est in Shady Rest. ‘“ And that idea of
letting every bum in the neighborhood
drift in and camp—that’s not the best
advertising in the world.”

“ I know,” her forehead puckered in
a worried frown. “It doesn’t help.
But mother wanted it that way, and
Mr. Mortimer really feels that he
wants to help those unfortunates. Still,
I don’t know; sometimes I wonder if
they are all so deserving. I don’t mean
to be uncharitable, but some of them,
if they really wanted work, could find
it. Mr. Mortimer feeds them out of
his own pocket, I think, half the time
and I don'’t believe it does any of them
any good—"

Lang’s expressionless and waxen
face appeared above the lamp. “ Din-.
ner is served, miss.” There \Zas almost,

A
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Bob thought, a note of reproval in that
respectful monotone.

Bob mentioned the houseman later,
during one of Lang’s absences in the
direction of the outside kitchen.

“He’s a conscientious worker,” she
said. “ Mr. Mortimer was very for-
tunate in getting the couple for e,
espectally as they work for practical-
ly nothing besides their board and
room.

“Lang has been unfortunate; lost
his position and health, teo—liquor, 1
think-—and he’s grateful enough for
even this poor job. He seems genu-
inely attached to the place and the char-
ity going on in the home.”

“T won't hurt his feelings then,”
Bob smiled. “ But I don’t mind tell-
ing you there’s a light-fingered bdird in
that nest somewhere, or an inquisitive
one. Anyway, my bag was jimmied
open awhile ago and pretty thoroughly

one over.”

“ Really?”
the coffee cup.
steal—"’ .

* Oh, they didn’t take anything,
Bob reassured her. “ There was noth-
ing in it worth taking. Looks as if
sorre one needed a shirt or a pair of
socks and found they didn't fit.”

Her eyes widened over
“ Some one tried to

¢ SHALL tell Mr. Mortimer,” she
exclaimed indignantly.  “ He'll
have the man, whoever he is, put
the property.” ]
Oﬁ“ If 'lﬁ: cgm l)::e located,” Bob point-
ed out, “ which isn’t an easy matter
with a floating population like that in
the home, I wouldn’t worry aboug it.
There’s been no harm done. I'll just
lceep my eyes open hereafter. It seems
that Jake, the constable, isn’t as par-
ticular with every visitor as he was

with me.” ] )
He described his hurried exit through

the gateway, propelled by the brawny

Jake and his cohort. He omitted no
details even to the final and undignified
dive into the barberry bushes.
She pasped. “ Why, how perfectly
6 A
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outrageous! I don’t see anything to
laugh at!” : .

*The humorous aspect of jt appeals
to me,” Bob admitted. ‘Bug I'd rath-
er not make a fuss about it. After all,
Jake was within his rights to question
me.”

“ But you came in here on a perfect-
ly friendly visit! Your intentions were
certainly not underhanded and T
don’t'—’, .

Bob flushed quickly. .“I didn’t
come to steal the shrubbery anyway.
But it’s all right with me. I've been
thrown out of much worse places than
this. And, speaking of being thrown
out—"

He hesitated to express what was in
his mind and decided not to. But she
thought she sensed his meaning. The
red lips curved in lofty contempt.

“If you're thinking of that absurd
man-made convention that says you
may not sleep under the same roof
with a helpless female—"" "

“T wasn't,” Bob protested.

“You were,” she corrected calmly.
“But I feel quite safe. We won’t be
under the same roof anyway-——my
troom is in the Gray Tower and the
Langs, husband and wife, occupy one
of the balcony rooms here. Further-
more, I think it is an unflattering con-
vention when you consider that the
modern girl is perfectly capable of tak-
ing care of herself.”

‘I surrender,” Bob laughed. “ Don't
rub it in. I'll ask Mortimer~—he prob-
ably invented the rule.”

*“In that case,” she said judiciously,
“if you are properly repentant, you
may smoke a cigarette. I suppose that
is one of your vices.”

“Itis.” Bob whipped forth his cig-
arette case gladly, proffered it across
the table.

“ No, thanks,” she stood up. “I've
tried it at school. It chokes me all up.
Don’t let Mr. Mortimer see you smok-
ing in public. He's awfully sensitive
about the town regulations. Can you
play two-handed bridge?”
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“I can learn easily,” Bob boasted.

It was a boast not founded on fact,
if Bob’s performance during the next
couple of hours was a criterion. He
did not seem an apt pupil, due perhaps
to his mind being occupied with other
things, such as a pair of slim, shapely
hands shuffling the cards across the
small table, the gleam of lamp-light in
yellow hair, the guilty knowledge of
his real mission to Shady Rest.

“I'm afraid you’re not very much
interested,” she accused him, finally,
“but it’s about the limit of our amuse-
ments in the evening. Mr. Mortimer
is the only one that plays around here.
It has been rather dead for me this
past month. I don’t care to drive by
myself. Of course there’s the lake.
tT'he swimming is wonderful.”

Bob accompanied her as far as the
balcony stairs. “ We'll take a dip in
the morning,” he suggested. “I
brought a suit with me. What do you
think of that idea?”

 All right,” she smiled down at hxm
“ Before breakfast.”

Back in his room in the White Tow-
er, Bob leaned on the window sill that
overlooked the inner court, his ciga-
rette glowing in the darkness. In the
Gray Tower the light from Anne’s
room outlined the drawn curtains in
penciled oblong. From the court came
the low growl of voices.

OB looked toward the portcullis.
and as his eyes grew accustomed
to the darkness, made out the thin

outltne of Lang’s white-coated figure
standing in the entrance, his back to-
ward the keep. The other party to the
conversation stood in the shadow of
the passageway. The talk was pitched
too low for Bob to catch the words,
but he could make out Lang’s flat mono-
tone at times, and the other’s rasping
tones. ‘Then the white coat vanished
under the portcullis, reappeared a blur
in the dark.

Bob ground ouit his cigarette on the
window ledge. Evidently the visitor
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had left and Lang was standing in the
entrance enjoying the cool breeze that
came through, from the outside. Bob
decided to enjoy it with him. It was
too early yet for sleep, and there were
a lot of things about Shady Rest, in-
cluding the upright Lang himself, that
aroused Bob’s curiosity. He wondered
just how much of a dumb-bell the
houseman had been not to have seen
that twisted lock on the kit-bag, and
how sincere was his belief in the hon-
esty of his fellowmen.

Slipping away from the window, Bob
made his way down the black stairs to
the lower floor and out into the cobbled
courtyard. The white coat was in the
same position.

“Good evening,” “Bob opened his
prearranged campaign of inquiry when
within a few yards. ‘‘ Standing guard
here against the invader or just taking
the air?”

There was no answer. Bob cleared
his throat, took another few steps, and
found he had been addressing the
white linen coat. It hung on one of
the chains that worked the draw-
bridge and Lang was neither in it nor
near it. He had taken the air all right,
but had left that conspxcuous garment
behind.

From down the hill came a dry
crunch of feet on gravel as some one
descended the path under the trees. Bob
blinked into-the darkness, rubbed his
chin meditatively and listened. The
radio was still going in the house in
the hollow. Lights blinked there and
from the direction of the Community
House. A truck without lights rum-
bled by on the lower road, the sound
dying away in the vicinity of the north
gate.

A snatch of song, the slamming of
a door, loud argument quickly stilled
again drifted up on the night wind
from the bungalows.

Bob crossed the bridge, and followed
the crunching footsteps that were re-
ceding down the hill. He had a feel-
ing he would like to know more about
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as this, it is difficult to winnow the
chaff from the sheep—the deserving
poor from the—ah—goats. 1 am glad
to know we have succeeded in elimi-
nating the two that outraged our hos-
pitality.”

“ But that doesn’t help any in find-
ing out who tried to kill Bob—Mr.
Stuart,” Anne pointed out. ‘It wasn’t
either of those two that he chased
through the gateway.”

“ We are coming to that, my dear—
my dear Miss Barnaby.” Mortimer
beckoned toward the doorway. “ For
that reason I have taken the liberty of
asking—ah—these two good people—
step forward, my friends.”

ANG stepped softly into the room,
by his side an aproned woman,
who squinted through thick spec-

tacles at the waiting group. Her
bobbed red hair and heavy features
gave her a masculine look. They
waited respectfully silent.

“You are doubtless aware,” Mor-
timer folded his arms and looked pierc-
dngly at Lang, “that an attempt was
made last night to mjure Mr. Stuart.”

“ Quite so, sir,” Lang’s voice was
quietly deferential. ‘I helped Mr.
Stuart out of the moat.”

“ Exactly. He suspects you might
have had a hand in putting him in the
moat. In other words, my friend, that
you or some one closely resembling
you, willfully, I might say feloniously,
released the portcullis so that it might
descend on his head.” _

“ Indeed not, sir. I explained it to
Mr. Stuart last night.”

“ Where were you,” Mortimer point-
ed a dramatic finger at the houseman
in the manner of a prosecuting attor-
ney, “ at the moment it happened ?”’

“ At the moment, sir; I was talking
to Garner, the garage man, and my
wife in the rear of the courtyard.”
Lang stared straight ahead, showing
no more animation than a tailor’s
dummy. “I had just put on my coat,
which I usually leave behind when go-
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ing to town for fear it might be soiled.
I was just remarking to Mr. Garner
what a wonderful night it was and how
peaceful the stars looked and.what
wickedness there was in the world,
when I heard the crash and ran out
the postern-gate at the side. I thought
I saw some one run out the moment
before, but I could not be sure. And
there the gentleman was in the moat.”

The woman pulled a handkerchief
from beneath her apron and wiped her
eves. “ To think he would be accused
of such a thing. I suppose we will
have to leave now. It’s been such a
happy place.”

* I’'m not accusing him exactly,” Bob
shifted uneasily and looked at Anne for
guidance. “Lord knows I don’t want
tc be the cause—"

“ Did you see the party that ran out
the postern?” Mortimer asked the

houseman.
“ Not well, sir. I might have been
mistaken. But I thought it was a

rather tall, thin person.”

When they marched off toward the
kitchen Mortimer looked at Bob.

“I'm quite sure the man is telling
the truth. It’s a very strange affair.
Are you sure it was Lang you chased
up the road?”

“1 don’t know,” Bob said. “I
thought it was. I didn’t think there
were two such bald heads in town.”

“ Wait!” Mortimer exclaimed tri-
umphantly. “1I have it! You say he
was a thin man, quite bald?”

““ As much as I could see of him.”

Mortimer slapped his palms together
loudly and turned to Jake. “ I thought
so. That explains it clearly. It ac-
counts for the bag being broken open
and my car being taken, too. This is
Dan’s work.”

“ Who is Dan?” Bob queried.. “ And
why ?”

“ An unfortunate fellow whom we
have been forced to expel from the
place before. He appears to be de-
mented and has caused us considerable
trouble. Since he tried to set fire to the
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Community House last time we have
been on the watch for him. His spe-
cialty is wrecking cars and malicious
mischief. Evidently he has slipped in
over the wall again,”

“ He sounds like an asset for any
community,” Bgb opined. He felt the
sore place on his head. “ He ought to
stick to_his specialty. I should think
you'd lay hands on a nut like that and
turn him over to the proper authori-
ties.”

“ Not an easy matter, my dear fel-
low,” Mortimer smiled. “ The poor
creature is cunning enough to lie low
in the daytime as a rule. The woods
both inside the wall and beyond are
extensive and offer plenty of hiding
places. But you may be sure we will
make a thorough search of the prop-
erty. I shall make it a point imme-
diately to notify the State police that
the maniac is at large. Keep a sharp
watch out for him, Jake.”

The latter settled his cap on his head
preparatory to leaving. “Try to,” he
—grunted. “ But I ain’t promisin’ I can
keep him out at night. They’s a lot
of woods right here in Shady Rest
where a crazy guy like that could hang
out, takin’ pot-shots at the passers-by.
He’s got a gun, I don't mind tellin’

you.” .
“ A revolver?” Mortimer looked
horrified. ‘ This is serious.”

“Yep. Pinched it offen my desk
last night. Least, I figure it musta
been him, if he’s around again. An’
it’s the only other gun in Shady Rest
besides this one I took offen the big
guy this morning.”

“I must hurry then,” Mortimer

said nervously. “ The sooner I put the

authorities on his trail the better.” |

E, turned in the doorway, the wor-

ried frown still evident. “If I

were you folks I'd be careful to

lock my door and not venture out after
dark until this man is captured.”

Anne’s brown eyes widened. “ You
don’t mean he would come here!’
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‘“ There’s no telling what an—ah—
unfortunate person like that is likely
to do, especially when he is armed. I
would take every precaution. Per-
sonally, I believe you would be much
safer in New York until we locate
him.”

“But I've got to live here,”” Anne
smiled ruefully. “I can’t afford hotel
bills.”

“True,” Mortimer tapped his lips
with thoughtful finger. ‘‘ All the more
reason for me to get busy on that sale.
I shall get in touch with the buyer I
had in mind.”

He paced unhurriedly across the
court, iron-gray and massive and dig-
nified, followed by the hard-faced Jake.

Anne turned to Bob. “I'm afraid
it hasn’t been an awfully pleasant visit
for you. I'm terribly sorry about last
night. But I didn’t know we had a
lunatic in the neighborhood. I do hope
they capture him.”

““So do I,” Bob looked at the iron-
gray head and the close-cropped one
disappearing under the portcullis, * but
I haven’t much hope they will. By the
way, have you a gun in the house?”

“There’s a shotgun. Cousin Josh
used to use pheasant-shooting. It’s in
your room under the window-seat, I
think. What are you thinking of ?”

“I'm thinking,” Bob got up from
his chair, “ of a lot of things. One of
them is that swim we promised our-
selves this moming. Game? If Dan
is like most wild men, he won’t come
near the water.”

“I'd love to. I'll get Mrs. Lang to
put up a lunch and we’ll picnic down
there.”

Bob met the houseman on the bal-
cony, and stopped.

“ That business last night,” Bob be-
gan awkwardly, “ evidently I was mis-
taken in suspecting you had a hand—"’

“ Perfectly all right, sir,” Lang fixed
his blank eyes on a spot somewhere be-
yond Bob’s shoulder. “ The truth is
always revealed in the end, sir, and the
innocent separated from the guilty.”
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an’ have a drink on Tiger McGann,
from Texas.” He scowled at the three
Mexicans, who were looking over at
him in some trepidation. * That in-
vite don’t include no greasers!” he
added.

The elderly man at the other table
“finished shuffling a pack of cards, then
‘glanced over.

“ You kin jes’ hev Mike bring ours
oveh heah, suh,” he said.

An angry glint appeared in Tiger
McGann'’s eyes as he replied:

“1 axed yuh to step up an’ have a
drink. I didn’t say nothin’ about hav-
in’ the barkeep serve it to yuh on a
platter.”

“ That bein’ the case,” replied the
man at the table,” “ we'll jes’ hev to
refuse yore kind invite.” As he fin-
ished speaking, he calmly started deal-
ing the cards to his young companion
and himself.

“ The killer of Lightnin’ Jim ain’t
- in the habit of havin’ people turn down
his offer tuh have a drink,” replied
Tiger McGann in a menacing voice.
“ I’m axin’ yuh ag’in to step up tuh the
bar.”

The old man laid his cards on the
table and started to arise.

“ Aw, Dad, keep yore shirt on!” ex-
claimed his companion.

“ You hush up, Buck,” replied the
white-haired man as he got to his feet.
He stepped toward Tiger McGann.

“ Y name is Timothy Pollock,
. suh,” he said.

< “Timothy Polecat, did yuh
say ?” chuckled Tiger. “ Glad tuh meet
wh.”

“I'm from down Texas way my-
self,” went on the old man, as if he
had not heard the insult. “I used ter
be Sheriff in Butte City—that was nigh
onto eight year ago—an’ up tuh lately
I been foreman down at the Bar Q
ranch in Mason County, Texas.”

. T wasn’t axin’ yuh fer yore his-
t'ry,” Tiger answered. “I was offer-
i’ tuh buy yuh a drink.”
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“Wall, I was jes’ tellin’ you,” re-
plied Timothy Pollock, “because I
thought I hear’n you say you was the
killer of Lightnin’ Jim.”

“I did say so—an’ I am!” snapped
Tiger, menacingly. , L

“Um-m! That’s funny,” drawled
Pollock, “ because it so happens that I
}w{as the hombre that killed Lightin’

im.”
As the old man spoke, the bartender
stooped hastily to sort some bottles
under the counter; the three Mexicans
arose and stealthily made their way
through the swinging doors; and the
two cow-punchers at the bar edged to
one side of the room.

Tiger McGann unbuttoned his coat,
displaying a pair of ugly looking .45’s
dangling from holsters at his belt.

“ Are you callin’ me a liar?” ht de-
manded with a snarl, ,

“If you say you air the killer of

Lightnin’ Jim, I reckon I am,” replied

Pollock calmly.

Tiger McGann’s right hand leaped
for a gun. As he jerked it from its
holster a bullet made a neat hole in
the flesh of his forearm. With a howl
of pain he dropped the gun and placed
his left hand over the bleeding wound.

“Doc Baird’s office is right across
the street,” said Pollock to Tiger’s
partner, who had taken up a position
against the wall. As he spoke he
shoved his gun back in the holster .un-
der his left armpit.

As soon as Tiger McGann, cursing
loudly, was led out of the saloon by bis
companion, Timothy Pollock turned to
the youth at the table:

‘“ Step up, Buck. Now that I'm on
my feet, I reckon we’ll have a drink.”

Buck came up to the bar, a slight
smile on his good-natured features.

“Two of the same brand,” ordered
Pollock.

Mike, the bartender, did not heed
the order. He was busy printing some
words on a strip of cardboard. When
he had finished he took the cardboard
and fastened it with a piece of
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an’ we peppered that .thar shack full
of holes. Fin'ly thar was no moh
shootin’ from the shack, an’ we fig-
gered that Lightnin’ Jim was dead all
right,

“I lifted my sombrero so it showed
above the bowlder I was hidin’ behind.
This didn’t bring no response, so I got
up an” went foh the shack. Wall, thar
wasn’t no lock on the door, so I walks
in, like a damn fool, gun dangling
loose in my hand. Thar was Lightnin’
Jim settin’ in a comer waitin’ foh me.
His gun was pointin’ right at my heart.

“*Drap yore iron!' he said. An’
I'm tellin’ you I drapped her! He got
up and stuck the barrel of his gun in
the small of my back an’ says:

“¢You an’ me is goin’ tuh walk
outa here, git on my bronc, which is
back of the shack, an’ then we’re goin’
. tuh ride up the gulch. I reckon yore

men won'’t be puttin’ lead into thar nice
new sheriff.’ ” '

Pollock cleared his throat impres-

sively and his audience strained for-
ward, intensely interested.
» “ Lightnin’ Jim made a mistake,
though, boys,” went on Pollock. * He
didn’t hold his gun so’s tuh keep me
from seein’ that thar was five empty
cahtridge chambers. When I spotted
that I figgered he was bluffin’ an” had
shot his last bullet. When he started
reachin’ down after my revolver on the
floor, I felt sure I was keerect in this
surmise. Like a flash, I turned an’
.grabbed him round the waist. I don’t
keer tuh elaborate on the tussle him
an' me had, gents. It wasn’t edifyin’.
tuh say the least. To Lightnin’s
credit, howsomever, I will say that he
wasn’t the man foh fightin’ with his
hands that he was with his fohty-five.
1 aimed tuh take him alive, but when I
fin’ly got him down, T used jest a mite
too much pressure on his windpipe.”

“ Yuh mean yuh killed Lightnin’
Jim with yore bare hands?” exclaimed
Mike.

Pollock nodded. “ Yep. That's the
way it were. Naterally, some of the
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boys in my posse drifted into other
States an’ started takin’ credit foh
killin’ Lightnin’ Jim—an’ now it seems
like all yore New Mexican bad men are
takin’ credit foh the deed.”

“ Shore looks that way,” responded
Mike. He refilled the glasses. ““ I reck-
on that yarn calls fer a drink on the
house.”

UCK was lolling on the bed smok-
ing a cigarette when Timothy Pol-
lock entered his room at the hotel
above the Spread Eagle Saloon.
“That wasn’t perlite, walkin’ out on
me thataway,” said Pollock, as he
placed his hat on the bureau and seat-
ed himself in a squeaky rocker.
Buck got up and extended his arms

in a- dramatic gesture.

“ An’ so 1 killed Lightnin’ Jim with
my bare hands, gents!” he exclaimed
derisively.

“You shet up!” growled Pollock.
But there was no venom in the look he
gave Buck. He and Buck had worked
together at the Bar Q) Ranch in Texas
for more than three years, and he had
come to look upon the boy in the light
of an adopted son. Buck, on the other
hand, called him “ Dad” and would
have spilled the last drop of his blood
for the old man. ‘

Buck dropped back on the bed and
spoke seriously:

“ What do you say we beat it back
tuh Texas, Dad? 1 ain’t seen no land
up here in New Mexico that I consider
wuth a tinker’s damn. The feller that
said thar was good ranch land here
cheap was a liar.”

“1 agree that I ain’t seen no place
I'd be willin’ foh us to invest our sav-
in’s up heah,” replied Dad. “ Howsom-
ever, I aim to look 'round a bit more
afore we head south.”

“1 did hear tell thar was some good
grazing land around Alamo,” said
Buck. “I reckon I'll ride over thar
the fust thing in the momin’ an’ spend
a few days lookin' 'round up that-
away.”
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angrily through the circle of men, he
dashed from the saloon.

ETURNING to his room at the
hotel, he went to the mirror and
brushed his hair so as to hide

the gash which Moke had made with
the clippers. Then he threw himself
into a rickety rocker and pulled out a
cigarette.

“ Dad’s right,” he thought savagely.
“ I'm allus gittin’ myself intuh trouble,
Ef that feller had clipped my hair
same as he did that pore bum’s, I'd ’a’
killed him, shore as hell !’

At that moment the door opened,
and Jerry Wade entered. He threw
his hat on the bed and sat down.

“ Lots of life in this little old town
to-night!” he exclaimed. _

“Yeh, so I see!” grunted Buck.

For several moments the two men
remained silent, then Wade said:

“ How about a little game of cards
before we turn in?”

Buck did not feel at all sleepy.

“That’s a good ideah,” he replied.
“ Got a pack of cards?”’

*“ Sure,” replied Wade. He arose
and placed a table between them, Then
he pulled out his suitcase from under
the bed and brought out a pack of play-
ing cards and some poker chips.

For awhile Buck won about as many
games as he lost, and so acquigsced in
Wade’s suggestion that they increase
the stakes. But as the stakes grew
larger, he suddenly became aware that
he was losing steadily.

When he had arrived at Laguna he
had had slightly over five hundred
dollars in his wallet. Dad carried the
rest of their small fortune, with which
they intended to buy a piece of land,
should they find any that suited them.
This five hundred Buck had figured on
using to buy an option, in case he came
across a bargain.

It was well past midnight when Buck
made a surreptitious count of the
yellowbacks in his wallet. He dis-
covered that he had lost nearly three
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hundred dollars to Wade. This puzzled
him, as he had always been considered
the best poker player on the Bar Q
Ranch. In spite of Wade’s generosity
in regard to sharing his room, there
was something about the fellow that
he did not like. He decided to keep
his eyes open.

They started 'a mew game. Wade
shuffled and dealt the cards, scrutinized
his hand, then said:

“I'll go you an even hundred.”

Buck scanned his hand. He had
three aces and two sevens. He threw
down two fifty-dollar notes.

“ Call you,” he said. B

Wade chuckled and spread out his
cards.

“Can you beat a royal flush?” he
asked, exultantly.

“1 reckon a royal flush is good most
any time,” replied Buck.

It was his deal. This time he dis-
covered he had three kings. He threw
down a fifty dollar bill.

“ Make her fifty.”

“Take the ante,” said Wade, throw-
ing 'down his cards in disgust. “I
ain’t got a thing.”

Buck’s eyes narrowed. He watched
Wade’s fingers as he made the next
deal. A glint of light flashed from the
palm of Wade’s right hand.

With an oath Buck sprang up and
grabbed Wade’s hand. He forced it
to the table, palm up. .

“A mirror ring, eh?” he cried.
“Why, yuh damned dirty shark!”’

ADE’S face turned pale. He
pushed his chair back and
reached for his gun.

Buck’s hand flashed to his holster.
To his dismay, he remembered that
some one had taken his gun during the
fracas in the saloon. He gave the
table a quick shove in the hope of
deflecting Wade’s aim.’

The edge of the table hit against
Wade’s wrist as he pulled the trigger
of his gun. “The bullet fanned Buck’s
ear and dug its way into the5 wall. )

A __
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“ Are you fellers from Laguna?”
asked Buck.

“We are,” replied one of the men.

“ Wall, thar’s a dead man here,” ex-
plained Buck. ‘“I’'m ridin’ to Alamo.
Mebbe you’ll want to take him back to
town with yuh.”

The two men swung from their
horses and looked down at the inert
form.

“Why, it’s Moke Gleason!” ex-
claimed one of the men. He stooped
down and his companion followed his
example.

“ He’s dead, ain’t he, doc?” asked
the man who had spoken first.

“Yes, been dead maybe an hour or
more.”

The two men arose and turned to
Buck. The man addressed as doc gave
a low exclamation, then said:

“ Why you are the fellow that had a
run-in with Moke this evening over at
the Main Chance.” He paused and
scrutinized Buck with narrowing eyes.

’

“ And, if I remember right, you said.

something about getting him!” He
turned to his companion. “ This looks
kind of suspicious, sheriff.”

The sheriff proved to be a man of
action. His gun leaped from its hol-
ster and he leveled it at Buck.

“Stick up yore hands until we
smell of your artillery.”

Buck slowly raised his hands, entire-

ly dazed- by this unexpected turn of
affairs. ‘The sheriff jerked Buck’s
gun out of its holster and passed it over
to the doctor.

“Look in the cartridge chamber,
doc, and see what yuh find.”

OC broke the gun, investigated
the cartridge chamber, and then
smelled of the barrel.

“ One cartridge exploded,” he said
bluntly, * and, judging from the smell,
it has just been fired within the last
hour or so.”

“Wall,” demanded the sheriff, ey-
ing Buck narrowly, *“ what hev yuh got
to say fer yoreself?”
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“All T got to say is that you're
crazy in the head if yuh think I killed
him,” replied Buck, angrily. “I'll ad-
mit I felt like killin’ him when he
picked on that pore tramp back at the
Main Chance, but the fact remains that
I didn’t doit. That thar ain’t my gun,
nohow. I took it away from a card
sharp after he fired at me. I jest come
from Laguna, headin’ foh Alamo, an’
my hoss shied when he saw the body.
I got down to investigate.”

“Of course,” broke in the man called
doc, “ the man’s been dead for at least
an hour. Maybe you can give an
alibi ?”’

“I shore kin,” answered Buck. “I
was playin’ cards with this here shark I
mentioned, over in a room at the Gol-
den House, That was less than an
hour ago. I left thar at exactly ten
minutes past two by the clock over the
clerk’s desk in the hotel lobby. It'd
take me a good half hour to ride out
here, so thar’s proof ’nough I didn’t
shoot him.”

Doc looked at his watch. “ It’s now
seven minutes to three. If you can
prove that, you certainly did not kill
this man.”

The sheriff stepped forward and
clicked a pair of handcuffs over Buck’s
wrists. Then he turned to his com-
panion.

“Doc,” he said, “you ride over to
Brown’s ranch an’ do what you kin fer
that Chink that was stabbed. I ap-
point you deputy sheriff to arrest any-
body you see fit. I'll take this feller
back to town an’ lock him up ontil I
investigate his alibi.”

“ All right, sheriff,” answered doc.
He swung into the saddle of his horse
and spurred off up the trail.

The sheriff turned back to Buck.

“You git on yore hoss an’ ride on
ahead. 1It’s a damned lucky thing fer
you that doc was with me to establish
that Moke here’s been dead for a hour
—otherwise it would shore have
looked bad fer you.”

As the sheriff finished speaking, he
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stooped and picked up the body of
Moke. Showing astonishing strength,
he lifted the inert form and draped it
across the saddle-horn of his horse
with the same casualness he would
have used to hoist a sack of wheat.
Then he mounted and motioned to
Buck to start moving.

HORTLY after nine o’clock the
next morning Buck awoke, rubbed
his eyes and stared dazedly at the

whitewashed walls and barred window
of his cell in the Laguna jail. For a
moment he could not realize where he
was.

Then the events of the night came
back to Buck with startling vivid-
ness:

He arose and stretched his aching
arms. Then he walked to the window
and stared out at the cluttered back
vard of a Chinese restaurant next to
the jail

“ Here's yer grub,” called a voice
through the steel grating of the cell
door.

Buck turned and saw a bowl of oat-
meal and mug of coffee being thrust
through an aperture at the bottom of
the cell door.

“ Say,” called Buck, to the Mexi-
can, who had just shoved in the food,
‘““tell the sheriff I want to see him
pronto, will yuh?”

“ Awri",” grunted the Mexican and
departed.

Buck had finished the oatmeal and
coffee before the sheriff unlocked the
cell door and entered.

“ Did you want to see me ?"’ demand-
ed the sheriff. ’

“ Yep,” answered Buck. “I wanted
to tell yuh about that hombre, Wade,
that I was playin’ cards with when that
Moke feller was killed.. He’s a card-
sharper; tried to pull the old mirror-
ring stuff on me. I had to treat him
kinda rough. On that ’count, I reckon,
he won’t furnish me no alibi, nnless we
kinda take him by surprise. You bring
him in here an’ lissen while I talk tuh
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him, won’t yuh, sheriff—so’s he don’t
play no tricks?”

‘““His name’s Wade, yuh say, an’
he’s stayin’ at the Golden House?”
asked the sheriff.

" “Yeh,” answered Buck,
twenty-two.” .

“ All right, I'll send for him right
away,” answered the sheriff. He
walked out, locking the cell door.

Buck seated himself on the iron cot
and rolled a brown-paper cigarette.

“1T wish Dad was here,” he thought,
“although I reckon I'll git outa this
mess all right. But he shore was talk-
in’ straight when he said I allus stick
my nose intuh trouble.”

He picked up a battered copy of a
magazine which had been left in the
cell by a previous inmate and lying back
on the cot, he started to read.

He was just in the midst of an ex-
citing detective tale, when he heard
the grating of a key in the lock. The
sheriff entered, followed by Jerry
Wade.

“ This here’s a friend of yourn, thet
wants to see yuh,” said the sheriff.

“1 ain’t no friend of hisn, atall,”
drawled Buck, as he arose. “ How-
somever, Wade,” he went on, “I acci-
dental-like took a hundred dollahs of
yore money after that little card game
of ours up in yore room at the Golden
House last night. I jest wanted to hand
it back to yuh.” .

Buck pulled out a wad of bills from
his pocket, which the sheriff had not
taken from him, and peeled off a cen-
tury note.

“ room

ADE made no motion to take the
extended bill. He turned to
the sheriff with a frown on
his face. .
“I don’t understand, Sheriff Quig
ley, what this fellow means about my
playing cards with him last night. I
never played cards with him in my
lifel”
“Yuh mean yuh don’t know this
feller>” demanded the sheriff.
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“I ain’t saying that,” answered
Wade. ‘I met him over at the Golden
House, all right. He came in yester-
day afternoon and asked for a room.
They was all full up. -Out of the kind-
ness of my heart, I offered to let him
sleep on a cot in my room. He ac-
cepted my invitation and came in last
night about ten o’clock. He washed
his face and hands and went out al-
most at once. I haven’t seen him since,
until now.” ’ :

“ Why, you dirty, rotten liar !’ cried
Buck, as he sprang forward to fasten
his fingers in Wade’s throat.

Sheriff Quigley rushed in between
them and forced Buck back.

“ He knows I have tuh have an ali-
bi or be charged with murder!” ex-
claimed Buck, in a fury. “ An’ he's
tryin’ to make a liar outa me jest be-
cause I punched his pasty face when I
caught him cheatin’ at cards!”

“1 refuse to stay here and be insult-
ed by this man,” said Wade, coolly, to
Sheriff Quigley. He turned, opening
the cell door, and strode out.

“Lissen, sheriff,” cried Buck, as
Quigley prepared to follow Wade out,
““he’s a low-down, stinkin’ liar! I was
in his room from about ten o’clock to
two o’clock this mornin’.”

“ Can yuh prove that by anybody
else?” demanded Sheriff Quigley.

Buck thought fast. The clerk at the
hotel had not seen him leave. He had
broken open the livery stable door to
get his horse—no chance of an alibi
there. He realized sharply that he
didn’t have a leg to stand on.

“ No, I reckon not,” he answered.

“Thar doesn’t seem to be any doubt
as to yore guilt, Jackson,” said Sheritf
Quigley. “The court’s settin’ over at
Hprse Creek. I'll arrange fer a quick
trial—prob’bly take you over thar to-
morrow some time.”

“ But, my God, man!” cried Buck.
“7 didn’t kill him—1I tell yuh I’'m in-
nocent!”

“Tell it to the jedge,” snapped
Quigley, as he strode out.
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Buck started to call him back and
ask him to send a message to Dad,
then he changed his mind.

“ No use gittin’ Dad all worked up
ontil I git over tuh Horse Creek an’
kin tell him all about it,” he decided.

UCK spent a restless day. For
hours he paced his cell, tried to
read, smoked innumerable ciga-

rettes, and finally, after dusk had set-
tled down and the full moon poured a
shaft of light through the barred win-
dow, he lay down on thecot in an effort
to go to sleep. 4

After a long interval he sank into a
light doze, from which he was sud-
denly aroused by the sound of shouts.

Springing up, he went to the win-
dow. By straining his neck he man-
aged to catch a glimpse of the street
in front of the jail. A crowd of twen-
ty or more men were dismounting.
There was a certain menace in the
way they walked out of his range of
vision.

“It's a lynchin’ party!’ he thought.
“T’ll bet that skunk, Wade, has start-
ed this thing to git even with me. He
wasn’t satisfied with what he already
done.”

He was not kept long in suspense.
The cell door was flung open and Sher-
iffl Quigley entered, his face deathly
pale. .

““ Come on out, Jackson,” he ordered.

“Is it a lynchin’ party?”’ demanded
Buck.

The sheriff nodded. * They’ll kill
me ef I don’t turn you over. I got
to do it!”

“ You mean yuh ain’t goin’ tuh put
up a fight tuh see that I git jestice ?” ex-
claimed Buck.

“1 ain’t goin’ to argue,” answered
the sheriff. He leveled his gun at
Buck. “I can’t out-shoot two dozen
hard-boiled cow-punchers. You’ll hev
tuh come along.”

Buck slowly walked out past him.

“What a fine specimen of vellow
tripe you turned out to be!” he told
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the sheriff on their way down the cor-
ridor. :

As the sheriff and Buck came out
onto the sidewalk in front of the jail,
a hoarse growl went up from the crowd
of men gathered outside. One of the
men in the front ranks of the mob
advanced. He looked at Buck under
half-veiled eyelids, then turned to the
sheriff.

“ Sorry we hev to do this, sherift,”
he said, “ but thar’s been too much kill-
in’ ’round here lately. Us boys hev or-
ganized a secret Vigilance Committee.
We been banded together fer 'bout a
month now. We swore we’d lynch the
next man that committed murder in
this town. We aim to make a clean
place of Laguna, a place whar our
women folks kin be safe.”

The man turned to Buck with a not
unfriendly look.

“In some ways, I'm sorry we hev
tuh Iynch yuh fer killin’ that feller,
Moke Gleason. He was more or less
of a stranger here an’ a pretty bad
e "’
g%le continued to explain, but Buck
did not listen.

To his joy and surprise, he sud-
denly caught sight of Dad Pollock
pushing his way toward them.

As. Dad came up alongside of the
sheriff and the leader of the lynching
party, Buck opened his mouth to let
out a joyful greeting.

But Buck stopped short as Dad gave
him a warning look.

“Y¥YEG pahdon, gents,” said Dad, “I
jest now hearn that thar was a
lynchin’ about tuh take place, an’

I thought possibly the feller you-all

was about to hang might be the hom-

bre thet I come clear from Texas af-
ter.” Dad flipped back his coat and
displayed a star. “I'm sheriff of

Cochise County, Texas. ‘This man I'm

after is a train robber an’ murderer—

thar’s a five-thousand-dollah reward
foh him, dead or alive.”
“ This ain’t yore man, is it?” asked
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Sheriff Quigley. He indicated Buck
with a motion of his thumb. Dad
peered up at Buck.

“ Nope—I'm right sorry tuh say thet
ain’t him,” replied Dad, as he shook his
head sadly. “ This feller was known
as Puffy Lomax.” He reached in his
pocket and drew out a handbill. Slow-
ly he took out a pair of spectacles, bal-
anced them on his nose, then unfolded
the handbill and read:

“He was also known as Blacky
Jones, Gila Fred, Moke Gleason—"

“Moke Gleason!” broke in Sheriff
Quigley. “Did yuh say Moke Glea-
son?”

“Yep, thet’s right,” replied Dad, as
he held the handbill a little closer to his
eyes.

— “Lemme see his picture!” Quigley
grabbed the handbill out of Dad Pol-
lock’s hand, then.extended it to the
leader of the Vigilance Committee.

“ Thet’s sure enough Moke Gleason,
all right, Hansen!” he exclaimed.

“Hev you-all seen this here Moke
Gleason?” demanded Dad. “I hearn
he was up this way. Thet's the reason
I come. here.” :

“1 reckon we know him, all right.”
It was Hansen, the leader of the Vigi-
lance Committee who spoke. “ But he’s
dead.”

“ Dead!” exclaimed Dad. He stroked
his chin and smiled. “ \Wall, thet's
shore lucky! Thet saves me from hav-
in’ to chaperone his carcass way back
tuh Texas.”

He glanced up inquiringly at Han-
sen. ‘‘ But who killed him?”

Hansen looked at Sheriff Quigley
with a sheepish expression on his face,
then he jerked his thumb at Buck.

“ Why, this here feller killed him, I
reckon. Leastwise, we was aimin’ tuh
hang him fer doin’ the job—not know-
in’ this here Moke Gleason was a ban-
dit an’ murderer.”

“ You shore come near makin’ a big
mistake!” answered Dad Pollock.

He shook Buck’s manacled hands
warmly. “ Thank you, suh. You saved
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me. a lot of trouble, young man.
I reckon the sheriff here will unlock
these heah bracelets so's you kin come
with me to the telegraph office. I want
to wire the bank to arrange ’bout send-
in’ on thet thar reward to you right
pronto.”

With a sigh of relief, Sheriff Quig-
ley unlocked Buck’s handcuffs. He
tried to mutter an apology, but Buck
squelched him with a look of utter con-
tempt.

Hansen turned to the men who had
crowded around and who were listen-
ing in open-mouthed astonishment to
what had been said.

“We shore owe Jackson here an
apology, fellers,” he said. “1I reckon
we'll be a mite more sure afore we take
the law into our hands next time.”

UCK and Dad didn't slow up un-
til they were well out of Laguna.
Neither did they speak a word to

each other. Buck’s heart was too full
of gratitude to his comrade to endeavor
to express his thoughts. Finally Dad
spoke in a querulous voice:

“ Damn it, son, I knew you would
be gittin’ in trouble as soon as you got
outa my sight. I just knew you'd git
into some kind of a mess, so I threw
my weary bones into the saddle about
noon the day you left an’ started fer
‘Alamo. I rode right through. When
I got thar I couldn’t find you no place,
so I starts back, thinkin’ you'd sash-
ayed back to Horse Creek. When I
stopped at Laguna, I found out ’bout
the mess vou was in, an’—"

“ How in the hell did you git that
handbill an’ think up that lie ’bout
Moke bein’ a bandit?” broke in Buck,
impatiently.

“ Wall,” answered Dad, “T had to
do some tall thinkin’ besides a lot of
travelin’. I had to bust into this fel-
low Moke's room to git his pitcher, an’
then I had to ride back to Horse Creek
an’ git the printer thar to run off thet

handbill.
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“Then I picked up my sheriff's
badge, which I left in my bureau
drawer, an’ come back heah. I'm
danged near tuckered out.”

For a short spell they rode on again
in silence, then Buck said with a catch
in his voice:

“I reckon, Dad, I'll try tuh keep
outa trouble for the rest of my life.”

“ Uh-huh,” Dad answered. “ Wall, I
guess we better be headin’ back for
Texas.”

“Yep,” agreed Buck. “I don’t like
this here country a-tall.” He paused,
then added thoughtfiilly: * Funny
about that feller, Moke Gleason bein’
knocked off that-away. I wonder who
did kill him?”

“TI reckon I could enlighten you a
whole lot on thet subjick, son,” an-
swered Dad.

“You?” exclaimed Buck. “ You
mean you know who killed him ?”

“Umm,” answered Dad. “I
wouldn’t wonder but what I could, be-
in’ it was me thet furnished the lead
pizenin’ from which he so onexpected-
ly expired.”

“It was you that did it?” ecried
Buck Jackson, looking at Dad in as-
tonishment. '

“I didn’t mean foh to kill him,” ex-
plained Dad, “ but much as I hate to
say it, my right arm’s gittin’ a leetle
rheumatic. I kain't shoot straight as
I uster.”

He paused for a moment to adjust
a saddle strap, then added: * Thar
wasn’t nobody 'round to prove thet he
drew fust, so I knew it would be bad
policy tuh confess to the killin’, onless
I had to, to save yore hide.”

“But why in the name of gosh
a’'mighty did you kill him?” demanded
Buck.

Dad splattered a wayside bowlder
with a stream of tobacco juice, then
drawled:

“Wall, it was this way, Buck—he
’lowed as how he killed Lightnin’
Jim.”

THE END.















THE BLACK ACE.

Creery started asking a lot of ques-
tions tending to show that this tragedy
in her office reflected very seriously on
Mme. Storey. She answered all his
silly questions punctiliously, but volun-
teered none of her own conclusions.

Creery, in his stupid manner, was
trying to infer that Mme. Storey knew
who the blond young man was. Be-
yond the two slips of paper there was
nothing on the body that might fur-
nish.a clew to his identity, and they
meant nothing to the inspector. When
he put the question to her direct, she
answered calmly:

“I am trying to find out for you.
Dr. Touchon is telephoning now.”

Dr. Touchon entered the room. He
said: *“ The chief clerk of the cash-
ier’s department of the North Ameri-
can Insurance Company says yes, he
has such a man working for him. His
name is Arthur Sims. He was called
out of the office by telephone about ten
this morning.”

“ Well, there you are, inspector,”
said Mme. Storey blandly.

It was remarkable to see¢ how
Touchon and Creery seemed to smell
each other out. Without a word being
exchanged, they cemented an alliance,
The bond that united them was a com-
mon desire to see Mme. Storey dis-
credited 'in the eyes of the public.
They sought to hide their alliance
from the others in the room, and Dr.
Touchon continued to play the part of
Mme. Storey’s defender and upholder;
but I could see clearly that hereafter
we would always find Touchon and

Creery working shoulder to shoulder..

CHAPTER VIIL
THE CRYPTOGRAM.

ITHIN an hour the first print-
ed accounts of the affair were
on the street. It created a pro-

found impression. ‘‘ Mysterious Dou-
ble Shooting in the Private Office of
the Great Criminologist!”
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That was enough to start it off.
From the beginning the newspapers,
not unnaturally, took the attitude that
this crime was a direct challenge to
Mme. Storey from the powers of evil,
and that it was up to her to make a
swift and brilliant reply. _

It was tacitly assumed that the po-

lice would display their usual incom-
petence ; consequently there was a good
deal of disappointment when Mme.
Storey refused to accept any responsi-
bility and put the solution of the crime
squarely up to the police.
. Her attitude was perfectly logical
and correct, but the public is never
logical, of course, It was disappointed
when its favorite refused to perform
for its benefit, and a tinge of resent-
ment began to creep into the newspaper
columns.

Inspector Creery, undoubtedly ad-
vised by Touchon, took advantage of
this feeling to appropriate the credit
for her brilliant piece of deduction. In
oned of the late afternoon editions I
read:

Inspector Creery in an interview de-
scribed how, furnished only with a cou-
ple of scraps of paper inscribed with
some meaningless figures, and a com-
mon Jlead pencil, he built up the fact
that the murderer was employed by
the cashier’s department of the North
American Insurance Company. This
proved to be correct.

In my indignation upon reading this,
my hand instinctively reached for the
telephone. I intended to call up the
office of the sheet in which I read this,
and nail the lie; but Mme. Storey
stopped me.

“ We are not going to engage in any
controversy with Creery,” she said
firmly. ‘“That would immediately
reduce us to his level. It would suit
him far too well.”

“ But how can I let him steal the
credit that belongs to you?” I protested
with tears of vexation in my eyes.

“Oh, pshaw!” said Mme. Storeyv,
shrugging it off, * we can perform such
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‘ feats’ every day in our lives, while
Creery will never pull off another. Let
him enjoy his moment of applause. He
will have all the farther to fall.”

This interview of Creery’s had the
effect of bringing the police into the
running, and after it appeared, all the
papers took the attitude that there was
a race going on between Mme. Storey
and the detective bureau to solve the
mystery. First honors to Inspector
Creery, who had established the identi-
ty of the killer. Next, who was the
victim whom Arthur Sims had brand-
ed as Judas, and shot dead? Why was
he a Judas, and what was he doing in
Mme. Storey’s office?

“What a mine we could spring if
we told what we knew about Fay!” I
said longingly.

“It would be prematurely sprung,”
said Mme. Storey dryly. “ We could
not possibly convict Dr. Touchon of
blackmail with the evidence we have,
especially since Fay is gone. You must
be patient.”

In subsequent interviews next day
Creery fed the press with tantalizing
scraps of information that kept the
reading public on its toes. The victim’s
name was Francis Fay. He lived at
such and such a number Gramercy
Park.

Until a year before he had been an
employee of the North American In-
surance Company—where he had no
doubt made the acquaintance of Arthur
Sims—and had presumably led a re-
spectable life. But of late he had be-
come an associate of thugs and black-
legs, and had gone into the business of
dealing in cocaine and other drugs.

In all this it was evident that a
smarter mind than Creery’s was
prompting him at every turn. No ex-
planation was yet forthcoming of
why Fay had gone to Mme. Storey’s
office.

“They'll have a hard time explain-
ing that!” I said bitterly.

“ Nevertheless, they will explain it,”
said Mme. Storey.
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“And will you let them get away
with it?”
She merely smiled provokingly.

URTHER particulars were forth-
coming about Arthur Sims. He
was the son of a respectable mer-

chant in Leonia, New Jersey, a com-
muters’ town. He was a good-looking,
lively lad who seemed to have the fac-
ulty of inspiring a deep affection in
his associates. Everybody called .him
“Blondy.” He was engaged to a nice
girl in Leonia, and neither she nor any-
body else suspected that he was mixed
up in wrong-doing of any sort.

His parents were crushed. Under
pressure they were forced to admit that
Arthur had spent a good many nights
in town lately. There was the same
old heartbreaking suggestion of the ef-
fect of evil company. The janitor of
the house on Gramercy Park identi-
fied Arthur Sims as a frequent visitor
to Francis Fay. .

“ Funny that he shouldn’t mention
the lad who came with him,” comment-

“ed Mme. Storey. It looks as if that

fact had been deliberately suppressed.”
With her faculty for picking out the
one essential point in a complicated
situation, she added: “ That lad is our
mark, Bella. Fay and Sims are dead,
but the third one, so far as we know, is
still alive and able to testify.”

An ironical note was supplied to the
situation when the police got hold of
Basil Thorne with a view to finding
out what he knew about Fay. Basil,
with an air of open-eyed innocence,
succeeded in telling them very little.

I should state that Dr. Touchon was
receiving great credit in the press for
his promptness in shooting the mur-
derer. There was never any move to
prosecute him, of course,

When we were left alone in our of-
fice, Mme. Storey had me bring her
the numbers that I had copied down
from the slips found in Blondy’s
pocket. She glanced at the first one
and said instantly:
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ceived in the past. Now Creery has
earned the name of being a nit-wit,
and if you let him put one over on
you, it will deal a terrible blow to your
prestige.”

“I am sorry to disappoint my
friends,” said Mme. Storey, still smil-
ing, “but I have nothing to say on
the case except to express the hope that
the police will clear it up completely.”

Crosskill went away waving his
hands.

After this I knew it was useless for
me to say anything, but I could not
conceal my feelings. I am prouder of
Mme. Storey’s success than if it had
been my own. I am as greedy as a
miser of her popularity, and I watch
how it waxes and wanes with an anx-
ious heart.

I knew in what a hazardous position
every popular favorite stands, because
the public is always ready to tear down
and trample on what it has itself set
up. Already I could see the little
sneers appearing in the press, sugges-
tions of the envious that the great
Mme. Story was not so much after all.

The tears sprang to my eyes, and
the sight of them aroused a spice of ir-
ritation in my good natured mistress.
“ Now, Bella, you at least ought to
have more sense,” she said. * You can
see the position that Touchon has ma-
neuvered us into. He means to ‘ solve’
this case,- working through Creery.
Well, if he can bring us into it his
triumph will be twice as great. The
only part for us to play is that of a
dignified aloofness.”

“ How can he solve it when he was
behind it all?” T said.

“1 don’t know,” she said frankly,
“put he will. ‘This man has a cleverer
brain than any I have ever opppsed.”

“ And are you going to let him do
what he wants?” I said rebelliously.

““Not precisely,” she answered with
a dry smile. “ Have a little patience,
my dear. Touchon doesn’t know it, but
he is playing directly into my hand. It
would have been difficult, perhaps im-
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possible to make a charge of blackmail
stick ; the man is too clever, and none
of his victims would ever have testi-
fied against him. But now I shall get
him for murder.”

CHAPTER IX.
THE THIRD MAN.

ME. STOREY was not as idle
in the case as she made believe
to be. The police erected every

possible obstacle in her path, such as
intimidating the witnesses and posting
a patrolman at the door of our office,
but she serenely circumvented them.

We both got a good deal of amuse-
ment out of watching the spectacle of
Inspector Creery at this time. Dr.
Touchon was clever enough to conceal
the leading strings, consequently the
inspector thought that he had suddenly
been endowed with remarkable clever-
ness, and his complacency was laugh-
able. In the public humiliation of
Mme. Storey he saw the opportunity of
his lifetime. The foretaste of such a
triumph was sweet to the man who
had been so berated for his stupidity.

The ostensible purpose of the police-
man at our door was to afford us
“ protection,” but in reality he had
been put there to report to his master
the names of any of the witnesses who
might come to see Mme, Storey. Well,
she let them have their witnesses—all
except one. When she has picked out
the main lead of a case nothing can
tempt her into a side issue. The only
man she wanted to question was the
chief clerk of the cashier’s department
in the North American Insurance
Company. His name was Greenlees.

She called him up on the telephone.
When he learned whom he was speak-
ing to he became painfully embar-
rassed.

“That’s all right,” said Mme.
Storey easily. “I know you have re-
ceived a hint to keep away from me;
and I know these fellows can make it
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very unpleasant for you when their
hints are disregarded. But you
wouldn’t have any objection to talking
to me would you, if it was kept from
the knowledge of the police?”

. “No, indeed,” he said eagerly.

“Then come to the Hotel Vander-
meer when you leave your office. Go
right up to room 1214 without sending
up your name, and you will find ine
and my secretary waiting for you.”

This was an expedient that my mis-
tress had adopted before when she
wished to meet somebody without at-
tracting attention.

Mr. Greenlees was a gentlemanly
little man with the punctilious and sub-
dued air of the long trusted clerk.
Being called into conference with
Mme. Storey was a great event in his
life. A little color had come into' his
pale cheeks, and his voice trembled
slightly. His gentleness and modesty
appealed to my mistress, and she laid
herself out to make friends.
minutes he was hers, body and soul.

“ There is only one thing 1 want to
find out from you, Mr. Greenlees,” she
said. “Who was Arthur Sims's
special pal in your office?”

“ There was no special one that I can
recall,” he said. *“ Arthur—Blondy
they called him—was a popular boy.
There were six or seven of the lads

who formed a little group. I can give
you their names.” ]
“Never mind that,” said Mme:

Storey. “I doubt if it would be any
of these. I think he must have kept
his friendship with this one a secret
from the others, because they cor-
responded with each other in cipher by
means of the adding machines.”

“The adding machines!” said Mr.
Greenlees, astonished. “ I never heard
of such a thing!”

“ Well neither did I,” said my mis-
tress, smiling. “ But with this lead
can’t you identify the man I am look-
ing for?”

The chief clerk slowly shook his
head. “ Haven't any idea,” he said.

In two-
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“Well, let us see if we can’t get at it
by a process of elimination. I assume
that most of the clerks in your depart-
ment are careless, happy-go-lucky lads,
as transparent as window glass. Now
is there one who is not like that? One
who looks as if he might have a
secret?”’

“There is Jack Coler,” said Mr.
Greenlees promptly.

“ What about him?”

“A handsome, capable-looking fel-
low,” said-Mr. Greenlees. “ Looks as
if he could keep things to himself. He’s
older than the others; about twenty-
seven, I should say. Sometimes I find
myself wondering that such a one
should be content with so small a job.
I strongly mistrusted him when he first
came; a fellow with such a bold and
independent eye usually gives me a lot
of trouble. But I'm obliged to say
I've had no trouble with Jack.”

“Hm!” said Mme. Storey. “ Sounds
promising. Have you ever noticed
anything between him and Blondy?”

“Can't say I have, madame.”

“Well, let’s get back to the morning
Blondy was called away from the office.
You answered the phone, I believe.
What was the message?” /

“A MAN asked if he could speak to
Arthur Sims. Apologized for
calling him during business

hours, but said it was very important.”

“ Did you notice anything particular
about the voice?”

“Well, yes, madame.
important kind of voice.”

Mme. Storey smiled. “ Would you
recognize it if you heard it again?”’

Mr. Greenlees hesitated. “‘ Not if I
heard the man speak, madame; the
phone alters a voice so. But if I heard
the same voice over the phone again

I’'m pretty sure I'd recognize it.”

“Good! I will give you a chance at
the first opportunity. Did you observe

Blondy when he got the message?”

“Yes, madame; the phone was right
on my desk.”

It was an
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“ What did he say?”

““He didn't say anything but ‘ Very
well,” or “ All right,” or something of
that sort.  But when he hung up he
was very much agitated, pale and trem-
bling. I thought that natural enough,
because he told me his mother had been
taken sick, and he had to go home. I
told him to go, of course.”

“ And then?”

“ He said he would finish listing the
checks he had on his machine. He was
so long about that I said: ¢ Sims, hadn’t
you better go along?’ and he muttered
that he’d made a mistake and had to do
it over.”

“ He would then be writing to his
pal to tell him what had happened,”
said Mme. Storey. ‘ Their method of
communication was somewhat cums-
brous, and it would take him some
time. Then what?”

‘“ Why he went, as I thought, home,”
said Mr. Greenlees.

“Did he speak to any of the other
lads?”

[ No.”

“ Did one of them leave the room at
the same time?”

“ No.”

“ Indeed,” said Mme. Stcrey. “ How
could he have got that note to his pal?”

“ Why—" said Mr. Greenlees with
widening eyes, ‘it has just come to
me. It was Jack Coler’s job to make
the rounds and collect the listed
checks, He would pick up anything
that was lying on Blondy’s machine.”

“ Excellent !’ said Mme. Storey..*“ Tt
was probably that which had sug-
gested the means of communication to
them. Jack Coler looks like our man.
Describe him to me, please.”

“ About five foot nine or ten,” said
Mr. Greenlees; “ strong and set up like
an athlete. Weighs one hundred and
seventy-five pounds, I should say. Very
handsome face with a bold plume of
black hair, black eyes and dark red
tight-shut lips. Pale skin, slightly yel-
lowish, but healthy looking. A cool
custoraer; has very little to say around
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the office. He has a triangular scar
on his right cheek bone about three-
quarters of an inch across; gives him
a dangerous look.”

“An excellent description,” said
Mme. Storey. “I wish we could al-
ways get as good. ‘That will be all
now, Mr. Greenlees. Thank you very
much.”

The little man was much confused
by her praises.

“To-morrow morning,” Mme.
Storey went on, “I'll send a man to
your office to pick this fellow up. One
can see that he will be a ticklish subject
to handle. Can you describe the posi-
tion of his machine?” -

“ Nothing easier,” said Mr. Green-
lees. “ There are four rows of adding
machines facing me as I sit at my desk,
and Jack Coler’s is the first one in the
first row starting from the left.”

“ Good!” said Mme. Storey. “ While
my man is transacting his imaginary
business with you, he can be stowing
Jack Coler’s face away in his memory
and you need pay no attention.”

T was Crider whom we sent to the
insurance company’s offices next
morning, one of our best men. Ina

few minutes he was back again with a
glum face. “ Bird’s flown,” he said
succinctly. “ Never showed up this
morning. Sent no word.”

“Then he is certainly our man,”
said Mme. Storey.

“ Mr. Greenlees gave me a photo of
him,” Crider went on. “Seems the
whole force had a photograph taken
awhile back. I cut Scarface out of it.
The head is small but clear.”

Mme. Storey and I looked with in-
terest at the photograph. Mr. Green-
lees had not exaggerated his clerk’s
good looks. A straight-nosed young
man with a level gaze and firm lips, he
was every inch the cool and dangerous
customer that causes a flutter ’round
a woman’s heart. How came such a
one to be listing checks on an adding

machine, one wondered. But that was
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knew, notwithstanding what Mme.
Storey might say in the newspapers,
that we were working hard on the case
and hoped to bring the murder home to
him. Yet it suited his sardonic humor
to pose as Mme. Story's savior and her
ardent admirer who hoped to become
something closer.

All the shifts, evasions, and posings
that this masquerade entailed exercised
his ingenuity to the full, and he en-
joyed himself. Mme. Storey enjoyed
it somewhat less, I fancy, but she was
amply able to meet him on that ground,
when there was something to be gained
by it.

For me it was a continual ordeal. I
was terrified of them both. Seeing
them smiling at each other with such
apparent frankness, indulging in good-
natured banter, playing the old, old
game of elegant philandering, and
knowing, as I did, that each determined
nature was bent upon the destruction
of the other, the strain was fearful.

Touchon was ceaselessly seeking to
charm my mistress with his basilisk
eyes, while hers ever skated lightly
away, yet always conveying an intima-
tion that they might yet succumb. She
did it so well that sometimes I thought
it was real, and became sick with
anxiety on her account. ‘Touchon was
undoubtedly, in his peculiar fashion,
“in love ” with my mistress: but woe
betide the woman on whom his fancy
rested!

Still his effrontery puzzled me. I re-
member saying to Mme. Story: “I
don’t see what he can expect to gain by
his love-making. = How can he ever
hope to prevail over you when he
knows that you’re well aware what a
black-hearted wretch he is.”

- She shrugged. “ That'’s the kind of
man he is. He believes in the power
of evil. In his philosophy, what he
calls ‘love’ has nothing to do with
decency. He looks forward to the day
when he shall say to me: ‘I am a thief
and a blackmailer and a murderer, but
you cannot resist me. I am your
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master. Come! To him that would
be the supreme triumph.”

I shivered.

On one occasion Dr. Touchon asked
us to dine with him at Guillaume’s,
the smart place of the moment. We
met at his apartment for cocktaily. He
had a blond young man for me whose
name was Shaler, I think; but it
doesn’t signify. T looked at him with
interest at first, thinking he might be
another of the doctor’s agents that we
had not heard of. But as we were
powdering our noses, preparatory to
setting forth, Mme. Story shook her
head at the suggestion. ‘

“You will notice,” said she, “that
Touchon never publicly acknowledges
his crooked associates. He surrounds
himself with blameless characters.”

And so it proved. Mr. Shaler, who
spoke in a flutelike voice, was the
American equivalent of the gigolo, but
less attractive than his European
brethren, who, at least, bear themselves
with a certain swagger. This one was
tame, a mere cake-eater, who kept the
tail of his eye on Dr. Touchon through-
out, and accommodated himself to his
patron’s every mood. He has nothing
to do with the story, so I shall not have
much to say about him. At any rate
he could dance. It was pleasant to
yield oneself to the music, and imagine
that a real man was guiding you.

S is always the case at the dinner
hour, the foyer of Guillaume’s
was densely crowded with people

waiting for friends and so on. I fancv
that many persons hang about at that
time, hoping they may be seen, and
afterward sneak out to dine at a
cheaper place.

As we slowly threaded our way
through, I got a shock as if I had
touched a live wire, for there, not two
yards from me, looking over the heads
of several persons, stood Scarface, slim
and elegant in evening dress. I rec-
ognized him instantly from the
photograph.
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leaving the Palmer men without guns,
food, or horses, in hostile Indian terri-
tory.

Wally charges Nick and his side-
kicks, the Strobel brothers, with aiding
the outlaws ; and asks the other waddies
if they’re game to follow the herd on
foot and try to surprise the bandits.
They agree, leaving the three traitors
behind. .

In a daring night raid, they kill two
of the outlaws and overpower the
others. Taking the leader, Gene Sarles,
with them, the loyal waddies drive the
herd on up the trail, leaving the rustlers
behind. Nick joins the outlaws, and
they meet another trail outfit, where
they get horses. With part of his men,
he hurries to Dodge City, where he
tells Colonel Palmer that Wally and
the other cowboys have stolen the herd!

Terry believes in Wally, and thinks
Roswell is lying; but despite her pro-
tests, the colonel authorizes Roswell to
hire a band of gunmen and recapture
the herd. Nick rides away, determined
to wipe out Wally’s men.

CHAPTER XV.
HANK WILLET, OUTLAW.

AYS dragged wearily for Terry
Palmer, burdened with a feel-
ing of hopeless despair. Colonel

Palmer was beside himself with anxie-
ty, while he waited to hear from Ros-
well, for on the success of Nick’s ven-
ture, as the Texan firmly believed,
hinged his own future prosperity.

" One day when Colonel Palmer was
away from their rooms, there sounded
at the door a faint and hesitating
knock. Terry opened it, to find a
rather disreputable individual standing
there, 2 man whose right arm was
missing at the elbow. In his left he
held a battered Stetson.

“ Your father here, Miss Palmer?”
the caller asked, seeming to recognize
her at a glance, though he was a stran-
ger to Terry..
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“ But
Won't

““No, he isn’t,” she replied.
I'll take a message for him.
you step in?”

“ P’raps I'd better, if you don’t mind,
ma’am.”

He entered the room, standing there
in a helpless, embarrassed fashion while
Terry closed the door.

“\What is your name, please?”’ Terry
inquired pleasantly. _.

“My name? Well, now, ma’am, I
guess they’s no harm in telling you.
I'm known as Hank Willet.” He
paused uncertainly; then, with a rush,
said: “ If I told you something worth
while, ma’am, you'd give your word
of honor never to make trouble for
me account of it?”

“You have my word that Colonel
Palmer will be fair,” Terry promised.
“ And if what you tell me is valuable,
he will gladly reward you.”

“That’s satisfactory. Now I can
get down to brass tacks. First of all,
ma’am, I was one of them chaps that
tried to kidnap you, up the river.”
Terry gasped, and the man hurriedly
went on: “ You promised not to make
trouble about it, ma’am. Well, another
one was your dad’s trail boss, Nick
Roswell.”

“Nick Roswell?” Terry echoed,
aghast at such unexpected news.

“Yes, ma'am. Nick’s part was
secret like, because he didn’t want to
run the risk of you spotting him. He’s
a smooth-acting gent, is Roswell.

“ Nick got in a jam two, three years
ago,” he went on to explain. “ He had
money of your dad’s after he’d sold
some cattle for him, and Nick lost the
cash in a big poker game at Abilene.
Of course he had to dig up money to
pay the colonel, or he was through.
Gene Sarles and another lad staked
him, so he could make good the loss;
and it was done with the understand-
ing that Nick would join ’em later in
any proposition that promised profit-
able. They had you in mind all the
time, and Nick knew it. But they had
him where he couldn’t help himself.
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toward Mulberry Creek, some miles
away.

Beyond Mulberry Creek a larger dust
cloud became visible, hanging in the
still air. The town marshal indicated
" this with a broad wave of his arm.

“ Guess that’s your herd, colonel,”
said he. * Things Il be lively soon, if
the hunch we’re acting on is correct.”

“ Don’t let Roswell get away, what-
ever happens,” Palmer muttered.

“We'll get ’em all,” the marshal
said; a little later he gave curt orders
to his men, and the group broke up,
riders scattering off to either side.

Nearer and nearer they drew to the
advancing drove, until the individual
steers composing it could be distin-
guished. A man rode at the head, but
as she gazed Terry found her eyes sud-
denly dazzled by the sun.

“We'll ride up close to that fel-
low,” she heard the officer saying,
“and I'll roll a gun on him ’fore he
knows what’s up. The rest of his gang
will be taken care of the same way.”

The distance between the approach-
g groups steadily lessened, while
Terry’s anxious gaze was centered on
the nearest rider, the man who pointed
the herd. The sun was so blinding that
she could hardly see, and Terry rubbed
her rebellious eyes, striving to bamish
the dancing, blinding sun spots.

The rider touched spurs to his horse,
coming toward them at a gallop and
waving his Stetson by way of greeting.
All the color drained from Terry’s
face; her heart, for a moment, stopped
beating. She could now see clearly the
harseman who approached them; it
was Wally Farnum!

CHAPTER XIX.
TRIUMPH—AND DISASTER.

SERRY, victim of a sudden weak-
ness that she fought desperately
to control, remained at first mere-

ly a spectator of the meeting between
Farnom and her father.

Go gle
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“Don’t make a fool of yourself,
now!” she whispered savagely to her-
self. ““Show a little backbone if
you've got it!”

Palmer enthusiastically-pumped Wal-
ly’s hand.

“By gad, sir!” the colonel cried.
“You must be a miracle warker! I
learned too late what Roswell was up
to, and I've been weorried sick. Terry,
too. We thought Nick had wiped your
crowd out to a man.”

“ Not quite,” Wally Farnum grinned
cheerfully. “ So you were expecting
him with the herd, were you, colonel?”

“That’s it. And we were ready to
give the scoundrel a warm reception let
me tell you! He certainly lad same-
thing coming.” .

“Oh!” Wally grinned again, glanc-
ing at the marshal’s posse which wag
converging toward them. “I got it
now. I didn’t figure you knew, and
the young army hereabouts was some-
thing of a puzzle.” o

“Guess you have things straight
now,” Palmer said, then realicing that
his daughter was holding back, “ Hey
there, Terry, what’s the matter with
you? Aren't you going to tel Far-
num how tickled you are that he’s not
planted somewhere down the trail ?”’

“ You didn’t give me a chance,” Ter-
ry responded, smiling and now almost
master of her emotions. Frankly she
held her hand out to the returned hero,
clear, honest eyes looking straight imdo
his. “I'm so glad to see you, Wally,”
she said, and Wally’s tanned face
flushed with pleasure at the matural
way his name slipped from her lips.

“1 can’t half thank you now far
all you’ve done,” she whispered. “1.
want to do that later—if you'll let
me.”

“Crowds are a terrible nuisance,
aren’t they?”’ Wally grinned. “ But
I'm not looking for thanks, Miss Terry,
though the chance to see you alone is
a privilege I'd appreciate more than
anything else I can think of.”

“Well, well?” Palmer cried. *“If
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“ A Mr. Farnum's downstairs, Miss
Palmer. He'd like to speak with you
there for a moment.”

“Why didn’t he come up?” Terry
demanded.

“I couldn’t say. He seemed quite
anxious to see you.” ‘

“ Wally’s waiting down below,”
Terry called to her father. *“T'll find
out what he wants.”

Puzzled at Wally’s unaccountable
behavior, Terry accompanied her guide
to the first floor, glancing quickly
about the unpretentious lobby. Wally
Farnum was not to be seen. Doubt-
fully she tumed to the employee who
had brought the message.

“ Where is Mr. Farnum?” she asked.

He nodded toward a door opening
off the lobby to outside. .

‘““He said he’d rather wait for you
there, Miss Palmer.”

Terry frowned, confessing a sense
of disappointment that Wally should
order her about in this unconventional
manner. Then, impulsively, she
stepped through the door, which
closed behind her, and Terry found
herself standing on a narrow, unlight-/
ed side strect.

Without warning the heavy folds of
a blanket enveloped her, muffling the
startled cry that escaped her lips. Chok-
ing, strangling, unable to scream and
scarcely able to breathe, she was picked
up bodily by two men and rushed into
the seclusion of a near-by alley.

The sweet, sickish odor of chloro-
form pervaded the blanket, and Terry
struggled in vain against its sinister in-
fluence. Gradually her senses yielded.
A host of queer thoughts flashed crazi-
ly through her brain, among them dis-
may that her gown would be ruined by
contact with this filthy, bad-smelling
blanket.

Then it seemed to Terry that she
was in a canoe, sweeping helplessly
down the rapids of a turbulent cafnon
stream, where white water zigzagged
between huge bowlders. A score of
times she escaped destruction by a hair,
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but at last the canoe slipped into quiet
water, and ceased from its dizzy plung-
ing. Lulled and soothed by the more
gentle motion, she fell asleep.

CHAPTER XX
THE END OF THE TRAIL.

ALLY FARNUM'S prepara-
tions for the dinner were hard-
ly less painstaking than those

of Terry herself.

“ Good thing I've got plenty money,”
Wally mused. “All 1 need is new:
boots, new hat, and every last thing in
between. This stuff I been wearing
would dawgone near made a scarecrow,
blush.”

A bath, shave, hair cut, and new
clothes brought about a tremendous
improvement in Wally’s appearance.
But all these details required time;
more time, in fact, than he had counted
on, and it was after eight when Wally,
finally presented himself at Palmer’s
stiite.

“Where’s Terry?” the colonel de-
manded, admitting his guest.

“Terry?” Wally repeated blankly.
“ Why, colonel, I haven’t laid eyes on
Miss Terry since I lgft you folks late
this afternoon!”

“You didn’t send up from down-
stairs, saying you wanted to see her?
Half an hour ago, or a trifle longer?”

“Not me! Colonel, something’s
gone wrong? Who said I wanted Miss
Terry?”

“ One of the hotel boys, I guess. He
stayed in the hall while talking to
Terry, and then she called in that you
were waiting down in the lobby. When
she didn't come right back I supposed
the two of you were together.” Anx-
iously his glance questioned Wally’s
face. “ What’s up?”

‘*“Some damned deviltry of Nick
Roswell’s. We've taken too many
things for granted, colonel.” Wally’s
eyes smoldered with a sudden blaze of
fierce passion. “ We can't sit still and
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avith their inexorable passing Terry’s
panic grew, deepening to black despair.
‘Soon Nick would return. What might
happen after that she dared not think.
Steps sounded faintly without, as of
some person or persons stealthily ap-
proaching her prison. There was a
sinister and frightful significance about
that almost inaudible movement. A
key was thrust in the lock; the door
swung open on squeaky hinges, while
Terry’s eyes strove to pierce the dark-
ness.

“This is the place,” a voice mut-
tered. “ Nobody here, I guess.”

A match snapped, and by its feeble
light Terry perceived her father and
Wally, each with a drawn pistol in his
hand; a third mah proved to be Hank
Willet, whose presence explained how
they had come to locate her so prompt-
1y. An instant later Terry was free,
sobbing in her father’s arms.

“T thought you were Nick coming
back,” she said brokenly. “ He’ll be
here any minute.”

“ Then let’s shift,” Wally spoke up
grimly. “I've got a scheme I'd like
to work on that hombre. First thing,
though, is to get Miss Terry to the
hotel where she’ll be safe. I'll ga with
you that far.”

Without delay they left the hateful
room, Terry not yet fully awake to
the blessed realization that her awful
nightmare was really over. Wally hur-

ried them along, cautianing against:

noise. Apparently no one noted their
departure,

At the entrance to the hotel, up in
the more respectable part of town,
Wally held back.

“ There’s a little matter of business
needs attending to,” said he quietly.
“ I'Il be with you later, colonel. Adios,
Miss Terry. It won’t take me long.”

. Terry knew what the errand was,
and instinctively caught at Wally’s
arm, protesting his determination.

“No, no!” she gasped. “You
mustn’t go there again, Wally! He'll
kill you!”
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Wally smiled at her, a smile both re-
assuring and tender. ‘

“You stay with the colonel, Miss
Terry. In a little while, if you want
me to, I'll be coming to see you. I
can’t stop now. You understand, don’t
you?”’ anxiously. “I've got to go!”

Terry’'s heart was torn with dread,
vet her intuition told her that Wally
had no choice. Just as he said, he had
to go. A failure to return and face
Nick Roswell would seem to him a blot
on his manhood ; and he would not feel
that she was ever safe, with Roswell
still at large. Colonel Palmer drew her
close to him, and they entered the hotel.

Wally Farnum made record time
down into the dubious section of shady
resorts from which Terry had so late-
ly been rescued.

“I might be able to put the thing
over yet,” he thought hopefully, “if
Nick’s slow getting back.”

A light glowed faintly at the front
of the building, but otherwise there
were no signs of occupancy, and Wally
cautiously slipped in from the rear,
working a slow, silent passage to the
second floor. He stopped at-the room
that had been Terry’s prison.

“Looks like I'm ahead of Nick,”
was his jubilant thought.

The door was still locked as they
had left it, and Wally entered by means
of a key he had obtained from Hank
Willet. A match snapped in his hand,
was instantly extinguished. Nothing
had changed in the room.

“ Now,” Wally thought contentedly,
“ we’ll bait up the trap.”

He locked the door behind him, set-
tling at last in the lone chair to await
developments.

[VE minutes passed. Finally the
low mutter of voices came up to
him, followed by creaking stairs as
visitors ascended. Boot heels scraped
on the bare wood floor outside.
“ Everything’s all set.” It was Nick
Roswell speaking, as he opened the
door. “T'll strike a light.”
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“Good idea,” a wheezy, horrible
voice chuckled eagerly. “ Do I kiss the
bride?”

“Try it once and see what you get!"
Nick grunted angrily, his back to
Wally’s chair while fussing with the
lamp chimney. Then he turned, jaws
sagging open in dismay at the sight
before him.

“ How are you, Nick?” said Wally.
“ Surprised, sort of, ain't you?”’ He
lounged negligently in his seat, thumbs
hooked into the belt from which hung
the holster sheathing his forty-five.
The man who had come with Roswell,
a whisky-saturated, pasty-faced wreck,
drew his breath sharply, and began a
gradual, crablike movement toward the
door. Wally's eyes flickered at him,
tho1ugh they did not actually leave Ros-
well.

“ Freeze where you are,” Wally or-
dered “ till the party’s over!” and the

“ parson " froze, shaking visibly.

Nick stood close by the lamp, striv-
ing to get a whip hand over his numbed
faculties. Again had Wally Farnum
proved a Nemesis, wrecking his care-
fully made plans—and as always, just
at the point when success seemed with-
in his grasp. There was a mixture of
fear and hate in his eyes as he stared
at Wally Farnum; nervously his tongue
moistened dry, parched lips.

“Well,” said Wally coldly, “I'm
ready any time you are.”

“ What do you mean ?”’ Nick parried.
He knew, but chose to pretend igno-
rance for the added time it gave him.

Wally laughed conmtemptuously.

“ Guess you're wise, Nick. I could
have killed you when you lit the lamp,
but I didn’t want to. I wanted you to
have a chance to suffer a little, know-
ing you were going to die and knowing
they was no way to dodge it. That’s
part of the punishment. They was an-
other reason, too. I can’t quite bring
myself to shoot a fellow in the back,
even a skunk like you that deserves
shooting twenty times. Pull your gun,
Nick! The best man wins!”
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Roswell possessed the heart of a
bully and a craven; yet there is a cer-
tain courage born of utter desperation,
the courage often shown by a trapped
animal, though it be only a rat. And
Roswell, trapped, desperate, facing the
end of his warped career, and yet dear-
ly wishing to live, staked all in a mad
gamble with death.

His right hand darted for the gun
on his thigh—a motion that Nick Ros-
well never finished. Before the weapon
cleared its sheath, a blast of hot smoke
enveloped him, while the small room
echoed with the deafening crash of
Wally’s forty-five, drawn with a speed
which made tlre lightning-swift stroke
of a deadly snake seem slow by com-
parison.

Thus did Nick Roswell pay the inev-
itable price of his misdeeds.

The horrified spectator wheezed like
a leaky bellows, staring through the
powder smoke with fear-dilated eyes.

“Get out!”” Wally curtly told him,
and without delay the fellow sidled
through the door, panting, grotesque in
his terror. Pausing only to extinguish
the lamp, Wally followed.

“ Killing folks is bad business,” he
thought. “ But I couldn’t do a thing
else. Looked like Miss Terry never
would have been out of danger with
that skunk alive. If she only under-
stands!”

R the second time that night he

knocked at the door of Palmer’s

suite, admitted as before by the
colonel. His glance questioned Wally,
who nodded. No other reference to
Wally’s errand passed between them.

“ Terry'll be out in a minute,” Palm-
er said, in a matter-of-fact tone. “I
made her lie down for a little rest.”

“It was a good thing to do,” Wally
agreed, and then Terry emerged from
her room, pale, but looking none the
worse for that harrowing experience.
She sensed from their attitude that
Nick’s days of evil plotting were ended,
vet Terry was a girl of the West, where






Slinking in from the outer darkness came a sleek,
soft-moving yellow shape -






SHORTY RETURNS.

“ This "1l make me forget Africa and
my lost two thousand,” he chuckled.

. Gus was tickled pink to see us.
That’s one thing about Gus—pros-
perity hasn’t turned his head.

“Order anything you want to-
night—the feed’s on me,” Gus declared
hospitably. _

““We want something besides Chi-
cago beef and canned stuff, something
different,” said Shorty sociably.

“ You blew in at just the right time,
old man,” Gus interrupted. “ I've gota
real treat for you.”

“ Beef stew,” whispered Bill rev-
erently, as he licked his chops.

Gus sniffed disdainfully. * Better
than that, something you never tried
before,” he confided with an air of
mystery. “ You couldn’t have come at
a better time.” He seemed immensely
pleased with himself.

He led the way to a seclnded table
which commanded a fine view of the
big dance floor.

“] got a bully show on to-night,
too,” he said. “ You'll like it. Hey,

George!” He beckoned to the head -

waiter. ‘‘ Look.after these three men -
as though they were your long-lost
brothers,” he directed.

George eyed us with the morose air
of a man who never had thought very
much of his long-lost brothers; but
pechaps he was calculating the size of
the possible tips.

The tables were rapidly filling. Most
of the men were dressed like floor-
walkers and the women like the statue
of Vemus. From behind a patch of
palms came the sounds of an orches-
tra tuning up for its deadly work.

“1 wish to thunder those palms
weren’t there; they remind me of Af-
rica and my wad}of money,” said
Shorty irritably.  Plentiful eyefuls
of palms were about all I got in return
for my two thousand. 1 don’t want
anything around that reminds me of
Africa. Hooey, that’s what the travel
books are full of.” And he was off
again, full steam, on his favorite topic.
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He stopped as George was passing our
table and signaled to him.

*“ Where’s our feed?”” he demanded.

George was apologetic. ““It’s com-
ing, sir, in about fifteen minutes. You
were a bit early; and Mr. Beary is hav-
ing a special delicacy prepared for you.
It will be a most pleasant surprise, sir,
and a rare treat. The program is about
to begin, and after the first number
your dinner probably will be ready.
The wait won’t be long, sir.” '

“It wouldn’t be if I didn’t have to
keep looking at those danged remind-
ers of Africa,” sighed Shorty, waving
in disgust toward the palms.

The next instant the orchestra

blared out with the opening number,
and as the familiar jazz notes rever-
berated through the big room Shorty
relaxed and momentarily forgot the
palms. Suddenly, though, he stiffened
and a look of anguish crossed his face.
The jazz had given way to a steady,
rhythmic beat—the monotonous boosm,
boom, boom of a drum, above which
sounded faintly the wail of a violin.
““ Sounds like a tom-tom,” remarked
Bill sociably. ““ It—" But he saw that
Shorty wasn’t in any mood for con-
versation.

“I spent two thousand smackers
and staggered a seasick trail halfway
across the face of the globe to hear
that stuff, and never heard it,” he
groaned.

DOOR at the far end of the room
swung open and there appeared
a file of eight or ten dusky maid-
ens wearing shredded wheat dresses.
Slowly they danced their way to the
center of the floor, with the drum and
violin keeping up their monotonous
beat. It was a good dance act, and
everybody was watching it with rapt
attention.
I didn’t dare look at Shorty.
*“ All this is thrown in free with the
food,” Bill explained.’
“Free!” groaned Shorty. * Free,
and it cost me two thousand to—"






“Well,” snarled Skyles, “ I see from your looks that
) " it's all up with me”
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is kissing his “sister ” a weird, un-
earthly wailing as of some dead soul
strikes them with supernatural terror.

Time and again Fletcher feels
evidences of this weird influence. Once
he sees it face to face—and it is his
own face and shape, ghastly and
horrible!

Fletcher takes Van Mortimor’s place
in the business world without question,
and even his former boss, Morton, and
his chum Bland, whom he hires as his
confidential secretary, accept him de-
spite their first suspicions, for he is too
generally recognized for them to ques-
tion his identity. He takes charge of
the vast railroads, banks—including
the Western Hemisphere, where he has
a suite of offices—and other Van Mor-
timor interests, administering them
justly and well.

Then comes a summons to a consul-
tation with the family physician, Dr.
Bates, and four European specialists.
They tell him he has a deadly blood
clot on his brain, which will quickly
drive him into stupendous criminal ac-
tivities, toying with victims’ emotions.
The only cure is an operation on the
brain. But at the last minute, Fletcher
is saved by Dr. Bates’s plea to have
more time to cure him by other means.

Fletcher suspects Dr. Bates knows
his identity, but the doctor acts as if
Fletcher were having hallucinations.
He finally gives Fletcher the steno-
graphic notes of the doctors’ consulta-
tion giving the strange history of Sig-
mond Van Mortimor.

An eccentric undirected genius,
Van Mortimor, with all the world at
his command, had sought the super-
lative thrill in adventure, epicureanism,
voluptuous dances and bacchanalian
orgies in Paris, finally indulging in in-
credible quantities of drugs; he had
gone to India, where he became a
hashish addict, and delved deeply into
the hidden mysteries of Hindu fakirs
and all the strange possibilities of the
occult. There it was that Van Mor-
timor learned this unearthly wailing
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cry, the mournful wail of ultimate
hopeless desire after unattainable
ecstasy—a cry of the damned!

Fletcher suspects he is the puppet of
this super-sensualist and trifler with
human emotions, possessed of occult,
fiendish knowledge and power; but he
bravely goes about his great financial
work.

At the same time he determines to
make an effort to develop Gloria’s
character so that there can be true and
deep love between them; for she has
been shielded from all contact with the
world and its realities. He has Bland
hunt up three or four appalling cases
of destitution, misery, and squalid
death in the tenement district—part of
which is Van Mortimor property—and
then proposes that Gloria go with him
on a slumming expedition.

CHAPTER XI.
GLORIA GOES EXPLORING.

Y YHEY started forth as en a holi-
day excursion. Gloria clung to
Fletcher’s arm in the car as if

they were about to explore a strange
and dangerous country. Never in all
her experience had she been beyond
Third Avenue, the beginning of the
tenement house district, although she
had lived most of her life within a few
blocks of it.

By some strange irony of fate, im
great cities the tenements and poverty
always lurk only a few squares away
from the exclusive residential sections.
All Gloria's knowledge of the slums
was pleasantly modified, amusing melo-
drama with the shock extracted.

Four hours passed in that strange
and extensive brick world of grinding
poverty; four hours of shock, disil-
lusionment, awakening to reality for
Gloria; four hours of equal torment
for Fletcher, who understood only too
well the agony and horror of spiritual
rebirth that was racking the slight
form which so bravely stayed by his
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side as long as her beloved brother
wished.

At last they left the dismal room
which had just been the scene of a
squalid and horrible death. Their un-
seen stage hand and deus ex machina,
Bland, had found one for his employer
with ease—with tragic ease.

Gloria was shuddering as they sank
backagainst the car’s soft cushions. She
had always been so carefully shielded
from all knowledge, let alone sight, of
human sorrow and suffering.

Fletcher’s emotions were rather

mixed. The plan had worked, thanks
to Bland’s masterful and truthful
dramatics. He himself had been grieved
—though not startled—to witness these
scenes in the Van Mortimor tenement
property. But Gloria was awakening,
he knew, into a truly glorious creature.
About this he could not help but be
elated. Misery did not long oppress
him. He had seen and even experienced
not a little of it.

But now he wondered whether he
had not perhaps gone a little too far
within the bounds of his trust. What
would the cold, calculating Van Mor-
timor think of Fletcher’s playing on
the sensitive sister’s feelings? Van
Mortimor would scarcely be in sym-
pathy with the impulses toward social
justice that would probably follow
Gloria’s excursion.

From the history of his case, it ap-
peared that Van Mortimor had elected
himself alone to the office of dealing
high-handedly and ruthlessly with the
human emotions involved. Surely he
would not relish the idea of his pawn
and victim entering this field even in a
small way, particularly when it con-
cerned Van Mortimor’s own sister.
Under his obvious calm, Fletcher was
really a little nervous and excited.

S they neared the edge of the better
part of town, an undertaker’s
motor hearse shot out of a street

ahead of them and blocked their path.
To be sure, it was nothing unusual to
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see one of these death cars on parade,
but it struck him that it was very
strange at this hour of night. Normal
people don’t bury their dead after
dark!

When he and Gloria finally got past
it, the funeral car dropped in behind
their motor, cutting in ahead of the
plainclothes men in the other car
which trailed them.

Fletcher Yooked back, quite casually
—to discover that the haunting thing
was following him! Of course it
might just be going their way on some
casual errand. But the possibilities of
that “ errand ” made him uncomfort-
able.

Very faintly, as they passed through
a dark tunnel of a street, Fletcher
heard a sinister sound, the low shrill
notes of the blanched face!

The damned thing was with him
again! Terror-stricken, he glanced
back once more. It was rather dark,
but the hearse loomed up, obliterating
everything else.  The ghastly vehicle
was so close behind him that its mud-
guards must be touching the rear of
his machine.

Why did it have its lights turned
off? Why didn’t Fletcher’s detectives
keep that infernal thing away from
him?

Fletcher felt suddenly alone and
helpless. He drew the curtain in the
rear of the car to shut out the madden-
ing sight, in case Gloria’s eyes had fol-
lowed his strained gaze. She had not
said a word. He hoped she hadn’t
heard the weird cry.

The car turned quickly into a broad,
lighted avenue. What a boon to man-
kind was light, floods of light!
Edmond Fletcher boldly raised the rear
curtain. As he had suspected, the
hearse was gone.

“ 1 must have light at all times here-
after—lots of light,”” he meditated
solemnly.

What an arrant fool he had been!
So many big things he was confident he
could do, and yet he could not conquer
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influence crept out through the coun-
try over the railroad systems he con-
trolled. As time wore on, he was learn-
ing at first hand the integral parts of
his vast machine. Clerks looked up
from their ledgers, great lawyers came
out of private offices, railroad officials
turned about sharply, office boys stuck
cheap literature in their desks; cashiers
heard a new key turn in the locks of
their cages, to find a solemn but kind-
spoken young man at their shoulder.

The humblest to the mightiest under
him never knew but what this firm
youth of avenging fire might appear
like a flash from the blue. Strange to
say, he was admired for these very
qualities. = Wherever anything was
wrong in the entire Van Mortimor ré-
gime, he grew to be expected—and he
came!

Steadily, through shrewd orders to

Morton, Keene & Co., the adamant
young leader was getting rid of all the
minority interests in various stocks
which he did not want, and acquiring
majority stock interests in useful com-
panies.
- *“ Edmond Fletcher’s commission ac-
count should show big earnings in
Morton, Keene & Co.,” he reflected
sagely. That, he felt, was permissible
pay for his services, inasmuch as his
deals would have cost the same com-
missions anywhere else. In painstak-
ing fashion he was now welding his
mighty business machine into its maxi-
mum working power.

For a month he had been so busy
that his only relaxation had consisted
of a few hours with Gloria in the eve-
ning. They would go to some affair,
meet some of Gloria’s friends.

Fletcher’s terrific actjvity, as report-
ed in the papers, was an ever-recurring
wonder to Gloria, who had been a
pampered, idle orchid in a field of per-
fect leisure, and she found consider-
able pleasure in just having with her
this striving young Hercules. It was
a joy to her to domineer playfully over
him in their home.
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The rude view of life which Fletcher
had given her was instilling within her
a healthy new curiosity about hu-
manity in general. As a result of that
memorable excursion into the slums,
Gloria bombarded him with questions
about the poor, and about the tenement
properties which the Van Mortimors
owned. Edmond could see that as
soon as he found time for it, he could
direct Gloria’s new and genuine inter-
est into valuable work in permanently
bettering conditions. In time, the Van
Mortimor properties would prove, not
an “ obstacle to progress,” as city of-
ficials had termed them, but a great
force for good. But Fletcher dared
not think of philanthropy for the time
being. He explained that he must get
the Van Mortimor business firmly in
hand, and then they would work, hand
in hand, along other lines.

TRICT attention to work and ab-
negation of his generous nature
was showing splendid effects in
clearing Fletcher’s mind of his great-
est enemy and weakness, fear of the
incorrigible Van Mortimor.

Evidently he was pleasing the oc-
cult roaming spirit, if such there was,
for the moment, and his derelictions
had been overlooked, for not once since
the incident of the mysterious hearse
had he been disturbed in the least. He
realized that it was paramount now
that his mind be as free as possible
while he completed the organization of
his huge affairs. As an extra precau-
tion he even began keeping distant
from Gloria herself. But she didn’t ex-
actly approve of this tendency.

Her “ brother ” had opened up flood
gates of new emotions in the dazzling
little beauty, and although she admit-
ted his superior judgment in most
things, she wanted more of him now
than his time afforded. Gloria Van
Mortimor had deferred many of her
plans for the social season merely to
be as near him as possible, and she be-
lieved that she was getting cheated!
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Sunday afternoons afforded no busi-
ness excuse for an absence, and on one
of these Fletcher sat quietly smoking
by the pensive Gloria. This Park Ave-
nue scene was singularly domestic. A
very dreamy look came into the girl’s
eyes—and Fletcher started to call Par-
kins for his hat.

“ Sigmond, dearest!” she asked very
contritely, *“ can a sister love a brother
as I love you?”

“No!” he answered emphatically.

“ But, Sigmond!” she exclaimed, *“ 1
know positivelv that you are my
brother, and 1 am very much ashamed
of myself at times!”

She became so distressed that he sim-
ply kissed her and told her to forget
about the matter.

Y dinner time Gloria was her natu-
ral self. Fletcher had already
learned that when she was in the

mood of the afternoon it was better
not to argue. He well knew that the
affection of a beautiful woman 1ig as
uncontrollable as the ocean wave. One
has it or one hasn’t. To attempt to
control it directly is futile. He be-
lieved that the love of woman must
come voluntarily of its own accord,
and if, as it so often seemed, it thrived
to some extent on discouragement,
Fletcher hoped that element too would
break in his favor! He waited for
Gloria to raise the subject again.

‘““ We shall forget,” she soon began,
“what I said. You are my brother,
and that settles it! However, if there
should be anything to your queer fan-
cies, which I just won’t permit you to
discuss, it surely will all be decided
conclusively in a few months. Sup-
pose we just forget about it for that
time and be happy, since we have each
other anyhow.”

Fletcher readily agreed. He him-
self badly needed time to get his bear-
ings in the Van Mortimor mystery and
to work as only a very few mortals
had ever had the opportunity to work
in this world.
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But though Gloria had arbitrarily
settled their personal relationship for
a trial period, it was too big a matter
to remain definitely in suspense. One
morning at breakfast Fletcher sensed
heavy tragedy hanging in the air the
moment Gloria greeted him. Her face
was pinched with anxiety, and all that
he could draw from her was that she
*“didn’t feel very well.” He realized
that this answer unsupported from any
woman was just a little worse than
none. ,

The truth came out when Fletcher
attempted to leave the table. Gloria
did not want him to go to the office
that day, and she became frantic about
keeping him at home as he insisted
upon going. Finally, when she could
keep him no longer by her pleas and
even tears, she produced a tabloid, the
Morning Star, which had evidently
been brought to her attention by one
of her maids. Gloria handed him the
newspaper with the words:

“You will find out. anyway, Sig-
mond, as soon as youleave—so I might
as well show vou!”

Before his eyes danced big head-
lines: '

SIGMOND VAN MORTIMOR IS NOT
HIMSELF1

In His Strength Is His Weakners !

This paper will expose one of the
most daring and amazing frauds ever
perpetrated anywhere, involving Sig-
mond Van Mortimor, our leading
young American financier, in a series
of authentic articles which will begin
in to-morrow’s issuec.

This paper renders a great service
to the whole nation with our astound-
ing information. Tt will present simply
enough of Mr. Van Mortimor’s real
character for the people at large to
know him and then compare that
knowledge with Sigmond Van Morti-
mor’s present life.

Strange to say, in the surprising
strength of the pseudo {.gmond Van
Mortimor lies his greatest weakness,
for this alone, when we are through
presenting the matter, will be ample to
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prove that everything done by Mr. Sig-
mond Van Mortimor since he started
his business career in this country has
been either thc work of an insane man
or a substitute!

.This “great” man and all he has
done will topple over like a house of
cards when the real facts of the case
are laid before the public!

Imagine the situation in the financial
district when it is conclusively proved
that every recent business act of Sig-
mond Van Mortimor has been the work
of a lunatic! That every recent signa-
ture of his has been a forgery! Im-
agine the consternation which will pre-
vail among the thousands of railroad
employees and officials throughout the
country who get their bread and butter
from this man’s shifty hands—not to
mention the plight of those who draw
their pay from the interests which he
has in banking and recalty circles right
here in New York.

Imagine the dishonesty, legal com-
plications, and snarled financial deal-
ing already perpetrated by this man, if
he is not himself!

The Morning Star is safeguarding
the rights of the American public with
this startling disclosure as no other pa-
per ever has done! For your own per-
sonal sake begin these articles in to-
morrow morning’s issuc of the New
York Morning Star!

HERE followed long columns
about Sigmond Van Mortimor
and his enormous fortune.

Through it all, carefully written in, was
a thinly veiled hint of the true situa-
tion.

Somebody knew what he was talk-
ing about; had either pieced all of this
together, or could guess enough to take
a chance on opening up a broadside
fire upon him!

Fletcher 'was struck dumb with
amazement, for what confronted him
was the literal truth! How could he
deny it? Somehow his imposture had
never seemed quite so bad as all this.
But on even a momentary reflection he
was bound to admit that everything
was as the paper said.

All Fletcher could do was stare
stupidly at Gloria Van Mortimor, now
miserably huddled in a chair. Her
head was down in her arms sobbing as
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if her heart would break. Then as if
he were in a daze Fletcher began won-
dering vaguely why she should take
the very truth itself so hard!

Of course, the world had stepped on
him now—Dbut then, he had stepped on
the world! The truth about him had
to come out some time. Awful as this
was, it came -as somewhat of a relief
from the great strain he had been un-
der for a long time! Maybe the big
conspirator behind it all, and any others
involved in this tremendous affair
would be forced into the open now,
and Fletcher could patch things up de-
cently. But Gloria’s terrific disappoint-
ment presented a real problem.

Fletcher went over to her and
touched her gently.

“ Gloria,” he said sadly, * it seems
that the game is up! Will you remem-
ber me long?”

She looked up at him in stupid bewil-
derment and as he continued to stare
at her, her expression changed into one
of deepest anguish.

“ Sigmond,” she answered, * are you
going to let them say these horrid
things about you—that you are!”

“Do you still believe I am your
brother ?” he asked, incredulously.

“ Before everybody in the world,”
she declared, “ you are my brother!”
And there could be no doubt of her
sincerity in that answer.

“ Then,” he said, “I am!”

His words had come painfully,
sharply, as though many things which
had escaped his attention were sud-
denly flashing before his eyes now.
Simultaneously, his face hardened.
“ Parkins!” he called through the door.
“ Plug me in a phone here at the table!”
He pounced down in a chair as the
butler hastily obeyed.

“Oh!” exclaimed Gloria, a smile
dawning in her tears, “ you are going
to fight them!”

“Hell, yes! Pardon me,” he barked,
grabbing the instrument away from
Parkins. “ Good thing you delayed me,
Gloria—office is open now.









850

chasable on the instant from the third
parties. The press manufacturers still
have some liens on their printing
presses, and already feel that they
might get rusty where they are!” =

“ Thanks !’ said Fletcher. “ We can
just wait right here for these meddle-
some people to drop in as we turn out
the light of this morning star! But
say, Bland! Better go out and drive
in forcibly any of this crew that are
slow in coming!”

“Yes, sir!” replied Bland instantly
departing.

OON the anteroom of the private
office began filling up with stran-
gers. Prominent among them

were a fat gouty man and a tall, ca-
daverous-appearing individual. They
seemed to be the ringleaders of the ag-
gregation. ,

Through an open door Fletcher sat
silently, studying each one as he en-
tered his outer office. ‘They had been
informed that Mr. Van Mortimor
would see them a little later, and soon
they were pacing up and down in full
view of him exercising their pent-up
energies and glowering at one another.

“ Go outside,” whispered Fletcher to
Floyd, who was hovering at his elbow,
“and use your own judgment in ad-
mitting them; and, Gloria,” he said as
his first secretary went out, “ step in
Bland’s office and leave the door open!
You may be my very best weapon and
safeguard yet. Keep unobtrusively but
plainly in sight in that other room all
the time!”

“ Sigmond! You certainly do act
peculiarly,” she whispered over her
shoulder but with all the confidence in
him that could possibly be crowded into
those big eyes.

“ And you, Gloria,” he answered,
“ can scarcely guess how much you are
helping to-day!”

A portly banker, neatly dressed.
spoke a cold good morning to those
outside and passed through the ante-
room. These bankers had to be so very
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careful-—one could never tell what
change in standing might come over a
good depositor in a night! The sleek
president of the Tremont Bank was
instantly admitted into the inner sanc-
tum. He took some papers from his
pocket just as a door closed shutting
out a view of him to those who waited.
Shortly the banker left the inside office
—rather hastily, it was, too, as-though
now he feared some one of the men
outside might in some way try to pre-
sume upon his acquaintance.

William Thomas, the owner of- the
paper, was the fleshy man; and he was
let in next.

“I am the owner of your personal
notes and all the obligations of your
newspaper,” stated Fletcher in very
evenly spaced words. “ Some large
items will come up for renewal soon.
You look to me like a poor banking
risk from the rotten way you conduct
your sheet. Let me have the truth
about this libelous attack!”

“ Mr. Van Mortimor,” sputtered the
gouty gentleman, who was out of
breath from all the clamor about the
story, and fully realized the purport
of what he had just heard, “I only
run what I think is true. I try to make
an honest but sensational newspaper.
My editor must have gone crazy. He
said he had a big surprise for me! And
so he did! But I never thought it
would be one like this. I have brought
this lunatic to you and I wash my
hands of him!”’

“ Are you willing to print a full re-
traction in the same space and head-
ings, and to handle this rat as I di-
rect?” shot from between set jaws.

“Yes, sir!” Thomas quavered.

“What’s your editor’s name?”

“ Skyles.”

“ Have a seat!” snapped Fletcher to
Thomas, and he reflected a moment.
Fletcher had never heard the name be-
fore, but here in this man Skyles was
the brain behind the exposure. Some-
thing seemed to identify this fellow in
Fletcher’s mind from ameag all the
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“You are not—not yourself,” she
stammered. “ Let me get a doctor?”

At no other time could he have been
so abrupt and cross with her, but some-
thing stronger than himself was urg-
ing him on. For a second he saw
Gloria only as a part of the problems
confronting him. :

“ Young lady!” he declared. “ This
is a business game, and from this mo-
ment on, I am going to be on the job.
In the future, you amuse yourself!”

“ Goodness?’ she' flung over her
slender arched shoulders as she stag-
gered out of the office. “ You must
be my brother!”

HEN he dismissed the others con-
cerned and invited in the gentle-
men of the press from all the

other papers who had, during the in-
terview, been carefully excluded.

“ Mr. Van Mortimor,” Fletcher an-
nounced to them, “awaits with the
keenest interest the forthcoming dis-
closures about himself in the New
York Morning Star! Possibly he is not
well acquainted with himself and will
learn many interesting things about
himself !”

The reporters left, laughing hilari-
ously. The papers were full of ridi-
cule of the silly story about him. On
top of that, the Morning Star printed
its full apology, and publicly thanked
Mr. Van Mortimor for not prosecuting
them under the “ regrettable ” circum-
stances. ‘

The columnists and humorists of
the whole country widely caricatured
this incident. Such expressions as “ Is
Sigmond Van Mortimor himself? T'll
say he is!”” and, “ As sure as Van Mor-
timor is himself!” became by-words
and a part of the slang of the nation.

Edmond Fletcher, nevertheless, pon-
dered gravely over his wonderful suc-
cess on the very brink of failure. “So
shines the truth,” he mused cynically
and then he caught himself, “ but may-
be things like this can only happen
when its candle power is weak!”
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The rest of the day of his signal vic-
tory he worked with an iron grip on
his actions. One in his position must
be very careful what he did or his
generous acts would. jump up and
wreck him.

While lunching with a railroad offi-
cial that week he had a very peculiar
experience. A thought came to him
and provided such a shock that he
dropped the day’s work precipitately.
It was the doubt whether he had done
all this absolutely unassisted. Maybe
there had been some lashes of the
phantom whip behind him driving him
on to his mad conduct. This violent,
avenging wrath he had exhibited was
not altogether natural to him.

What a genius this fellow Van Mor-
timor must be! “Of all possible
things,” he worried, “I believed my
mind was at least my impregnable cas-
tle in which I had undisputed sover-
eignty, yet I can’t be so sure of that
now, for it seems that this Van Morti-
mor makes me do what he wants me to,
when he feels it necessary!”

Fletcher knew he could handle tan-
gible things, but what about such oc-
cult influences as had seemingly been
at work within him? He determined
to run things more firmly still, lest this
mysterious influence should increase its'
sway over him.

A different, sterner Edmond Fletch-
er dined with Gloria for many eve-
nings. He slept peacefully at night
and felt better in every way while he
was keeping up the hard pace. Best of
all, when he retired he felt free from
Sigmond Van Mortimor.

Gradually Fletcher’s great business
went ahead. He shook off his senti-
mental fancies and redoubled his ef-
forts.

But the most appalling thing every-
where to his sensitive nature was the
exploitation of the workingmen in his
organizations, and their lack of fore-
sight. Fletcher knew that for the
average family man to lose employ-
ment or meet with illness meant thaut
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bring this eventual catastrophe down
quickly upon him. Where would his
uneontrollable impulses to help people
finally land him.

. next morning Fletcher was in
the office early, lest his resolution
weaken if he considered too long

ite personal consequences. It was
surely invitifig personal disaster from
the power behind him. Of the things
that might happen, he rather hoped it
would bring Van Mortimor out into
the open—if alive. Fletcher felt him-
self fairly intrenched now, and Van
Meortimor would have to admit that
Fleteher’s stewardship had been per-
mitbed.

Orice fairly begun, Edmond’s scheme
would carry itself along, while he dealt
with Van Mortimor at any persenal
cast. So it would be if he came out
in the open; but Fletcher did not fear
that half so much as what else Van
Mostimor might do! From what he
lmew about him, it was far more likely
that Van Mortimor would mete out
frem his mystic ambush some diaboli-
eal punishment concocted at his leisure.
Be that as it might, this thing was too
big for him to consider selfishly. He
would take chances on his fate.

Within his- first hour of business he
issued this astounding bulletin through-
out all of his ent®rprises:

Effective as soon as arrangements
can be perfected, this organization will
jve each employee earning under
thousand dollars per anmum, who
is accredited by a duly constituted bank
with saving ten per cent or any less
amount of his salary, a sum equal to
one-hatf of such savings.

This . additional sum is absalutely
domated and deposited to the employee’s
.credit in his personal account, on con-

. ditions entered into between the em-
ployer and employee, mamely, that the
employee cannot withdraw this money,
either his special persaml savings or
.ot domations, in part or in whole while
in the service of this company, except
_with the consent of the compamny,
which will be freely given where and
whenever any real necessity arises,
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This is designed as true life insur-
ance. It really msures life while liv-
_ing, for those who accept its beneftts,
" the people making ander three thou-
sand dollars a year, who most need
such a safeguard. It is presumed that
all making over three thousand dollars
a year have sufficient of the wolf in
them to keep the kindred animal away
from their door themseclves.

Not one of you employees is to he
put under the slightest obligation to
save, and it is purely optional with
each of you whether you do so or not.
This simply means that we will ab-

solutely give you regularly every pay
day one-half of what you permanently

save. .
SicMoND VAN MORTIMOR.

“ Now watch them save like beavers,
just as they work,” Fletcher chuckled
merrily after this was posted. * Their
very selfishness to get that fifty per
cent will make them forego extravag-
ances, as mothing else omr earth eonld
do. It isn’t so ruinous to us eithes,
considering that ten per cent of the
highest salary is omly three hundred
dollars, which means we can only pay
out 2 maxirnnm of one hnndred and
fifty dollars, just a decent bonus, to one
man in a year. But it sounds like a
tremendons gift to the employee, and
in its results it is,” he craftily reflected,
“for he has saved at least twice as
much as we gave him, and with ¢com-
pound interest he will find himself
respectable and on the road to im-
dependence before he knows it.”

Hawever, though scattered bonuses
had frequently beenr given to speeial
classes, no one before had ever dared
to give a great bonus daily, and to all
workers generally.

Instantly the office was a storm cem-
ter. Fletcher had never guessed that
he could start such a bedlam. Every
one in the place was busy at telephones
and interviewing a framtically in-
terested mob. Fletcher was besi
by all who thought they had a chanee
of getting his attemtion.  Both tel-
egraph news tickers were devoted to
details of this gift, nearly to the ex-
clusion of everything else.
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Fletcher, with some misgivings,
turned to the opening clicking of the
stock ticker. Ah! here was the real
answer to what he had done if he-could
just interpret it aright.

Beginning at this moment the an-
swer would start and it would all be
discounted on the stock tape months in
advance of the actual results. If he
could just feel this pulse of the nation
to-day, to-morrow, this week, and read
the true results at once—then there
would be further selfish opportunities
which would please Van Mortimor
himself.

HE market opened hesitantly and
then the avalanche of selling
stunned Fletcher. In lots of thou-

sands of shares the sales came, his
stocks holding as fast as they could, but
gradually receding—then there was a
1ull and the selling and prices strength-
ened slightly.

“ Ah!” he grinned as he half-guessed
the cause for this and his breath came
a little freer. “ The professionals, the
wise boys, sold the market short against
the news, and there’s been some little
liquidation. Now they are all won-
dering just which way the cat will jump
and they are afraid of supporting or-
ders from me. In the next few days
we shall see what the minority interests
do with their stock in all these com-
panies in which I hold control! If
they sell, prices will go lower and T'll
get bargains, according to my way of
thinking.”

Thus, while he put through a great
heroic good, another spirit within
motivated him to profit selfishly by it
and he listened to this second inner
voice just as gladly as the first. Such
is the nature of us all.

To his brokers, and particularly old
Morton’s frenzied request for advice,
Fletcher said laconically:

““ No supporting orders!
ation is well in hand.”

He refused to see officers. directors,

The situ-

and stockholders, no matter how big
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their holdings in his companies. Know-
ing what to expect from these people he
had issued a blanket reply for all of
them which was nearly as insulting un-

—~<€er the circumstances as if he had sent
around a handbill to them. His mes-
sage was: '

All great pioneer benefits entail soma
sacrifice. I stand to lose more than all
of you put together and am absolutely
within my rights. If you are not with
me, sell vour stocks.

And with that stereotyped message
behind him, he left the office at noon,
through for the first day, leaving pan-
demonium to reign in that short street
called Wall which has a river at one
end and a graveyard at the other.

Gloria had all the “extras” await-
ing him. Reading about her brother in
the papers had become a steady diver-
sion with Gloria in Fletcher’s absence.
For her now he had a sort of dual per-
sonality : one was this kindly good fel-
low with whom she spent such a big
part of her time, and the other the
vainglorious demigod of industry who
could be relied upon to give one a
thrill almost every day in the news.

Gloria had a letter from Martha
Adams, her social service worker,
explaining some special work and
some new arrangements she had made
for her many patients. Much to
Fletcher’s delight Gloria had planned an
expedition to inspect the patients and
see that they wanted nothing. As
Fletcher was very busy she invited
Myrtle Marbleton and Count Rononot-
ski to accompany her.

Myrtle came very near accepting, as
of course she relied upon Van Morti-
mor’s cheering presence in this obnox-
ious undertaking. When the personnel
of the expedition was made known, she
was nearly stricken with apoplexy, con-
sidering the number of conflicting ap-
pointments which she found in her en-
gagement book.

Fletcher did not leave the house the
next day; and that afternoon Gloria
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‘combatant !
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and the count, closely followed by the
detectives whom Fletcher had been
careful to provide, came in exhausted
from their efforts. In appreciation of
his helpfulness Fletcher and Glogia in-
sisted upon the Furopean’s dining with
them. One had to admire his sports-
manship. He was a good fellow at
heart and Gloria was very close to that
organ indeed, for more reasons than he
had originally intended. At dinner the
count voiced weakly:

“Mr. Van Mortimor, you know it—
I would help them as I could for your
sister. But the next time I dress like
a truck driver and wear one Red Cross
sign so that they will know I amn a non-
Too many things they
happen accidental-like!” He inspected
his clothes for spots and nursed his
toes under the table.

“But it is a wonderful country,
w'est-ce pas? No matter how miser-
able the people be here, they have a
keener sense of humor than 1.”

After dinner Fletcher slipped away

‘to his rooms and left the count with

Gloria for an evening which he cer-
tainly -deserved.

LETCHER took this opportunity
to study seriously the press com-
ments about himself. He hadn’t

realized what a pandemonium his ac-

‘tion could start throughout the whole

‘nation.

The papers varied widely in
their opinion of him. But the consen-
sus of opinion was that he had acted

‘rather foolishly in view of his previous

sane and rigorous policies.

Capital was unanimously bitter in its
denunciation of young Van Morti-
mor’s “suicidal liberality.” Great in-
dustrial leaders contended that if he
established this silly precedent, men
would be clamoring for the same bene-
fits from competing companies, and
that there was no telling how far this
thing might spread. Fletcher keenly
enjoyed this vein of thinking.

A socialist paper acclaimed him as a
money baron with a spark of intelli-
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gence, but doubted that his men would
really get the money as freely as it was
promised. And here was something
small but powerfully significant: the
Roundhouse Union of Racine, had
elected him an honorary member. He
made a note of that. Those boys would
get an inspiring wire of acceptance
from him.

But all the other harsh criticism
wore down Fletcher’s spirit. One can
assert that he is immune to others’
opinions and remarks, but each lash
flicks on the raw, each criticism sinks
a little barb in his consciousness and de-
presses one, just as every one feels a
sense of exhilaration when praised.

Fletcher had a much better criterion
than the news by which to judge what
he had done, but this was not blazoned
in the paliers. Thousands of letters and
messages were flowing into the office
from employees, thankfully anxious to
get started saving. As against this,
the prices of his securities were slowly,
but steadily declining on the exchange.
Fletcher glanced over the stock tables
gloomily.

Surely this thing would bring Sig-
mond Van Mortimor down upon him,’
but where was he? Last night Fletch-
er had been in mortal terror, yet noth-
ing had happened, and to-day, so far,
there had been no evidence of his
ghostly shadow. If anywhere, Van
Mortimor was probably very near
Fletcher, right here in New York!

But this Van Mortimor was no ordi-
nary antagonist who could be easily
seen. He might at this very moment
be watching him and coldly calculating
some torture in which he would take
a ghoulish delight at just the most op-
portune time. Sitting in his very com-
fortable seat Fletcher shuddered to
think that most anything horrible
might happen to him at any minute

ow in these luxurious surroundings!

He arose and inspected the window
fastenings, and minutely went over the
upper floor of the apartment. Fletcher
didn’t see how he could sleep without
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ventilation and yet he scarcely dared
leave a window open.

Near one of the windows, partially
hidden by the side drapery, he found an
ingenious device recently installed for
controlling the heat of the radiators
concealed under the window seats. By
a thermostatic arrangement the heat
was controlled automatically at any de-
gree it was set.

This intrigued him. He set the hand
up ten degrees and he could hear the
steam charging into the radiators. He
pushed the hand violently in the oppo-
site direction and the temperature soon
got chilly, compelling him to reset the
heat indicator. It greatly interested
him—this small delicate instrument
having such perfect control of all the
cumbersome steam-fittings and power

which went to make up the heating

system.

‘This clever little mechanism stealth-
ily throttling, propelling, and gaunging
all the heat, reminded Fletcher very
unpleasantly of the way Van Morti-
mer invisibly regulated his proxy’s con-
duct and emotions to suit his own de-
sire. ‘The very stars were set against
Fletcher now! The pressure he would
feel would make him writhe for his
last offense!

LETCHER could not sleep well
during the night. He purposely
left on a light, and only had one

of the windows in his bedroom open,
just a little from the top. During the
early hours he woke up suddenly with
a sense of something burning his hand.
Then he felt very foolish, for he was
standing over by the window with his
hand on the heat regulator.

Evidently he had been playing with
its indicator in his sleep. Never had
he been given to sleep-walking and
this new experience rather nettled him.
The steam contrivance must have
strangely fascinated him. It was very
late and still, but the light was burning
as he had left it.

The much disturbed young man
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turned the lever up sharply. The heat
charged up with a gentle pulsating
sound. It was unpleasantly warm. He'
turned the heat off. Then he thought
he heard faintly the notes of the.
blanched face coming from his win-
dow. But it was not distinct. Prob-
ably he had only imagined this, he re-
flected, as he had just quickly turmed
down the steam and the radiators were
under the window-seats. That might
account for what he had heard, but he
wasn’t sure. He got down on his hands
and knees, and putting his ear as close
as he could to the pipes listened.

How silly he was—suppose some af
the servants saw him! Getting up, he
looked searchingly at the tiny imndi-
cator which had such a powerful grip
on the steam and such a suggestive and
irritating influence over him. Fletcher
did not like the thing and a fury surged
up in him against it.

He would order it removed, for he
couldn’t tell whether he heard the gut-
tural notes of his avenging Nemesis or
not with such a weirdly gurgling thing
in his bedroom. It was useless to try
to sleep. _He dressed and unnoticed,
slipped out into the night, but he did not
go far, for fear of being caught un-
protected by the great thrill pander
who followed him.

He soon came back and lay down
in one of the rooms below where they
had not yet installed that infernal de-
vice which softly pulsated and gurgled
so humanly. :

With the day Fletcher’s fear some-
what abated. Darkness and fear, light
and self-confidence are so inseparably,
interlinked in our understanding. He
disliked to disrupt the household with'
his eccentricity and give in to what was
most probably only a figment of his
imagination. Then, too, the strenuous
market of which he was now the storm
center distracted his attention from
this haunting fancy at home. There
was no use worrying about Van Morti-
mor in that maelstrom. Time enough
when the thrill hound camet}
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Fletcher had a premonition that
there would be no doubt about it when
Van Mortimor came this time—he be-
lieved he would know it as a2 man might
feel the touch of a thousand needles.
So he slept with his door open and
lights on, and kept a servant in his
rooms on the pretext that he wasn’t
well.

Meanwhile throughout the ensuing
week, the strain of the falling stock
prices became terrific. Pressure was
being brought to bear from every
.source upon this wild young capitalist
to support the market and not let his
securities go lower, for they were now
leading the whole list downward. But
he sat maliciously inactive, and silent-
ly watched the tape, while he rigorous-
ly counseled his soul to wait for the ut-
most bargains. To do this he had to
steel his heart against all entreaties.

UT even as he schemed so Satan-
ically, this adamant young financi-
er took every short-cut and pre-

caution for putting his new pet phil-
anthropy into operation. Within a few
days he had it so generally authorized
that it would be in evidence on every
pay roll of all his many enterprises that
week even if hell must burst with it.

He, who had been so easily seen, so
likely to drop in anywhere, had become
a recluse hugging his ticker behind
tight-locked doors, while all the world
could praise him or damn him as they
wished.

Now came the day! Friday, it was,
and truly a black one. It was about
two o’clock as Fletcher watched the
tape sullenly. He had believed for five
consecutive minutes that his stocks
were scraping bottom, as low as they
could be carried at this time.

Then and then only did he begin to
buy cautiously, and all the time that he
was buying, he kept answering desper-
ate appeals for the support of the
market with his cryptic reply that he
wasn’t interested in the gamblers over
there—meaning of course on the New
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WWork Stock Exchange where now he
was the very biggest speculator. '
The bargains Fletcher got were thou-
sands and thousands of shares of
America’s greatest corporations. He
did not bid up for anything. He just
took them quietly at the last sale or
under as they were offered, his sly pur-
chases almost unnoticed in the day's
demoralization of values.

But to his chagrin the market did
not firm up after he had bought ab-
solutely all he wanted. On they came,
these avalanches of big selling orders.
Prices sagged lower.

Now he gave forth the news that
he was supporting the market—Dblatted
it over the news tickers—rushed it
through the wires over the country, in-
asmuch as he had his chosen line very
fully purchased.

"Yet still the stocks came for sale un-
til he was forced really to support the
market, and now he stood desperately
overbuying to protect himself. Soon
his brokers were frantically taking
everything on his rushed orders to
stem the tide and hold his already.
swollen purchases from further de-
preciation.

Never during that awful day did
Fletcher know how much he bought.
He only knew that he was still within
the cash assets of the Van Mortimor
fortune, as magically calculated by his
feverishly working corps of secretaries
from moment to moment.

An hour and twenty minutes after
the exchange closed, which was twenty
minutes after four o’clock, the Fficker
was still running, despite the emergen-
cy use of the most abbreviated code:
it was that far behind, but it closed
steady for the last ten minutes on his
herculean support. Blankly he stared
at the prices which could not go lower
—that day. Most of the Van Morti-
mor fortune was spent for securities
which must be paid for by fifteen min-
utes after two o’clock Monday.

The door of Fletcher’s private office
opened without formality, and there
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stood old Wilkerson, the president of
the bank.

“Your requirements here, sir!” he
cut in brusquely, “ surpass even your
credit with this bank by one half mil-
lion dollars!”

“ Get it!” spoke the young financier
coldly.

“ No, my boy!” answered this staid
old veteran of innumerable big loans,
“ this is a poor time for you to pull
your bold authority on me! I don’t
have to listen to you!”

“ Why?” snapped Fletcher.

“ Because the legal limit for your
credit with this bank is reached; and
there is another reason why you
shouldn’t ask this of me as a favor !’

“ Well—spring that, too!” demand-
ed Fletcher breathlessly.

“ Because,” Wilkerson said kindly,
coming around to put his arm affec-
tionately on Fletcher's shoulders, “I
have already personally arranged your
little deficiency here! By Gad, it does
my heart good to see you working—
just like the old man, you are, pulling
off stunts and running everybody
regged when it’s nothing but a blind
for you to steal control cheaply of some
of your competitors in all this excite-
ment! I know two or three big cor-
ners in stocks will show up soon!”

ILKERSON stalked out in high
satisfaction before Fletcher
could thank him, but this wild

young financier went ahead thinking
confusedly. Corners nothing! He had
not stopped to concentrate all his buy-
ing on two or three important com-
panies in this demoralization, as he
might well have done, so that he could
now engineer corners and run the
prices up to break even in any event.
He was just desperately overburdened
with his own and all other good stocks
—a bull on America and that was alll

At ten O’clock the next moeming
prices would move again. If they held
or went up, all would be well; but
should they go much lower not even
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he could support his tremendous line
of stocks for many minutes more. This
stupendous business organization and
all its wealth of which he had had sole
charge would be wiped out!

Suddenly Fletcher clutched his desk
with both hands, for faintly but dis-
tinctly the weird cry of the blanched
face rang in his ears-as his true situa-
tion flashed upon him. In that instant
he painfully saw that the eatire Van
Mortimor fortune was threatened with
ruin, while Edmond Fletcher, through
the commissions accredited to him in
the office of Morton, Keene and Com-
pany, was a wealthy man!

Let Van Mortimor come and give
him his just deserts quickly, Fletcher
inwardly moaned. He deserved the
worst that the outraged owner of this
fortune could possibly -do to him.
Scarcely cognizant of his surroundings,
he made his way down to the car and
was driven home in a daze. A

Fletcher tried brokenly to explain to
Gloria the frightful thing he had domne,
how they might be poverty-stricken
through his acts; but she could not un-
derstand and insisted on sticking by
him in all eveats.

“ I know,” he informed her contrite-
ly, “come what may, where I have
enough to insure you a living,” and
in his heart he thanked providence for
that positive proof of his real identity
which was so safely tucked away in a
safe deposit box to be opened on his
signature.

“You mean to insure us a living!”
she insisted.. “ With everything else
gone, happiness may still exist for me
now, but not without you, my dearest I’

“Don’t, Gloria,” he pleaded, “ you
make me ashamed of myself, you
sweet, wonderful girl. But you don’t
know what you say! You are simply
repeating the fool ideas that I have
given you.”

While they dined, he mustered cour-
age to ask: o

“ Gloria, may I make a silly request
of you?”
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After most circuses became “clean,” the
carnivals took over the rough stuff. It may
be surprising to learn that the well-known
“license” has been the means of stopping
most of them from longer operating. Citizens
of particular towns became so enraged against
their ruthless methods that they brought pres-
sure to bear; at present writing there are
hundreds of towns where certain circus and
carnivals haven’t a chance to show. Some-
times they pitch their tents just outside the
town limits, but it means dragging audiences
from a distance.

Of course reform goes just so far. Last
summer I caught a circus with an honored
name in a near-by town. Not a policcman
on the lot. A smooth type of money scparat-
ing going on inside the kid show; suckers
four deep coming across for the old numbered
card game. I'll be on the safe side and say
the officials of this town fgnored the outfit.
That's a diplomatic way to put it. You see,
I still have my summer home in this particular
county! The reader may be interested to
know that there is nothing not at all possible
in “ Circus Blood.” This is a day of realism,
and I know that ARrcosy-ALLSTORY readers
like and get stories by birds who have the
low-down on the subjects they treat.

A HORSE FANCIER

FIRST cousin to the circus is the race

track—a lure to all those who re-
spond to the appeal of splendidly bred
and trained horseflesh. Philip Cole,
who makes his first appearance in
Arcosy in this issue with “ Chin-
Straps,” is a horse breeder and trainer
by profession and preference. To in-
troduce himself he says:

I had the good luck to be born in Bath,
Maine. In those days Bath was a great place
for boys. We used to hang around the spar
yard and lunch on board six-masted schooners,
and go on piratical expeditions down the Ken-
nebec River in a whale boat with an early
model gas engine. I learned something about
internal combustion motors in those days that
has stood me in good stead ever since.
found out that if a gas engine doesn’t wish
to go, I can’t do anything about it

Being balked in my early desire to™go to
sea, I took to the woods instead and cruised
timber in northern Quebec for five years be-
fore the war, emerging from the woods to
go to Plattsburg. I went overseas with the
artillery brigade of the Thirtieth Division.
When we came back they gave us our dis-
charges at Fort Oglethorpe, Georgia. Canada
was a long way from there, and the black fly
season would be just commencing on the St.
Maurice, so I thought I'd stay down South and
save carfare. .

My wife got so she could beat me playing
golf, so I bought her a horse to divert her
attention. Then I bought myself a horse so
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I could keep her company. Then I bought
thirty horses. Shortly after I bought the
thirty horses they all began to eat. A good
healthy horse can eat a dollar’'s worth of
stuff every day. So one day my banker told
me he thought I’d better sell the horses and
let him have a little something toward catch-
ing up with the back interest on the feed bills.

We live on a twenty-acre farmette, popu-
lated with saddle-bred colts, wire-haired fox
terriers, game_chickens that lay only in the
spring, bob-whites, opossums, rabbits and small
boys. .The chief crop is crabgrass and rag-
weed. The house needs painting and it would
be a good thing if the neighbors would do
something about the main driveway.

My pet hates are: waiting for anything to
happen, witch burners, policemen, people that
send American soldiers into battle under in-
sufficiently baked officers, sweet potatoes and
okra. My principal hobbies are: the races,
flying, horses, terriers, long automobile trips,
the army and macaroni au gratin. I have
other hobbies, but the complete list would be
too long to print,

GOOD news for the Lieutenant Hop-

per fans! “ The Blood of Mor-
gan,” a two-part story of the marines
in Nicaragua, by Lieutenant John Hop-
per, -will soon appear in Arcosy. It
is his best yarn to date.
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