














CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

_AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

SALESMEN! SELL BOSTONIAN _ SHIRTS.
WE WILL START YOU IN A MONEY-MAKING BUSINBSS
OF YOUR OWN PENNY OF CAPITAL. NO

EXPERIENCE NECESSARY. WONDERFUL COMPLETE
SELLING OUTFIT l"llED WITH EV BR\THING YOU NEED

TO START COLLECTING YOUR TPROFITS AT ONCE.
WRITE TODAY, SURE! BOSTONIAN MFG. CO., 101
BICKFORD ST., BOSTON, MASS. EST. 1863.

$12.00 Dally Showing Now Table Cloth. Looks lfke Linen
Wash like olicloth. No Laundering. You just take ordera. We
deliver and colleot. Pay dally. Write at once for Free Sample.
BESTEVER, 417 Irving Park Station, Chlcago.

DEAL BY AN OLD HOUSE FOR MEN
UNION MADE-

10-MEASURB -WOOL_SUITS AT $23.50 UP, DO UBLE
gggggﬂ\' SIZB SAMI'LES. BIG COMMISSIONS AND

\WWRITE FOR DHI‘AILS or give exnerlonoo and
yefercnces for return action TAILOBING CO.
Congress & Throop, Dept. B- 1009 Chlcno.

SPARE TIME SALESMEN] NAME YOUR OWN PROFITS
AND SELLING PRICES. SELL JAY ROSE ALL WOOL 'l‘Al-
LORED-TO-MBASURE SUITS. No experience needed.
some fabrics nnd patterns. Newest styles. Lowest prices. 100
latest SPRING SAMPLES FREE. Write JAY ROSE CO.
404 S. Wells, Depl A-2, Chicago. NI

NEW HOUSEHOLD DEVICE wuhe-. dries windows, swewpa,
cleans walls, scrubs, mops. Costs less than broomsa Over half
profit. HARPERS, 101 Third St., Falrficld, lowa. -

1 PAY MY AGENTS $30 A WEEK JUST TO \WWEAR AN
SHOW MY BEAUTIFUL NEW FREE RAINCOAT AND G
AWAY FREE HATS. WRITE TODAY FOR YOURS. ROB
KING, 230 SO. WELLS, DEPT. AA-3, CHICAGO.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BU
GOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge $1.50, mako $1.3
Ten o s daily easy. \Write for particulars and free sampl
AMERICAN MONOGRAM CO., Dept. 54, East Orange, N. J.

Sell Things Needed Daily in Every Home—Soap, tollet goods,

ood pr 8. Lower:~prices. Higher profits. Better

quality. th:k ulel. No experience needcd. Spare or full time
satiafactory. HO RO CO. 2702 Ho-Ro-Co Bldg., Bt. Louls, Mbo.

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR. iso% PROFI z
S, , R GO0k, TXPE

PERFUMES
RIANCE = UNNECESSARY. FREE SAMPLE CASE AUTD
FURNISHED. CARNATION CO., 140, ST. LOUIS, MO. -F

FREE—1000 HONEY-MAKING 0PPORTUNITIE$ FROI
RELIABLE FIRMS. BAMPLE C
SALESMAN MAGAZINE, 4014 MA'.I'HEB 'IOWEB. CEICAGO.

AGENTS WANTED TO ADVERTISE OUR GOODS AND
DISTRIBUTE FREE SAMPLES TO CO\SL\IERS 90c " din
hour; write for full particulars. AMERICAN PRODUCTS C&.'
2484, Monmouth, Cinclnnati, O.

UNUSUAL OPPORTUNITY — $100 WEEKLY SELLING
BETTER-QUALITY, ALL-WOOL. unlon-made-to-measure
and topcoats at $23.50 and $31.50. Bulld big repeat blulnals
leernl bonus for producers. arge swatch samples FRER
. Z. GIBSON, INC., 500 Throop, Dept. 13-409, Chicago.

" STRANGE BATTERY COMPOUND CHARGES nu'rms
INSTANTLY. CIVES NEW LIFE AND PEP DE.
MAND. DIG PROFITS. GALLON FBEE. LIGHTNING cou-

Don't Sell For Others. Employ Agents Yourself. Make you

products. Toilet Articles, Houseliold Speclalties, ete

500% profit. Valuable booklet free. N.ATIONAL SCIENTIFIC
LABORATORLIES, 1961\W DIroad. Richmond, Va.

$50.00 WEEKLY. MEN WANTED TO DEMONSTRATE
and take orders dally direct from motorists. Amazing Mag-
netic Trouble Light. Sllcks anywherel More orders, blgger pay.
Write for domonstrator and particularse. THE MAGNO CO.,

PANY, ST. PAUL, MINNESOTA. G Beacon St., Dept. 342, Boston, Mass.

$16 DAILY SELLING NEW' PATENTED TABLECLOTH. AQENT85 BUY FOR ONE CENT A PACKAGE FIFTY
WASITES LIKE OILCLOTH. NO LAUNDERING. FREE | CENT SIZE: EXTRACTS, PIE-FILLINGS., TOILET AR-
SAMI'LE. JONES, 802 N. CLARK, CHICAGO. TICLES. °“° HOLLAND,”” HARVEBY, 1LLINOIS.

SELL BY MAIL DURING SPARE TIME! Eam 900 prom on $50 TO $100 WEEKLY SELLING Aun.msr, MAEKRS
dollar orders. Our line consists of Books, Novelties, Bargains. | GLASS FROST—STEAM—WATER PRO SELLS

Neundy made Clrculars at great savings. Large 48 page oca
FREE. U. ELFCO, 525 S. Dearborn St., Chlcago.

FREE SUITS EARNED BY 67 MEN PLUS CASH PROFITS
of $75.00 to $425.00. Nationaily known line successful 30
years, GREAT \WESTERN TAILORING CO., Dept. 45, Chilcago.

AGENTS $300 MONTH Sell Guaranteed Silk Hoslery.
Must wcar 7 months or replaced. NEW SELLING PLAN.
We furnish auto. Free Sllk llosicry for your own use. Write for
samples. BL‘I‘TBRIleT 'I‘D_\Tll E CO., M-001, Grecnfleld, Ohio.

Go Into The Criweﬂo “Business (candled popcorn). Make a
Yot of money. Adams reports $364 profits iu two days. Alexander
$3000 profits in four months. \We start vou. Write for facta.
LONG EAKINS, 1061 High St., Springfield, Ohlo.

DO YOU WANT AGENTS AND SALESMEN TO SELL
your merchandige? Men and women who aro educated In
personal asalesmanship and know the house-to-house, office,
pnd store canvassing proposition, Thesa advertisers are getting
them year in and year out, end there are thousands more for
you among the readers of the Munsey Magazines, Our Clas-
sifiled Bervice DBureau will gladly show you how to use this
section most profitably and at the lcast cost. Write to-day to the
Classified Manager, Munsey Combination, 280 B‘way, New York

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. WE COIIPOSL
MUSIC. OUR COMPOSER \VROTE MANY q

(1)
MONARCH MUSIC COMI’ANY, 230 \WEST 5STH ST. (
BROADWAY). DEPT. 309, NEW YORK.

ON
SIGHT TO ALL STORES. GUA.RAN’I‘EED CLEAB VISION.
SEND 35C NOW FOR SAMPLE CAN AND FULL PARTICU-
LARS, BVANS & SON CO., Evans Bldg., Geneva, Ohfo.

SELL OUR FULL LINE OF STORE, OFFICE AND GARAGE
BRUSHES. All sizes and kinds. Cover regular route and
make $§5 to $15 on single’ call. BIg sales easy. Line {s flashy and
prices well under coupetition. \Write, THE BRUSH WORBRKS,
833-4th St., Fairficld, Iowa.

HELP AND INSTRUCTION

Gevernment Jobs. $1260 to $3400 year. Men—women, 18—S50.
Steady work. Vacationn Many February ecxaminatfons. Full
particulars with sample coaching FREE. Write immediately—
today. FRANKLIN 1INSTITUTE, Dept. M-1, Rochester, N. Y.

HELP WAN TED—MALE

MEN-—INTERESTED OBTAINING INFORMATION ABOUT
WORIK ROMANTIC. WEALTHY SOUTH AMERICA WRITRB
FOR FREE LIST. GOOD I’AY. SOUTH AMERICAN SEBVICRH
BUREAU, 11,600 ALMA, DETROIT. MICH.

MEN, GET FOREST RANGER JOB; $125—$200 MONTH
and homo furnished: hunt, fish, trap. For detalls, write
NORTON INST., 1497 Temple Court, Denver, Colo.

FIREMEN, BRAKEMEN, BAGGAGEMEN (WHITE
COLORED). Slecplug (‘ar. Train Porters (colored), 8150—3250
montl.ly. Experienco unnecessary., 836 BAILWAY BURRAU,
Eust St. Louls, 111

CAMERA AND PHOTO SUPPLIES

HELP WANTED—FEMALE

MAKE MONEY IN PHOTOGRAPHY. LEARN QUICKLY
AT HOME. SP’ARE OR FULL TIME. NE\WW PLAN. Nothing
llke It. Exporienco unnccessary. AMERICAN SCHOOL OF

WOMEN MAKE $9 DAILY WEARING AND SHOWING NEW
INVENTION. I'revents shoulder straps slipping. Real comfort
at last! For Particulars--Free Offer, write L) \GE‘RIE v CO.,
16 Lale, North Windham, Conn, .

I‘HO‘I‘OGRAPIIY Dept. 1451, 3801 B. Michigun Ave., Chicago.

HOW TO ENTERTAIN

Pinys, musical comedies and revues, minstrels. comedy and talk-
ing songs. blackface skits, vaudeville acts, monologs, dialogs, reci-
tations, cntertulnments, musical readings, make-up goods. Catalog
free. T. 8. Dmlson & Co . 623 So Wnbnsh. Dept. 43, Chlcago.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDSFOR SALE

MONEY M ADE IN MICHIGAN POTATOES.
$1n_NOWN NOW ANH EASY TERMS BUYS LAND NEAB
MARKETR. Lakes, Streams. \Write today. S\WIGART & CO.,
BM-1276, First Natlonal Bank DBullding, Chicago.

TOBACCO

TOBACCO HABIT BANISHED. NO MATTER HOW LONG
YOU HAVE BEEN A VICTIM, no matter how strong your
craving, no matter in what form you usec tohacco. there s
help for you. Just send m-swnd or letter for our Fres Book.

It explains evervthing. NEWELL PHARMACAL CO., Dept
812 Clayton Station, St. Louis, Mo.
Tobaoco Habit Cured er No Pay. Any form, oigars. of nuu.

plpe. chewing or snuff. Guaranteed. ITarmless. Uled
600,000 people.

Full treatment sent on trial. Costs $1. 50 lf lt
ourcs; nothing If it falls,

Superba Co., N14, 'Baltimore, MQ.
Classified Advertlsing oontinued on page 6.

In ansiwoering any advertisomont on this page

4t (s desiradle that you mention this magasine.






Medlcated Ear Drum

FREE
CATALOG

RADI

AT WHOLESALE PRICES

.A fascinsting pastime that puts money [n your ket. E thing (n
radle ot nm‘l ‘holu:h pﬂg:l. s.nd"lor u::llogvfnd nlrd'ceurl':n oow.

ALLIED RADIO CORPORATION

211 W. Lako Sireet, Dept. 27, Chlcage

[ime Btudy Lincineers needed everywhere.
Big pay. [ascinuting work. Quick ad-
vancement. Lcarn at home in sparoe time.

Personslinstruction by practicnl men who

teach for Nuadional Cash Register Co., $3'000_0_9
Frigidaire, Decleo-Light. L

rates. é}u;antee of lautisrnction or $lo'0000_9
moaey back., Free employment service.

Easy terms. Writefor catalog- FREE. -a ’)’801’./
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ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

_ Due to dampness, rats, and the indifference of the workmen who came on the manu-
script, some pages from the beginning and from the end are missing or so damaged as to

be undecipherable,

but the remainder is clearly written in an upright hand that_certainly

suggests its author may have been the man of character he represents himself to be; It begins:

CHAPTER 1

HOW MASTER WILLIAM HALIFAX SET
FORTH FOR QUEEN ELIZABETH’S COURT.

O I made up my mind I would
| leave Brownsover for good and
all, for it offended me that such
a coney-catching louse as Tony Pep-
perday should own my father’s man-
sion. But I will say this for him:
ill-favored caitiff though he was, he
had the gift of self-advancement. He
had first married into the gentry, which
was marvelous enough; and then he
served as bailiff of my father’s estate
until in the end he possessed the whole
of it. and all that so legally that none,
not even his grace of Leicester could
deny him right. There was not a
horn-book printed that could teach
him anything.

But in those days I had so much yet
to learn, that now, after a lifetime spent
in courts and tented fields and on the
sea, and where not alse, I am left won-
dering how so raw a youth as I ever
made my way. I was so callow I ex-
pected gratitude, and that from Tony,
of all people in the world!

I had risked my father’s anger—not
a light thing, as they knew who ever
gave him cause—by asking his leave
to be betrothed to Mildred, daughter of
Tony’s wife by a former husband,
Robert Jackson, who had lost his head
and most of his estates befriending the
Princess Elizabeth while Mary was
queen. I had brought my father to
my view of it, though he was a knight,
and Tony had been no better than a
hind until Mildred’s mother married
him for the sake of protection for her
child. Tony had been one of the
“ heretic "-burning Bishop Bonner’s
men in Bloody Mary’s Catholic reign;
but now he was all for the new religion
and the death of Jesuits.

Tony, you may doubt not, was well

pleased to marry the step-daughter to
me, for the sake of my position in the
country—until my father met his vio-
lent death, and it transpired that Tony
had bought up liens on all his land and
goods.

And now word reached me through

the village barber that the banns might
be forbidden, and much mystery about
it. But to Tony’s house I went, in my
second-best suit, on my good roan
horse Robin, and I told him again how
I loved Mildred, and she me.
. Nor did I forget to jog his mem-
ory of how my father had befriended
him; and I spoke with such rein on my
temper that I said no word at all con-
cerning how he had deprived me of
my heritage—since in truth there was
little I could say reasonably, my father
having incurred great debts that Tony
lawfully had bought up.

AD T been a little wiser in the
world’s ways I might have
wasted less breath and have been

less astonished. Having all my father’s
lands, that miserable caitiff coveted my
horse, too, though well knowing that
the beast was mine. He Dbeshrewed
himself to think that anything of value
had escaped his clutches. Me and my
good name he valued now not at all,
so swift is an ingrate’s somersault.
First he visited his cellar to drink
cordials, for he was naturally timid
unless liquor fortified him. As soon as
he came up into the room where he kept
his books and papers, wiping his mouth
on the back of his hand and stamping
on the flags to warm his feet—for it
was winter—he began to make too free
with the name of Halifax, that but a
week ago had been enough to make
him doff his cap at mention of it..
“Will Halifax,” said he, *“ you are
a worse squibbe and spendthrift than
your father was, although Sir Harry
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the distance pegging around the yard
with his stick and slamming shed
doors, looking for her. I told her she
should come with me to London, two
of us on one horse. I would make her
my lawful wife as soon as might be.

But she set a hand across my mouth
to stop such talk. And when she had
done twisting at the little new mus-
tachios that I had grown to cut a figure
with in London, and when I had
boasted myself dry of lover’s oaths and
arguments—{for love makes lawyers of
us all—she slipped a purse into my
hand. But whence she had the money
she would not say, only this:

“ All’s fair in love, Will Halifax!
My father cozened yours, and what he
doesn’t know won’t rob sleep. Haste,
and win a fortune! Ride straight,
fight hard, and remember me!”

Forgetfulness was likely to come
slowly limping after such a speech in
any event; and I loved her, as I do yet.
With her lips on mine I swore to my-
self not to be faced out of my liveli-
hood by Tony Pepperday—nay, nor by
fortune neither. I would answer her
challenge with deeds that should make
all England know me! - _

What with my horse Robin feeling
the chill wind and kicking, and what
with her® pressing her fingers against
my ribs where I am ticklish, she
managed to free herself then; and
right bravely she stood, smiling and
waving to me, though the tears were
like dew on her lashes and she trusted
herself no more to speak.

O I rode away, with very fierce
determination, thinking of the
- dons whom I would beat to their
knees and hold for ransom, and of the
knighthood that Qteen Elizabeth
should presently bestow on me—for it
was common talk that Queen Bess
loved a man of mettle, and I had no
doubt that I should bring myself by
some means to her notice.
But what was passing in Mildred's
mind I knew not, neither greatly
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cared, provided she were true to me,
not having learned yet that 2 woman’s
wit has several sorts of merit. I loved,
but without that disposition to be fore-
horse to a kirtle that has robbed some
men I know of self-esteem and of the
esteem of others.

I could see her standing there, her
red cloak bright against the gray pond
ice, until I topped the brow of the hill
and paused to wave to her a last time.
Then I turned my horse toward Walter
Turner’s house, to get my saddle-
bags.

For I had stayed with Walter Tur-
ner since my father’s death, which was
how it happened that I had a good new
suit and a new hat preserved from the
sheriff's men. Walter had begged the
loan of them to wear at his cousin’s
wedding, and, by the same good stroke
of fortune, he had borrowed my horse
Robin.

Whether the sheriff’s men heard of
it and looked the other way from lov-
ing kindness, or whether they really be-
lieved my horse and German suit and
hat were Walter’s, is something that
will not be determined this side of the
judgment seat.

There was another reason, besides
his being beholden to me, why Walter
Turner was a comfortable friend to
leave behind—he being recently be-
trothed, and much enamored of his
sweetheart, as well as eager to pocket
some fat rents that should come with
her. It was with no small measure of
confidence that I commended Mildred
to his and to his sister’s care, bidding
them, whenever an occasion offered, to
lend her their encouragement against
old Tony Pepperday’'s attempts to
marry her to some one else.

ITH good cheer then, when they
had buckled on my saddlebags
and Kate, at risk of greasing

my best suit, had stuffed in two fat
capons along with other eatables, I
turned ‘Robin’s head toward London,
making no more speed than was enough
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deep. There was a worm in it. I
showed him, and he laughed.
“ What, again?” said he. “ There

is a canker at the heart of all things.

God made apples, but the devil used
one to tempt Adam. Adam ate it, and
the worms ate him. Which had the
best of it, God or worm? Or did God
win, who made the worm, so to win
whichever way the die falls?”

I had no answer ready, being neither
puritan nor papist, but a man of sense.
Moreover, I was well on guard against
such dangerous talk with strangers; for
the land was full of Jesuits and of spies
out watching for them, so that far too
many honest men were rotting in the
prisons for a word let fall by way of
hasty jest. I asked his name instead,
and whence he was.

“ Will Shakespeare,” he said, ‘‘ of
Stratford.”

Then I placed him in memory. He
was- the lad who had married Ann
Hathaway, a woman older than him-
self, in- such haste that there was talk
of it on all the countryside. Some said
he had been made to marry her, but I
doubted that tale. ‘

He was used to being whipped and
stocked, either for killing deer or for
writing saucy doggerel; which sort of
man is neither easy to compel nor usu-
ally reckoned a good catch. He could
have run away, there being nothing to
prevent, since his father had come to
poverty in old age, after having been
alderman. If what I had heard was

tgue, his home, like mine, had been sold

for debt, and there was no more to
keep him in Stratford than me in

Brownsover.

TOOK another view of the Ann
Hathaway affair, the more so as I
looked into the fellow’s eyes. He

was 2 man such as women throw their
hearts at and go any lengths to snare—
a witty-wise, good-looking fellow, with
a devil-may-care spirit on occasion and
a way of mocking at himself that gave
the clew to catching him into the hands
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of any wench whose reputation was’
worth gossip.

Ann Hatfaway had tempted him, I
did not doubt, and had blamed him for
it afterward; and he, with a mixture
of self-mockery and dignity, had put
his head into the noose to make her an
honest woman.

But though I had a feeling for a
fellow in adversity, I did not care to
condescend to him too much.

‘ Stratford,” I said, “ is but a village
by the Avon, where the middens stink
in mid-street and the plague kills elders
faster than the brats are born. No won-
der you should leave the place!”

My words offended him.~ If I owned
Stratford I would trade the whole place

- for a hundred rods of Brownsover, but

I liked the fellow none the less for
being angry. Good dogs love old ken-
nels, though they stink. A good man
boasts his township, even if the pigs
lie ham-deep in the main street mud.

“ From which Elysium are you?"”” he
asked. - “ Does the garbage smell o’
roses where you come from?”’

I told him Brownsover. He laughed.

“ None ever heard of Browmsover,”
said he, “until they started Rugby
School—and such a poor school, and
poor scholars, that a pair of barns was
reckoned good enough. In Stratford
we use the town hall; all the upper
story.”

“Aye,” I answered, * where the
beadle can better observe you, lest you
go a paaching sooner than learn your
conjugations.”

So we bickered for awhile in mutual
disparagement, each cock-a-doodle-do-
ing his own barnyard. and not either of
us offering his scholarship in proof.
And in truth I was afraid to do that,
having absorbed the most part of my
schooling from a peeled ash sapling,
which is excellent for horsemanship,
making the roughest saddle easy, but
not greatly sweetening irregular Greek
verbs. )

But by noon we were friends, and
sat together on a rail beside the road
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to feed our horses and ourselves. So
better was my capon than the venison
he carried that I could not help but
~offer him a drumstick; and when he
had made short work of that I broke
off a wing for him, whereafter we
slaked our thirst with icy water from
a near-by brook. By and by we grew
so friendly that when we reached a
tavern called King Harry’s Head we
had to stop to pledge each other in
canary wine. Then on again, as chat-
tersome as wenches at a Maying. _

E told each other all there was

to know about ourselves. His

wife Ann, so he said, unlike
good wine, was hardly mellowing with
age. She loved to sit in church o’
Sundays and quote sermons at him all
"tHe week, so that he knew by heart so
many sins as it would take a lifetime
to commit the half of them.

For himself, he better loved to rest
him merry and to write such airy noth-
ings as imagination conjured into
words, whereas Ann tolerated no such
nonsense in the house, but used his
scribbled sheets to light the oven fire.

“ And it’s bad bread that she bakes,
Will.” We already called each other
Will and Will, “ Bread as much re-
sembling belly comfort as thie unoathed,
funless heaven that she prates about
resembles good cheer for a hospitable
soul.” '

He had a thought to go into the
butcher trade, having learned that, for
he had to kill his father’s calves when
the family fortune dwindled, and not
knowing much else except how to shoot
deer and dress the venison, which he
confessed he could do far better than
his wife could cogk the meat, she burn-
ing it, he said, as if the hell she prated
of were something near at hand.

But he was gentle-minded and not
hankering for the Smithfield shambles.

“ Tudd knows, Will,” he said, “itis
a pity we must kill the poor dumb
brutes with their pleading eyes that
look at us so soft and melancholy.”
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I thought him likelier to make a par-
son than a butcher, but I learned a little
more of him that evening and changed
my mind about the parsonage. We
bedded at the Three Wise Men, a road-
side-tavern, and a good one, kept by a
one-legged rogue named Bellamy, who

d owned a sixty-fourth share of a
privateer that fell in with a Spanisher
from the Americas, all loaded down
with silver bars.

So, though he lost a leg, he sold it
for a high price; and he had married
as buxom a wench as ever sliced a
loaf against her bosom. She was all
the way from Bristol and, having
neither kith nor kin to weep with when
old salty timber-toe was in his cups,
she laughed instead with any merry
traveler who came along. Both I and
Will were merry, being young.

So while we stalled our horses and
scraped the mud from them—to save
a hostler’s fee next morning—I saw fit
to drop a hint or two to friend Will.
For it is a strange thing how a lover’s
loyalty can make him jealous of an-
other’s peccadillos. I have learned to
rest well satisfied if my own behavior
offends me not too much, and other
men’s incontinencies now vex me not
at all. But I was young in those days.

“Will,” 1 said, “ our hostess hath a
hospitable eye and you, a married man,
must of necessity act seemly, being not
so far from home, but that a rumor
might reach Stratford.”

For awhile he scraped his horse’s
fetlocks, whistling to himself to keep
the dust out of his teeth.

" OMEN,” he answered present-
ently, “resemble rimes and
tunes in this: the easiest to

catch are they that, as it were, impress
themselves until they seem more in-
escapable than destiny. The dull tunes
so obsess the memory that not the very
lark’s excited welcome to the spring
can drive their limping measures out
of mind. Shall a man not steep himself
in merry music to forget care?”’
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“ Then shrewish wives,” said I, “ ex-
cuse incontinence?"

“ Excuse,” said Will, “is coward's
courage. He who makes excuse, de-
fends himself against another’s con-
science, like a schoolboy stuffing pig-
skin in his breeches to defeat a teach-
er’s cane. Foolishness and love, Will,
go hand-in-hand to many a hey-day
that the dry-wise never know. Did you
not tell me on the road, in words as red
and white as roses, of a maid Mildred?
Do her gray eyes fade so soon from
memory?”

I was offended, so I combed my
horse’s tail awhile, with an eye to his
heels, he not loving to be handled when
his nose was in the manger.

“ Which has the better,” Will asked
presently,-“ the gallant with a rosebud
out of reach, or he who treads a blown
bloom underfoot ?”

Whereat he went into the inn ahead
of me, and when I reached the hearth-
side, he was seated in the best chair,
with a mug of sack beside him, and
the woman on her knees at the fire
making toast, which any of the kitch-
en wenches might have done—and done
better, for she burned it, what with
listening to Will and looking sidewise
at him.

I had lingered at the pump to wash
myself and polish up my brass spurs,
sticking the pheasant-feather in my new
hat at an angle that matched better
with my smart mustachios. But Will
had let the woman wipe the road-muck
from his boots before she made the
toast, and presently she sat on the
arm of the chair to stitch his sleeve
where he had torn it, giving me her
back to gaze on.

’Qd’s blood, how the fellow talked!
I soon began to change my mind about
Ann Hathaway: though she had been
as virginal inelined as Queen Eliza-
beth, she must have lost her head and
heart to him. I thought of old King
Solomon, who had a thousand wives,
and understood how he conducted. all
that courtship!
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\Vill could make a verse offhand-
ed when the sparks flew upward from a
faggot; when the gusty wind blew
smoke out of the chimney-mouth he
likened that to dead men’s spirits com-
ing back for one last look at comfort-
able earth before they soared amid the
melancholy loneliness of starry space.

She was soon as drunk with honeyed
words as Titus Bellamy, her man, was
drunk with spiced canary in the inner
room. Bellamy’s brain remembered
feats of daring he had heard of, and,
if any one believed him, he had sent
more Dons to roast in hell-flame than
the Smithfield butchers had killed
Christmas beeves since the Lord Harry
himself was King of England. If he
believed himself he should have slept
ill, thinking of his latter end.

Will and T supped, Dame Bellamy
attending on us. and loading a board
before the hearth with fare that would
have watered the mouth of a prince to
smell of it—cold pigeon pie there was,
with eggs, and fat ham, and a chine of
pork, and sausage, and honied apple
dumplings soused in cream, and
Leicester cheese, and pickles; I forget
what else. Thereafter I went into the
back room to sit facing Bellamy before
the fire and listen to him.

I would rather have listened to Will,
but I was envious, and Mistress Bel-
lamy thought nothing of my mnew
mustachios. Nor had I any gift ’of
speech to take the wind out of Vil
Shakespeare’s sail and keep him from
the port he had in mind.

CHAPTER IIL

WILI, ITALIFAX BECOMES 1IIE OWNER
OF A ““ GIMCRACK ” IN A RED BOX.

HAT whole night long I listened
to Titus Bellamy. He grew more
talkative the more he drank. And

so I have no knowledge of what Will
did, not though vinegary Ann should
hale me before judges for a question-

ing.
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In addition to me and Bellamy there
were five men on the settles on either
side of the fire in that back room, and
by midnight four of them were snor-
ing, doubtless having heard his tales
a hundred times, but preferring to
sleep before the fire because it cost
less than a bed.

He who sat beside me was a leath-
ery-faced and leather-jacketed, sharp-
nosed fellow with a pair of merry blue
eyes, Jeremy Crutch by name. I re-
membered having seen him at Coventry

assizes, where they tried him for some-
felony and let him go for lack of evi-.

dence. 1 knew his reputation well.
Some said he was a Jesuit, although
my father had gone bail for him when
he was charged at Coventry, which
think he would never have done had he
thought him a Jesuit, rash though my
father sometimes was, and ready to
befriend even masterless men—soldiers
back from the wars, ruined land-hold-
ers, men without trade or money.
That had been the first time that a
masterless man found bondsman while
awaiting trial in our part of England,
and there had been plenty to advise
my father that a knight should risk
his substance in a worthier cause.
Truly enough, if Jeremy had chosen
to abscond, my father must have fallen
into bankruptcy, he being already deep
in debt, as I discovered when he died.
However, Jeremy made no bid that
night. to claim acquaintance on the
strength of my father’s charity; nor
had he the indecency to speak about
my father’s death, although he must
have known the circumstances, which
had been a nine days’ gossip on all
the countryside. He was thoughtful
to give no offense, and he drank no
more than I did—very sparingly, that
is, since I take no pleasure in a next
day’s ride when half a merry morning
goes to drive off fumes of wine.
Only when old Bellamy paused in his
talk or lost the thread of reminiscence
Jeremy Crutch would break his silence
to ask questions—with a “by your
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leave,” or “if your honor will per-
mit,” to me—to start the old ruffian
off again describing doings on the
Spanish Main or off the Portugals or
on the road to India; for he claimed
he had ventured all over the globe.

T was talk to make a young man’s
‘blood go galloping if anything but
ice were in. his veins—tales of

strange seas, and the Inquisition, and
of gold and silver bars in.heaps—of
fighting out of sight of land for gal-
leons deep-laden with the plunder of
Brazil—of Captain Francis Drake,
whom all the world had heard of, and
of mermaids and sea-monsters, and of
John Hawkins and his traffic in black-
amoors stolen from the Portuguese off
Africa and sold, as many as lived the
voyage out, to merchants in the New
World.

No man ever heard more exciting
tales than that old timber-toe could reel
out through his shaggy beard; and not
the half of them were half true, as I
discovered later.

Crutch and I sat sleepless, hardly
noticing each other, covering the pot-
mouths with our hands when the yawn-
ing tavern-wench made shift to fill
them. But Bellamy drank as-a drain
takes water and then roused the girl
with sailor’s oaths because she nodded
in a corner when his mug was empty.

There was word once or twice of a
robbery, one Joshua Stiles, a London

- merchant on his way to Bristol, hav-

ing yielded up his purse to some one
in the dusk, three nights gone. Old
Bellamy bragged loudly of the gibbet
at a crossroads near by, where he swore
they should hang in chains all such
miscreants as did on land what honest
men might do at sea with God’s ap-
proval.

And he added something about a
gewgaw or gimcrack that the merchant
prized more highly than his purse, hav-
ing been sorely grieved to part with it
to a thief who would never know its
value.
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‘““ Master Stiles swore to me,” said
Bellamy, ‘‘ that he would rather have
that gewgaw back than hang the thief,
though I forget how he described the
thing. It may have been some box
for sibbersauces for a woman’s com-
plexion, or a crucifix perhaps. But he’s
no papisher, not Joshua Stiles! He’s
a good, God-fearing, loyal subject of
the queen’s most gracious majesty—I
heard him say it! Saving, I don’t
doubt, when her excisemen stick their
pimply noses in among his bales.”

He would have talked more of the
gimcrack, only that Jeremy turned him
off to boasting of the loot he had seen
in strange ports. Toward morning he
grew stupid in his.cups and returned
to the gimcrack and the tale of the rob-
bery, but then Jeremy got up and left
us. By that time it behooved me to
go out and feed the horses.

There were heavy frost and thick
white fog, so I found a lantern first
and trimmed the wick before making
my way to the stables; and Jeremy,
who seemed to know his way too well
to need a lantern, rode off like a specter
as I crossed the stable yard, none giv-
ing him Godspeed, nor he so much as
whistling. He wore a hood like a
friar’'s drawn up over his head. The
mare he rode was shrouded in the fog,
but she looked like a beauty, picking
up her feet over the mixen.

T was warm within the stable, so
I took my time, and what with
watering and feeding both the horses

and repacking my two saddle-bags, the
cocks were crowing when I came out
and there was a right godly smell of
eggs and bacon frying.

I was wondering what all that good
fare would be like to cost us when Will
Shakespeare put his head through the
kitchen door and catching sight of me,
came out to meet me. Whereat I told
him what was in my mind about the
reckoning.

“1 have paid the shot for both of
us,” he answered.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

I demurred, well knowing he had lit-
tle money in his purse and nct yet real-
izing how an empty poke can sharpen
wit. Will took my arm and answered:

“ Study to live courteously, render-
ing to Casar what is Caesar’s; but to
them whose hearts are golden, seek to
add no gilt, lest Satan mock thee! Why
flout such trash as money in the face
of kindness? Only they who know no
other measure should be paid in mint-
ed money, that an hostler spits on or
a tavern toss-pot flings into the sawdust
on the floor! Here is such hospitality
as only loving-kindness can requite.”

We lined our bellies well with eggs
and bacon rashers fried by Mistress
Bellamy, who bussed us both and thrust
good bread and cheese into our saddle-
bags, beseeching us to come again;
though me she urged, I knew, only to
keep herself in countenance.

She stood and watched us ride into
the fog until we turned the corner of
the road, her breath steaming upward
like a kettle’s, and I, to. keep myself
from asking questions, looked to my
pistol priming, thinking that the night
air might have damped it. It was well
I did. Dry priming has emboldened
more men to preserve themselves than
ever bullets slew.

Most of that country was open com-
mon, but here and there was a haw-
thorn hedge seen dimly either side
the road, soft-gray under the hoar-
frost, with now and then the Dbreath
of a group of steers uprising on the
far side. Trees loomed now and then
like ghosts. There was hardly a sound
except the ringing of our horses' hoofs
on the frozen highway.

We came before long to a gibbet
that was used for sign-post where a
road turned southward, and from there
on, perhaps because the gibbet lent a
melancholy hue to thought, reminding
us how cold it was, we let the beasts
trot, cuffing our ears and clapping
hands to make the blood flow, wishing
that the struggling sun might suck the
mist,
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But I saw that Will’s horse had been
lamed by falling in the ditch—a sorry
beast, more eager for oats than work,
and one that I doubt not had lazied
many a league through knowing that
Will’s compassion was his weakness.

“You are like to miss your ship,
Jeremy,” said I, “ for you have lamed
the lazy beast that you shall ride. Get
down off the mare and change saddles.”

He made a wry face, offering me
money rather, so that I knew it was a
lie about his wanting to buy liquor for
the ship. I quoted to him Will’s words
concerning knaves who measure kind-
ness by its weight in coin, and then,
discovering I lacked Will’s gift of mak-
ing words fit circumstance, I changed
my argument:

“If I spare the hangman trouble, as
my father already did once in your
case,” said I, “I think the hangman
will hardly thank me, since he needs
bread like the rest of us.”

Whereat he got down and began to
change the crupper buckles, his mare
being smaller than Will’s sorrel; how-
ever I bade him leave the bridles as
they were, his being the better and its
‘bit more suited to the mare’s mouth.

HEN 1 took away his powder
flask and bullets, but I let him
keep the empty pistol to shoot

Dons with on the Spanish Main, assur-"

ing him that the Dons would live an
hundred years apiece unless he prac-
ticed to aim straighter. As for his
sword, it was more like a butcher’s
knife than any proper weapon, so I
gave that to Will Shakespeare, for use
if he should go to sticking beeves in
Smithfield. '

Then I bade God-speed to Jeremy,
he needing it, or the devil might set
the hangman on him after all. And,
when we had watched him ride away
on Will’s lame horse toward the cross-
road where the gibbet was, we two
rode on toward London, I well satisfied
with having repaid Will the tavern
reckoning. It pleased me mightily, and
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I began to whistle “ Mary Ambree,”
which was a tune much favored at the
time. ,

Will said nothing until I piped a
false note—something he endured less
meekly than the bruise he had from
falling in the ditch.

“That’s a sharp wind, Will! Save it
for the puritans,!” he said quickly,
sucking at his teeth as if he had just
bit a sour gooseberry. “ You have
made an enemy; why whistle up the
devil with a witch’s discord to avenge
him?”

“ Enemy?” said I. “1 spared a ras-
cal, though the law of England would
have let me kill.”

‘““Leave the law to lawyers,” he re-
torted. ‘““Those have made trouble
enough without your aid. You
shamed a rogue, and he will bear so
dark a grudge against you as shall
gnaw until he thinks he does God’s
service by ridding your soul of its body
some dark night.”

“ Then would you have killed him?”
I asked.

“He should have had my purse,”
Will answered. “ God knows, there
is not much in it, yet enough, maybe,
to buy a laissez passer from a thief.”

I mocked him at that for a lack-
spunk who would spare a louse for
fear the louse might call him to ac-
count. I said that shame, and plenty
of it, was the proper physic for what-
ever remnant of a soul a cut-purse had.

He answered: *“ Are we preachers,
Will, and ride we two to London to
beg benefices, greedy for the burial
fees and tithes, proposing to ourselves
to live in dread of hell-fire while we
prate about a sour-swill heaven?”

“ Give him back the mare then!” I
retorted angrily.

“ Why, how so?”’ he answered, smil-
ing. “ I am not offended that you took
his beast. I’ faith, he staked it on the
play of destiny and lost. But did you
wisely when you stripped his self-es-
teem and left him naked to the frosty
winds of conscience, that will freeze a
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merry fellow’s soul until it better fits
a caitiff’s rind? You might have had
the rogue’s mare and his good will
- with it.”

“ Sweeter his spite than his love!” I
retorted. “ Do you choose your friends
among the highwaymen?”

Whereat he told me the old nurse’s
tale about the fox and sout grapes—a
silly enough fable, since a fox eats
meat, nor never have I seen the fox
that would as much as sniff up-wind
for cabbages or any other fruit, were
it ripe or out of reach or not.

He could mock at angels like a small
boy stoning geese and yet I think he
seldom spoke but that he felt his words
were being written in the Book the
Angel of Judgment keeps.

Who could answer him? The man
had music in his marrow and it flowed
forth to a tune that made the hearer
dumb, so, whether Will was right or
wrong, he seemed to have the right of
it.

He did not rant, as did the strolling
players I had seen in Brownsover,
when we boys played truant' at the
price of caning and helped afterward
to pelt the players out of town. There,
of course, the player who could rave
the loudest was the most admired.

Will spoke honiedly, as if the im-
port of his words were not in need of
bellowings and windmill posturings to
lend it weight. Nonetheless, he made
my vanity shrink small in me, and that
is discontenting of a frosty morning
when a man rides hoping to win for-
tune for himself. I drew the little
leathier package forth that Jeremy
Crutch had parted with, and opened it,
thinking to change the flow of talk in-
to a shallower channel wherein haply I
might hold my own.

NSIDE the bag there was a small, flat
box with what I took for golden
hinges, though it may be they were

brass. The wood was harder than my
nail’s edge, lacquered with a sort of
carmine-colored glaze as smooth to the
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feel of a finger as window-glass. There
was a knob to press on, causing it to
open like an oyster, and within was
silk, more yellow than the rarest gold,
whereon there lay a little figure of a
demon, marvelously wrought of green
stone, smooth and soapy to the touch.

It was a comic gimcrack, making us
both laugh, although I thought of
witchcraft on the instant. It had the
trunk and features of an elephant, and
yet the posture of a seated man, withal
fat-bellied and seeming to ooze benev-
olence. Before he had more than
glanced at it Will pulled out his purse
and offered to buy the thing.

Whereat when I had quoted to him
in contempt of money his own words,
he offered me the mare instead, which
led to bantering. '

I let him hold the thing, he turning
it to make the sun’s rays glimmer on
the green stone, showing cloudy depths
in it like shoal water off the Devon
coast in summer, and revealing all its
skill of workmanship. He sighed at
last and gave it back.

“ There, pouch it again, Will,” he
said, “ for I have seen too much.”

Thereafter for awhile he rode in
silence, turning something over in his
mind, his forehead bowed, now frewn-
ing and now smiling as he moved
his lips—in the way, it might be, that
his father used to taste the ale at
Stratford in his first public office.

It was a magic morning. We be-
gan to sing, we two; for Will’s moods
were as changeful as our English
weather. He could take the barytone
and carol that, against my booming
bass, until the horses ambled with a
rare will and the frozen blackbirds
chirruped back to us.

And he could make a song to any
olden tune—such foolishness as lov-
ers sing or nurses put the children off
to sleep with, until we wearied of an
air, and Will set new words to another,
first repeating them until I had them
well by heart.

That one I liked best was the drink-
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ing song he made up out of nothing
but the hope of coming on a well-
stocked tavern, though we came on
none that tempted us to linger. 1 have
sung it since a thousand times—aye,
have sung it to the queen herself when
she was moody and craved something
else than pick-thank praises or the im-
portunities of statecraft. I will set
down bhere one verse of it:

Troll the bowl—troll the bowl.

Oh, the mcad, it payeth toll,

(Not with groat)

Ere the throat

Let it by, oh, let it by!

It shall pay, oh, it shall pay,

For it slaketh carc away,

Paying toll

To the soul

‘That was dry, oh, that was dry,

Of the merry, merry drinker that was
dry!

CHAPTER IIIL

HOW JIALIFAX AND SHAKESPEARE
LODCED AT ROGER 'rU-Nl_aY’s HOUSE
NEAR CHEAPSIDE,

E slept that night at Oxford, at
the Crown Inn, kept by a merry
man named Davenant, whose

wife, I thought, was as like to lose her
heart to Will as Mistress Bellamy had
been. But Davenant had not been mar-
ried overlong, so that his wife was
foremost in his mind as yet and there
was nothing to arouse Ann Hathaway’s
jealousy—not that time.

After supper Will called for my-

gimcrack to amuse them, and he wove
such tales around it as-put all the chap-
hook writers out of countenance. I
vow there never was such tongue as
Will's, nor such imagination—no, nor
such a vaice to pluck at heartstrings,
conjuring a sudden smile from trage-
dy and cloaking laughter with the mask
of grief, until we knew not whether we
should laugh or cry. :

And so to bed at midnight, sheeted,
nor no extra penny for the laundry,
thanks to friend Will's entertainment.
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So well we liked the Davenants, and
they us, that we would have dallied at
Oxford but for the shallowness of our
exchequer, which persuaded us to jour-
ney on to Londeon in one day, by way
of Uxbridge, where it was market day,
with a host of people.

There, because all men were in fear
of horse thieves, with such a ready
market for stolen horses in Antwerp,
we earned enough to pay for the bait
for our own mounts by standing guard
over about twenty others while their
owners did sundry errands; and by
that means there entered a thought into
Will’s head that served him to good
purpose later.

We lingered not long by the triple
tree of Tyburn, where felons hung in
chains from all three beams and great
ravens perched above. There was an
inn near by, with benches from which
those who chose to buy ale at a penny
more than custom might watch the
hangman do his work.

Will grewgloomy, remember, at the
sight of that grim fruit on Tyburn
Tree.

“ Heaven looked on,” he exclaimed,
“nor took their part, nor pitied them!”

I wondered at him, being minded
that a felon earns a felon’s fate. But
I have never ceased to wonder at Will
Shakespeare’s sentiments, that never
ape the general. He has a way so
versatile that none knows which side
of an issue he will take.

ND so, nigh sunset, to the house of
Roger Tunby, where I made bold
to expect such hospitality as

oftentimes my father had received
from him, and he from us, for it had
been my father’s wont to entertain such
reputable merchants as might come to
Warwickshire from London.

Nor were we disappointed of good
victuals, though the old chuff put the
two of us to sleep in one bed and had
us send our horses to a baiting stable,
where we must pay the reckoning. But,
as it transpired later, that was fortu-
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‘me a shrew’s sermon on it, yowing that
young women who defied their elders
ended by marrying ne’er-do-wells, the
more bitterly to regret it the longer
they lived.

“ But most of them,” said she con-
solingly, ‘“died young, of broken
hearts.”

I wished I had been silent about
Mildred, but Will Shakespeare took
the scolding merrily enough. He told
her of his own wife in Stratford;
whereat Mistress Atkins made bold to
ask him how many pounds the year
Ann had for keeping house the while
her husband ruffled it in London.

Will’'s answer drew her anger as a
good dog draws a bear: * Whoso
puts,” said he, ‘“ a burden on a horse,
should feed him. Should the poor brute
haul the wain up heavy hills and feed
his owner likewise with the very juices
of his strength?” '

The mean shrew flew into a passion,
storming at her father that he wasted
substance entertaining squibbes come
begging with their hose .patched on
their heels.

Masterless men, she called us, runa-
gates who should be haled before a
magistrate and smartly whipped back
to the parish where we shirked work;
vagabonds, who might be spies for
all an honest woman knew—papish
Jesuits, mayhap, in league against the
queen’s grace, fattening ourselves on
English beef in English homes. the
while we plotted with the Scotch queen
and the French!

-In choler I rose from the settle to
take my leave, late though the hour
was. But Will stood up and nudged
me until I caught his eye. There was
such mischief there as gave me pause
and he was smiling, although as for
me the turkey-red went flaming up my
temples and I could not speak for the
wrath that boiled in me. Will pushed
me back into the corner.

“ Mistress,” he said, “it were better
done thus.”

He struck an attitude, so sudden that

2 A
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she quailed. I, too, thought he would
curse her, Tunby struggled to his feet,
but sat down; I think he was not sorry
to see his shrew-tongued daughter tak-
en down a peg or two, -

And of a sudden Will began to pour
forth words that stung and bit like
summer horse flies. They were like a
whip’s crack. There was steel in them.
Laden, they were with the freight of a
curse impending, all the more dreadful
because he never launched it; and his
gestures, like a master swordsman’s,
terrified by their restraint suggestive
of a passion leashed and ready to be
loosed, yet held in check.

For a minute—aye, more than a min-
ute, I believed his venomous invective
was assailing her; and so thought she,
recoiling from him like a souse-wife*
in a back-street broil.

UT it presently appeared that he
was teaching her a better way to
void her spleen, not voiding his on

her. With subtlety beyond my cunning
to detect, when she was browbeat into
speechlessness, he passed her by, as
floods go rolling by a broken dam, and
left her, as it were, behind him won-
dering to watch him overwhelm all
levels lower than herself.

We three became the audience, and
he the player showing us how virtue
triumphs over vice. He seemed to play
for us the better part of our own na-
tures, - with the very splendor of his
presence conquering the venom that
makes devils of us all.

He was no longer the Stratford
trader’s son who had shared the road
with me to London, but, methought,
some hero resurrected from an olden
time to show us how a very souse-
wife’s humor may be splendid.

And in time he paused, in good time,
Subtle gesture changed him. He be-
came the very creature he had over-
whelmed with eloquence! He trembled
and began to answer—stammered,
tried to summon dignity; then turned

* Woman who pickled and sold souse.
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away, recovering, to cloak his shame
beneath a show of anger, coveting a
passion that he could not feel, his very
venom turned to water by the magic
of his former speech. He seemed to
try to gather new resources from the
empty air, then hung his head and
answered—nothing!

Presently he smiled, and seemed to
take us into confidence; now he was
Will of Stratford, we his hosts.

“ All men,” he said, “play many
parts. And that which we think
worthy in us often shows itself weak
wretchedness when nobler presences
appear. Vain-glorious Goliath falls be-
fore a David’s sling. A David cowers
at a weak old man’s rebuke.”

He changed again. He took his
seat, and like a cat before the hearth,
drew comfort out of hospitality, con-
tenting others with the spirit he ex-
uded.

Then he told us tales, so full of
magic and the mystery of interest as
kept us wakeful, until midnight saw
the fire die low and Mistress Atkins
had to beg grace of her father’s roof.

She sent two ’prentices to warn her
husband she would not be home that
night, old Tunby bidding the "prentices
tread slyly lest the night-watch catch
them and the magistrates impose a pen-
alty next day for being out when hon-
est lads should lie abed.

CHAPTER 1V.

OF THE MEETING WITH BENJAMIN BILR-
DEN, AND THE OPPORTUNITY THAT
CAME OF IT.

ROSE at dawn, leaving Will

Shakespeare in the bed, and I was

in the street before the ’prentices
took down the shutters, finding my
way to Burbage’s mews where we had
left the horses overnight.

Will meant to follow custom and
sell the nag that carried him to Lon-
don; and we had heard the day before.
along the road from Uxbridge, how
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good horses were in fine demand since
so many knights and gentlemén had
gone to the Low Countries at their
own costs to help Dutchmen fight the
King of Spain.

But what with the purse my Mildred
gave me, and Will Shakespeare’s im-
pudence having saved us so much tav-
ern expense, I was not feeling so hank-
rupt after all, and the thought had
found lodging in my head that two
good nags would make a better show-
ing and perhaps be better for my des-
tiny than one. And a thought whether
it is right or wrong, is not much easier
to get out of my head, once it has
found ‘lodgment, than it is to pull a
bear’s teeth.

So I aroused the drunken hostler,
and he, thinking I would pay my reck-
oning, summoned Burbage from his
bed, most scurvily ill-tempered to be
called to pocket those few pence.

I bade him offer me a price for Will’s
mare, and what with his mislike of
being up so early, and with his thinking
I could not afford the charges and
would therefore sell the mare cheap, he
bid low. Whereat\I cried a pox on his
avarice and came away before he could
better the offer.

Then I returned to the house and
wakened Will, who was a lusty sleeper,
and I offered him the same price for
the mare that Burbage bid me. Will
accepted it without ado, it being nearly
twice as much as he had hoped to get
for his old sorrel that he started .with
from -Stratford, although much less
than the mare was worth. I paid Will
Shakespeare there and then, he smiling
as I counted out the money.

“You will die rich or be hanged
poor, one way or the other,” he said,
pulling on his hose, “ but if you always
practice to leave your victims richer
for the chousing, you will not lack
mourners.” -

I grew half ashamed of having paid
him such a low price, although the
mare was in a way part mine, since
it was I who had forced the exchange









They flew at cach other,
their faces reflecting -

sheer madness






HORROR ON

started to run. Took to my heels. Fled.
Like a schoolboy going down the road
past the graveyard. Ran, panting and
gulping, slipping and skidding, my
heart whacking in my chest. Raced
for the house on Owl’s Hill

That voice accompanying the sound
of boots running-down a corridor in
the empty hospital had moaned out two
names., The first name was that of a
patient who had died many years past
in that very hospital, due to the fum-
bling hands of the student-doctor in
charge. The second name was that of
the young doctor who had miserably
lost his first case.

That name was mine!

ERRIL’S rooms occupied the low-
er floor front of the old gray
mansion. His spacious library.

with the walls hidden by laden book-
shelves, and massive, leather-uphol-
stered chairs facing a blazing log fire,
was, in my estimation, the most cheer-
ful room in the house, There Terril
could almost always be found, sunk in
one of the leather chairs, slippered feet
toward the fireplace, one of his Danes
curled up near by, a volume on philoso-
phy or a pen in his hand. .

The library, quiet, passive, filled with
golden firelight and warm shadow, re-
flected the calm temperament of the
man who spent his days among its
books. For Terril, like myself, had
practically quit medicine. His chief in-
terest now were his learned tomes, his
philosophical writings, philology, and
his Great Danes. He was also an art-
ist of no little merit, and an accom-
plished pianist, though he indulged in
painting and music infrequently.

It may be determined that Holnies
Terril’s character was far from medio-
cre, scholar and gentleman that he was.
Had he chosen, his fine intellect and
gentle manner could have won him
high distinction in the realm of medi-
cine or any social pursuit. As it was
the quiet, kindly manner of this tall,
somewhat stoop-shouldered man with
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mouth from which a pipe always
curved, and the unostentatious dress,
had won everlasting regard in the heart
of friends. And I, who had known
him since school days, loved him as a
brother ; knew him almost as well as I
knew my other comrade, McGrath.

It was to Terril’s library, then, that
I first carried my breathless story con-
cerning the haunted hospital. Bang-
ing into the house like a terrified idiot,
I charged into Terril's rooms, slam-
ming doors behind me. He started up
from his chair and dropped his -book
at my sudden entry. And I, who had
invaded the sober quietude of his study,
felt at once like a fool. Standing in
the firelight, overshoes and hat leaking
melted snow, I tried to calm my voice
and to collect scattered wits, For I
realized abruptly that my story would
sound like puerile nonsense if rattled
out in that sane atmospheré.

“ Why, Browniel” Terril’s voice
was. taut with concern. “ What's up,
old chap! You look pretty white in
the face. Not sick, are—" '

“No,” 1 denied, panting out the
word. * But—" \
Right there I was swamped. I knew
I could never tell my story to the man
before me. Holmes Terril stood
watching me, absently tugging at the
ear of one of his dogs, with a look of
grave anxiety and calm interest, his
pipe in his mouth, retrieved volume in
the other hand. Well, the man and his
library were simply too conventional
and normal for a yarn about mystic
lights and hidden voices moaning. The
story would only upset him. He would
smile understandingly, and prescribe
ten hours’ sleep for me. '

“ Holmes,” I lied, “ have you got
any laudanum? Just as I came up the
walk one of my teeth started going.
Hurts like the devil.”

He looked a bit mystified; wonder-
ing, no doubt, why I had not dashed
to my own chambers after the sedative.
But without a word he nodded and left
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“ Listen,” I cut him short. His sud-
den humility would be followed, I
knew, by secret cursings bent in my di-
rection. He was that sort. ‘ Listen,
Repple. Answer me this. Have you
ever seen a light in that old hospital
building across the river?”

Mottled pallor suffused Repple’s
cheeks. He drew away from me;
stood with hands clawing along the
banister. A husky whisper escaped
his pulpy lips. “I heard about that
ghost light las’ night in town,” was his
reply. ‘ But I ain’t never seen it. No,
I ain’t, nor I don’t want to—1I ain’t fer
playin’ with them things.” His voice
grew shrill. “ There’s funny things
goin’ on around here, I tell ya! Didn’t

"I hear some one creepin’ around th’
halls th’ other night? Ain’t I seen a
cloaked figure runnin’ up th’ stairs?
I’'m gettin’ outa here, I am. I'm leav-
in’ in th’ mornin’.” He was almost
shouting. “ So you seen that light on
th’ other side th’ river, has you? Well,
I ain't stayin’ on Owl’s Hill no more.
I'm goin’ in.th’ mornin’.”

“ For God’s sake hush up,” 1 rasped,
fearing his nerveless clamor would
raise the house. ‘I didn’t say I'd seen
anything, did I?”

Terril’s door opened, and my tall
friend and his dog stepped to the foot
of the stairs. On sighting Repple the
dog voiced an ugly snarl, and the serv-
ant cringed away. Terril eyed us curi-
ously. * Anything wrong?”

“ Not a thing,” was my reply. “ Just
the usual roundelay with Repple over
the handsome way he does his work
here. I'm on my way to my room.
Repple,” I finished weakly, “ was on
his way to his.” -

The business was growing ridiculous
and my reaction was one of anger. Of
course Repple would have to yowl like
a coward and let fly some silly yarn of
his own about creepy figures sneaking
down the halls. I was almost dancing
with utter annoyance, impatience and
malease. For I wanted badly to talk
to McGrath. ’
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Now Terril, who had been watching
us with a cryptic smile on his lips,
shrugged, nodded, caught his dog by
the collar, and turned to go. Repple
slunk down the stairs, head hunched
between his shoulders, fingers plucking
at the lapels of his slovenly jacket, and
headed for his room below. As he
passed Terril the great Dane flew at
him with a volley of furious snarls.
Repple fled off in the darkness whim-
pering, and Terril dragged his big dog
into the library; leaving me on the
staircase alone.

DID not want to stay on that stair-

case alone. My nerves were begin-

ning to twinge at every little sound,
and, cursing to myself, I hurried up to
McGrath’s door. His cheery invitation
to enter reassured me. Once more I
felt like a driveling moron as I en-
tered a brightly-lighted chamber exud-
ing an atmosphere of septic sanity.
There was a scrupulously tidy desk, a
case of books, a wall lined with test-
tube racks and surgical apparatus under
glass. "In one corner, stiff as a sentinel,
stood a wholly cheerful skeleton.

On a dissecting table, under shining
glass, stood a jar of solution in which
lay the beating heart of a chimpanzee.
McGrath had kept the organ alive for
weeks; and it always gave me an un-
canny thrill to see the thing. It was
McGrath’s belief that he could keep a
human heart pumping in a human
breast could the right solution be in-
jected—* Keep life in a decapitated
body,” he had once confided.

McGrath was a wizard in his ability
to seal and connect severed veins and
arteries, thereby forming a minor cir-
culatory system. Dr. McGrath, how-
ever, devoted most of his time to a
study of the human brain, and was, in
my estimation, the foremost scieutist of
the day in the fields of spinal surgery,
brain disorders and psychiatry.

Why a man with McGrath’s appall-
ing culture should choose to remain in
a place like our mansion on Owl's Hill
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could only be explained by the abso-
lute seclusion afforded. His labora-
tory would never be invaded, for few
contemporaries even knew his where-
abouts.

When I opened his door McGrath
sat at his desk, eyes fastened on a hu-
man brain floating in a glass container
before him, hands busy making nota-
tions and arranging a set of gleaming
instruments. Feeling rather childish,
I approached him. He swung about
in his chair, smiling, and his deep
brown eyes searched mine as he ex-
tended a delicate hand. There was a
trim and precise neatness about the
little man that might terrify one who
did not know him well. I knew him,
perhaps, better than any man living. I
knew how humanely he could act; how
pleasantly he could smile.

He brushed white fingers across his
spruce brown mustache, reset his pince-
nez glasses, and asked: “ Well, Brown-
je? You look a bit upset. You haven’t
taken off your hat and rubbers. I say,
you didn’t lose that case you were
handling in town, did you?”

“ Mac,” I told him, “I want you to

be indulgent with me. I’ve got a story
to tell and it doesn’t fit in with the
twentieth century. A ghost yarn, Mac.
That’s right, smile. But listen—"
, Talking rapidly, I told my friend
“about the hospital across the river. I
told him about the local legend of the
haunt ; about seeing the light; going to
investigate; finding no track in the
snow; hearing the sound of running
feet and the voice wailing out the name
of the patient I had once allowed to
die; wailing out my name.

“T swear to God I heard it!” I re-
peated. “ No illusion, Mac. 'I‘hgt
death worried me frightfully at the
time, but even a young doctor soon for-
gets those things.  And then I heard
that man’s name as clear as day, fol-
lowed by my own! Moaned out in the
darkness. Feet running, too. Not an
hour ago, in that deserted building
across the river!”
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Going to the window, I drew aside
the shade. MlcGrath came to stand at
my elbow. Together we looked out.
It was snowing hard and there was no
moon. The hospital on the other bank
was a dark blot against the purple sky,
distinguishable through the sifting
snow-veil. No light startled the dark-
ness.

McGrath, who had listened in sym-
pathetic silence, gave me a puzzled
glance. *‘ Your story is. difficult,
Brownie. You seem aware that you
are not indulging a neuropathic state
at present. Your reaction is entirely

normal. A\ strange experience. Have
you told any oune else? Did vou tell
Terril ?”

“He would have thought me de-
mented. [ told nobody. But I did
ask that fool Repple if he had ever seen
a light across the river. The moron
went out of his head. Threatens to
quit Owl's Hill in the morning.”

“ A good riddance. But it bears no
light on the case. Take a powder and
turn in, Brownie. You look badly shot,

.Sorry I can’t say I've seen a light

over there. too, but I never have. Fact
is, I happened to be at the window
about an hour ago and saw nothing.
Perhaps we can take a run around the
place in the morning and find a clew.”

CHAPTER II.
TI1E, UNKNOWN STRIKES.

UT we did not take a run around
to the old hospital in the morning.
Things happened right there in our

old gray hrick mansion atop Owl’s Hill
that occupied our minds. T had not
been in hed ten minutes before affairs
got under way. Quitting McGrath’s
quarters, puzzled, annoyed and nerv-
ous, I had retired at once; was reclin-
ing in bed with a prescribed sleeping
potion on the stand at my elbow and a
magazine in my hand.

The dial of my wateh had just read
one, and T was rcaching for the sleep-
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ing powder when I heard the clamor-
ous roar of a furious dog followed by
a shriek that brought me bounding
from my bed.

The screaming echoes had no sooner
died away than a desperate racket
broke loose on the floor beneath me.
Again the Great Dane sent a chorus
of roars vibrating through the house.

Above a riotous outcry in which T

heard my name called several times,
there sounded the thud of bootheels
upon the staircase. The uproar shocked
the hollows of the dark mansion into
a thousand echoes, filling the black
shadows with terrifying sound.

Floundering about in the sea of ink
that engulfed the hall, I strove to find
a light-switch. To no avail. The
lights would not go on, and as I strug-
gled with the switch the light in my
room sparked out. I was left in a tur-
moil of night; left in a gulf black as
pitch that vibrated with screaming
voices and the thud 6f blows. Bathed
in cold sweat, and swearing at the top
of my lungs, I stumbled back into my
chamber, battled to my dressing table
and grabbed an automatic that stood

ard behind a convenient mirror.
Blue steel felt good in my fist right
then. The stomach came back to me,
and I darted into the upper hall once
more.

It was dark as the shore of the River
Styx out there. The dog had choked
quiet with a spine-chilling squawk, but
the very devil of a fight was being
waged in the hall below. A sharp thin
overtone escaped the hubbub—a shrill
screech I knew could only come from
the lips of the servant, Repple. Sick
with excitement, I started down the
stairs. My heart pounded. My hand
sweat water on the handle of the auto-
matic. I would have sold my soul for
a flash light. Believe me, it was no
fun to creep down that staircase into
a hall stuffed with darkness and swirl-
ing with cries.

" Somehow, through no courage of
my own, I confess, I gained the foot of

OWL’S HILL. 171
those stairs. A new note added to the
racket—the clank of chains! Iron
links rattling. It was all I could do
to keep from howling aloud, and shoot-
ing blindly into the blackness.

Then the shouting died out. Hubbub
quieted to the shuffle of scuffling feet
and the clanking of chain. A bilious,
sicklish odor permeated the dust-laden
air.  Chloroform. And I heard a
sound that might have been caused by
heavy burdens dragged across the floor.
The sound drove an insane yell from
my throat.

“Terril!” I wailed “Mac! McGrath!
Help! Help! Where are you? The
lower hall! For God’s sake!”

OR answer a shaft of light
stabbed out of the dark, blinding
my eyes. A violent explosion

shattered the semi-quiet and roared in
echo through every room in the house.
Barbing pain tore across my left shoul-
der, flinging me against the banister of
the stairway.

Screaming an oath, I fired a return
shot. The echoes of my gunfire
bounced and caromed down the hall,
deafening me. A dos#r slammed. I fired
at the sound; heard four bullets go
plunking inta wood. Slim tongues of
flame streaked and flickered fast, and
five lances of hot steel sought me where
I crouched.- The bullets burned close
by, one of them striking my gun to
send it wringing from my fingers. But
aside from my first wound I remained
untouched.

My assailant, or assailants, had
missed, and apparently carried no more
ammunition. - Again came the sound
of a slamming door. Then quiet.
Blank, soundless quiet. Utter stillness
more appalling than the clamor.

I clutched my bleeding shoulder,
and scrabbled around in the hall, hunt-
ing the main light switch. I found it
after a panicky ten minutes of stum-
bling around in the treacherous dark.
It had been thrown to cut off the house
circuit, and I closed it madly, flooding
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window opaque with frost. My quick-
ened breathing hung bouquets of steam
in the air. The nerves in my healing
shoulder
under my pillow, I found my most
companionable revolver. Taut as a
drawn wire, I listened.

Again I heard footsteps, the sound
of a closing door, the creak of moved
furniture. Could it be the mysterious
prowler who had entered the house be-
fore and removed those articles from
McGrath’s laboratory? Gun in fist, I
slid out of bed; tugged on trousers
and dressing gown. My days alone in
that mansion so crowded with mystery
had given me something of courage.
Boldly I marched down the stairway.

The first thing I saw was a set of
muddy foot-marks tracked down the
hall and leading into Terril’s library.
Panting with excitement, I stared at
those muddy tracks. The trail led from
the door of McGrath’s lahoratory,
which stood open at the end of the
corridor. I did not stop to investigate.
I did not think to wonder how the
visitor had entered the house in the
first place. My only thought was that
Terril had returned. Holmes Terril
had come back! Terril, McGrath and
Repple carried skeleton keys to fit any
lock in the house; and at that very
moment Terril must be in his library.

Without hesitation, I made for the
library door. It was partly closed;
key in lock on the outside. Breathless,
I flang the door wide; made as if to
step in. ‘Then I stopped short, gaping
in astonishment. The sight before
me was beyond my understanding.

The occupant of the library sat deep
in a leather armchair, back toward me.
On the table at his elbow lay an opened
volume I recognized as a book on
philology. Next to the book lay a
sheaf of manuscript and an open box
of oil paints. A lazy wreath of blue
tobacco smoke coiled about the man’s
bent head. And he was thoroughly
engrossed in painting a raised canvas
in front of him; coloring the facial

throbbed. Sliding fingers -
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features of the half finished portrait of
Terril's dead affianced, on which
Holmes Terril so often worked.

The library was quiet, warm, order-
ly. A blaze snapped jauntily in the
fireplace. The man at the easel worked
carefully, daubing on his palette. At
intervals he would pause, study the
canvas before him, and sigh smoke.

Amazing scene! One might have
thought the routine of Holmes Terril’s
studious days had never been altered.
One might have believed that Terril
had been sitting there all night, in-
dustriously painting his tribute to the
dead, so serene was the warmly-
shadowed library, so natural was,the
attitude of the man before me.

But I did not dart forward shout-
ing Terril’s name. I did not rush into
that library, grabbing at a familiar arm
and spouting questions. I stood in the
doorway and glared like one possessed,
with my throat knotting in my neck.
Certainly that was Terril’s dressing-
gown across those stooped shoulders.
Certainly that was his book on phi-
lology, his habit of painting and smok-
ing and stopping to read a paragraph
or two between brush-strokes. But the
man in that leather chair in the library
was not Terril!

Stricken to marble, I say, I stood
glaring in the doorway, while hot sweat
leaked down my cheeks. Feeling came
suddenly to my legs, and I flung my-
self into the room, to ram the blunt
nose of my gun between the thick
shoulders of the artist.

“Who are you?” I shouted, flinging
him about with a blow.

Paints, books and canvas went over.
The victim of my attack stumbled up
from his knees, an expression of ag-
grieved dismay on his face. His pipe
still hung in his teeth, and the spilled
tobacco-coals were scattered down his
chest. He brushed them away: stood
eying me reproachfully.

“I say!” he exclaimed with some
asperity. “ What’s the matter? A
beastly disturbance in my library. Tell
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ple’s room below stairs, sprung the
door, and slammed it fast behind him.

It took no mean brand of valor to
go in there after him. There was mad-
ness in the wind of the old house. That
Holmes Terril was out of his mind I
knew. What desperate attack might
greet my entry to the room I had no
means of ascertaining. A sense of im-
pending horror, of grisly fingers shap-
ing ugly destinies for those of us on
Owl’s Hill, had assailed me that first
wild evening. Dread gnawing at my
vitals, I shook off fear, and forced the
door to Repple’s room.

The man within offered no resist-
ance. I gained entry to find him
slumped against a back wall, sagging
knees and drooping body giving evi-
dence of exhaustion after his long run
while intoxicated. He eyed me stupid-
ly as his mouth formed words that
lost themselves in drunken chuckles.
His hands Auttered over his chin;
plucked at the lapels of his coat. He
grunted dully; slipped to a sitting pos-
ture on the floor.

Impossible situation. Here ‘was my
heart-bound friend, a man I had known
since youth as a gentleman of finest
character, lolling in alcoholic imbe-
cility. Acting, speaking, moving in the
personality of the crude servant who,
in turn, had apparently absorbed the
character of the gentleman. A stag-
gering turn to a staggering run of
events.

FORCED words through nerveless
[ lips. “ Terril! Holmes Terril! This

is I, Brownie. Holmes! Do you
hear? Holmes Terril!”

No response. Apathy robbed his
face of sentient expression. _

“ You, Terril!” 1 demanded, shak-
ing his limp arm. I could have sobbed.
“ How did you get to town? Where
have you been? Do you hear me?
Where did you come from? Answer
me! Where did you come from?”

“PDon’ know you,” he whispered
hoargdy. turning bleary eyes toward

A

<
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mine. ‘“Who y-you?  Who you?
Don’ know. How I get here? Run.
Man after me.” He laughed foolishly.
“I beat him. Yes. He chased me
from down t-town. Huh. Thi-this
my room. My house. Use’ live here,
didn’ I? Ye-yes, I did. My room,
this is. Where’s m-my girl? 1 ain’
nobody’s servant! I—I ain’ jus’ sure
where I am. Got here through a pas-
s’ge. Th-th’ passage from hospital
’cross river. Nobody’s business. Come
las’ night. Look up my girl. Where’s
she? I—uh—" y

His voice—Repple’s voice—trailed
off. His head wabbled drowsily; fell
chin on breast. A stertorous gasp
escaped his lips as he slumped over in
drunken sleep.

But I had heard enough! All I
needed to hear. Passage from hospital
across the river; those were the words
that sent an electric shock through my
system. ‘Those were the words that
sent me darting down the hall, after
locking the door to Repple’s room.
Passage under the river! And had I
not seen muddy tracks in McGrath’s
laboratory! Theorizing wildly, I ran
down the hall. A secret passage under
the river could lead to anything; solved
a most baffling twist to events past.

In passing, I listened at the door to
Terril’s library where Repple was im-
prisoned. Anxiety that he might have
escaped through a window was dis-
pelled when I heard him moving about.
Faint strains of music tinted the quiet.
Repple had placed a record on the vic-
trola. A violin rendition of Schumann’s
Am  Springbrunnen. The tenuous
melody from delicate strings conveyed
no sense of beauty to me. More a
sense of dread that sent a shudder
down my spine—for Am Springbrun-
nen had been Terril's favorite record.

Madness tainted the air of the old
house. Sinister currents in the very
sunshine that lighted the day without.
Evil in the shadows lurking down the
hall. Daylight only cast deeper shades
in the corridors of the old mansion.
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posite.  Terril was quiet, kindly,
scholarly, talented. A dilettante. A
gentleman. And Repple was ugly,
ignorant, servile, vicious. A plain low-
brow. Just the types I needed, gentle-
men. :

~“ Alone with them at my disposal
in the hospital across the river, I set to
work on them. Before you disbelieve,
Brownie, my f{riend, remember that
I'm a master surgeon and lead the
field in analytic medicine, psychiatry,
psychotherapy. Let me tell you, if
Repple had not revived from coma,
suddenly attacked me, knocked me un-
conscious, grabbed my handcuffs’ key
and freed himself and Terril, my work
might have been more complete. But
the success of my experiment is as-
sured. .

“ You will notice that Terril has ab-
sorbed the characteristics Repple for-
merly possessed, while Repple thinks
and acts as scholar and dillettante.
They are both dazed; suffering from
the aberrations of men who have been
lost in amnesia. They cannot recall
their' former selves, .

“ And when I found them where
you had locked them in their rooms—
the rooms they had returned to after
escaping back here from the hospital—
their symptoms followed the reasoning
of my hypothesis perfectly. I find Rep-

le acting in the manner of Terril;

erril playing in the role of the crude
servant. Perfect. 1T would have
wagered my life that with their re-
turning consciousness they would have
slipped thus completely into their
switched personalities. Each would
have .emerged in the identity of the
other.

“I would have guessed that Rep-
ple’s first move should have taken him
straight to Terril’s library, and that
Terril might have repaired, directly
after his release, to some old haunt of
Repple’s. Resuming their lives where
the mind had left off.”

_ The scientist paused. Horror-strick-
en, I stared at this quiet-voiced little
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man who had been the friend and com-
panion of Terril and me for years. A
glance at Terril revealed him staring
in stupid incomprehension. The bestial
mind in him could not understand.
Repple, on the other hand, was stand-
ing rigid, hands twisting, face ghastly.

“JT has always been my contention,”
McGrath continued softly, *that
by removing the brain from one

man by operation and placing it in the

brain cavity of another, not only would
the subject’s ientality be altered, but
his physical features would come to
assume those of the one who had
originally developed . the brain. Now
in the case of the experiment at hand,

Repple has mentally become Terril;

Terril has mentally become Repple.

Their minds are entirely incongruent

to their physical aspects. But in

the—"

McGrath’s awful discourse was cut
short by a terrible groan that burst
from the white lips of the servant,
Repple. The man’s pallid face twitched
as if in convulsion. His eyes glared,
staring at McGrath, at Terril, at me.
He glared at himself, at his gnarly,
stub-fingered hands. A look of re-
pulsion widened his glowing eyes. The
chain dangling from his wrists clanked
as his manacled hands flew to cover
his face. His fingers fumbled over his
chin and flabby jowls. He shook his
head.”

“ God!” he moaned, his tone low as
an echo in a well. “ I—I never noticed.
It’s true, my body doesn’t suit me.
So!” His eyes, seeking McGrath’s
glance, flamed. “ You—vou monster!
You fiend! This body is not mine! I
am this brain, and the man beside me
—these limbs, this flesh, is his! He has
my body! McGrath, you monster, who
are we? You removed our brains from
our bodies, and changed them about!
Monster! Fiend! Fiend!”

His voice, rising like wind whipping
tree tops, broke in a sirenlike scream.
Snatching the shackles in his fingers,
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he hurled himself at McGrath. Four
feet of looping iron chain whistled as
it whirled through the air.

McGrath screeched and fired as the
looping iron chain, swung with fearful
force, coiled about his skull. The bullet
from his gun shattered a glass mortar
on a distant shelf. The pretty tinkle of
falling glass sounded oddly on the
echo of the shriek, the explosion, the
crunch of crushing bone, the thump
of a falling body. I yelled, and Terril

yelled; and there stood Repple, goty

and dripping chain dangling from his
wrists, over the blood-splattered, face-
less corpse that had been McGrath.

Slowly Repple turned toward Ter-
ril. His face, gray under a brighten-
ing shaft of morning sunlight released
into the room by a passing cloud, was
screwed up in an inhuman twist.

“Do you realize,”” he demanded
hoarsely, “ what this means? Do you
understand? When I saw you chained
to your bed over there in that hos-
pital where we were, I had no idea who
you could be. But—we were once dif-
ferent than we are now. That body
of yours is mine. Mine! This flesh in
which I am bound belongs to you!
God! I understand what that devil
meant! He has put my brain in your
body!”

ERRIL raised his eyes from the
dead man in the doorway. On
his face was a curious mixture of

emotion. In his eyes one could read
abysmal fear, hate, desire. He sho‘ved
forward ; stood to face Repple, glaring.
I wanted to scream and get away from
there, but I could not stir a step. I
could scarcely draw breath. I stood
like a mummy, stiff against the wall,
unable to draw my glance from those
awful men before me, from that bat-
tered corpse. Terril—the creature
that had been Terril—spoke to.the
creature that had been Repple.

“1 get you now. We was operated
on in that place where the tunnel goes,
he means. Yah! This body ain’t

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

me! It’s yours! Them arms on you is
mine! They belongs to me, an’ I want
’em, too” He choked, raised his
shackled hands in a threatening ges-
ture.

“ And my soul is locked up in you!”
returned the other furiously. ‘“If vou
think it can go on! I'm—I'm going
to—’l

A hideous laugh trickled from his
clenched teeth; was answered by a
chattery wail from the other.

And they flew at each other, their
faces reflecting sheer madness, their
hands whipping the heavy iron chains
to which they wgre fastened. -The
laboratory floor trembled under their
tramping feet. The old mansion rang
with the clangor of chain clashing
against chain.

They rocked together with a mighty
shock that threw them apart gasping.
They rushed to battle again and again,

- whirling their chains about their duck-

ing heads. Chain would strike flesh
with a sickening grindy sound. Iron
links would strike and wind about iron
links, showering sparks. An ear-split-
ting, soul-shaking conflict. The jar of
body against body quaked the walls.

They staggered about the labora-
tory, fastened in conflict, two gar-
goyles from a nether universe. Wind
soughed from their laboring lungs.
Sweat carmined with blood flowed
down their torn cheeks. Their coats
were ribboned on their backs. Their
hands clutched and clawed, red twigs
tangled in their iron fetters. They
fought and strove, beating iron against
iron, and iron against flesh. Each
fought to tear the other limb from
limb. They battled to regain their
stolen, outraged souls.

Shelves came down spilling cascades
of instruments. Racks fell to the floor,
smashing chemical containers and re-
leasing fluids that smoked and steamed
and went up in founts of varicolored
vapor. Cabinets, torn from the wall,
splintered under foot. A case of medi-
cine jars fell. Glistening liquids
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crawled across the floor. Fumes wan-
dered ceilingward. The faceless dead
sprawled calmly across the doorsill.
And I, like a chattering imbecile,
watched horrified from a safe corner.

I saw it when the fighters broke. I
saw Repple’s chain slash hard across
Terril’'s jaw. Saw Terril’s coiling
weapon cut deep in Repple’s naked
shoulder. I saw them topple and col-
lapse in unison, the jar of their fall
bringing down a jug of crimson fluid
from a shelf near the door.

Spreading across the floor, the crim-
son liquor flowed to join a pool of inky
substance leaking from an overturned
vat. As the liquids joined, there re-
sulted a violent burst of green flame
that filled the laboratory with gaseous
smoke. )

Flickering fire-tongues, tagging a
draft, licked past me into the hall. A
breath of fire scorched the lashes from
my eyes, bringing me to my feet with
a cry of pain. I became conscious of
the power to move. Grabbing up my
shackle-chain, I leaped the ghastly fig-
ure in the doorway and fled screaming
down the hall.

CHAPTER V.
LATER.

EPPLE died.

He died last year down at
“ Ryan's—Rooms by Day or
Week.” He died with a cheerful smile,
however, and with some of Ryan’s var-
nish remover under his belt, and with
his burlesque queen weeping tears of
alcohol on his failing shoulders. The
papers gave him a lively write-up:
“ Principal of Famous Owl’s Hill

Mystery Dies of Heart Trouble.”

The blonde did not sing ““ I wunduh
what’s become of Saylee” at the Sun-
rise Theater that night. Ryan looked
scared and sold real gin for almost a
week. The minister read the service,
and almost looked sincere. “ John
Adeams Repple—Requiescat in pace.”
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Holmes Terril is nearly over his
long period of convalescence. Color is
coming to his cheeks. He is taking on
weight. The doctors are allowing him
a few books, and he has expressed a
desire to paint a bit and hear Am
Springbrunnen once more.

His broken jawbone knitted beauti-
fully. The burns on his arms and legs
healed without bad scars, thanks to the
efficient first aid of the firemen who
rescued him and Repple from our
burming Owl’s Hill mansion. ‘The ef-
fects of two years’ confinement with
nervous prostration and total amnesia
have almost left him. He is Holmes
Terril, and quite himself now.

And of course he never was any one
other than Holmes Terril. Nor was
Repple possessed of another physical
being. I think the realization of that
did more to rescue my sanity than any
medical aid. The day McGrath’s note-
book, charred but intact was brought
to me, marked the beginning of my
recovery to normal healith.

The old house on Owl!’s Hill burned
until the fusty walls fell in, and the
abandoned hospital across the river,
fired by flying sparks, burned to a hol-
low shell along with it. The bodies of
Terril and Repple were the only things
recovered from the Owl’s Hill man-
sion; everything else within was con-
sumed in the holocaust. The rotten old
place expired as a molten furnace. But
some interesting items were recovered
from the burned hospital, among which
were a set of surgical tools and a medi-
cal kit containing a book of notes. The
notes were written in McGrath’s pre-
cise hand; and they were brought to
me. Among them I discovered a sec-
tion of items from which I quote the
following excerpts:

Terril and Repple are now available
as subjects for my test. I bungled the
kidnaping in beastly fashion. That fool
Brownie almost thwarted the whole af-
fair. If the idiots had scientific spirit
enough it would not have been neces-
sary to coerce them into my experi-
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any ceremony. The burial ceremony
had already taken place, and it began
to look as if Uncle Foster had known
what he was about, after all.

Justine Davant had gone about dry-
eyed throughout the entire proceed-
ings, but Ben Camp knew that she was
suffering. Aunt Aradne Ballard had
seemed stunned, and whenever Camp
went near her he heard her muttering
to herself in an undertone. Her weird
eyes held a far-away, puzzled look, as
if she couldn’t quite figure out this ter-
rible thing that had come to pass. Oc-
casionally she methodically wiped her
faded eyes with a corner of her apron.

About five o’clock on the afternoon
of the funeral she gave Ben Camp the
shock of his life when she approached
him as he sat on the broad .veranda
writing a letter to his closest friend,
Professor Raymond Emory, a col-
league at the Western Museum of Nat-
ural History. Camp was recounting in
his letter some of the strange events
that had taken place on Ball Bar Ranch,
and had already written, in part:

“ E fact that we have been un-
able to find the skull strikes me
as significant.  Though, of

course, it is very likely that one of the

coyotes carried it off as his particular
prize sometime during the frightful
orgies.

“ But there was not a sign of a bul-
Tet hole in what remained of the skele-
ton, Ray; and you must realize that,
if a man received a death wound from
-a bullet in the torso, the likelihood of
the bullet’s striking a bone is about
fifty-fifty. I have arrived at the con-
clusion that the bullet passed between
two ribs, or into the man’s stomach, or
struck him in- the head, which is miss-
ing.

% The coroner’s jury seemed to be-

lieve that he was shot in the head, be-

cause no bullet could be found in the
cave. But it strikes me that a man
shot in the head, even though not killed
outright, would be too-dizzy to ride on,
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dismount from his horse, and crawl
into that cave to die. How about it?

“Some of the cowboys here don't
care for the foreman, Lambert Abbie.
I have noticed these fellows bestowing
peculiar looks on him since the finding
of the skeleton. Those who do like
Abbie, however, seem to lean toward
the theory that either this Giles Reb-
ble, or his cousin, Carey Backus, is the
murderer. This, of course, because of
the old-time feud between Foster Bal-
lard and the owners of Hazy Valley
Ranch.

“ Giles Rebble, however, was at my
cabin at Faraway on the night of the
day that Foster Ballard was killed. It
is possible, of course, for him to have
killed the old man that day and ridden
to Faraway before nightfall. It’'s a
long ride, though, and his horse
showed no dried lather on his coat
when Rebble rode him off next morn-"
ing. That horse had not traveled from
the bloody trail to Faraway on the day
Ballard was murdered, I'm positive.
But, of course, the cousin, Carey
Backus, may be the guilty man. He
didn’t show up at Faraway until next
morning.

“ The assumption is that Foster Bal-
lard, riding peacefully along the trail,
was shot at from behind. One bullet
lodged in the back of the saddle leads
to this belief. The second bullet, per-
haps, gave him his death wound. He
rode on rapidly, and having outdis-
tanced his enemy, he got off, or fell
off, and crawled into the cave to die.
But that doesn’t ring true with me.
The little old man had a fighting eye
in his head_if ever I saw one. Still,
it’s impossible to reconstruct the dra-
matic scene.

“And now about Lambert Abbie:
He stands to win Miss Davant and
Ball Bar Ranch, and was, presumably,
the only man who had anything con-
crete to gain by the death of the old
pioneer. I confess that I don’t like the
fellow, Ray. Perhaps I have a reason
for this which is entirely personal,
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about one ear. There came only the
soft night sounds of the forest—pine
whispering to pine, a small ow! plead-
ing for the coming of his mate in a
plaintive voice, cool and musical as a
fairy’s pipes. .

Not a footstep—not the sound of a
cracking twig.

Around the cabin he darted—per-

haps the apparition had gone that way.
The cabin would deaden the sound of
his flight. Thice, at top speed, he
rounded the tiny structure.

Nothing!

Then, too late perhaps, he ran
straight east from the window in which
the skull had appeared. He had been
outgeneraled. He ran fast, beating
from left to right through the trees.
Then in a wide circle he raced round
the cabin a third time, a hundred feet
away from it.

Nothing whatever!

He stopped, stilled his panting with
"thing, anyway!

a hand on his chest, and listened agail_l ;
then, defeated, he returned to the cabin
and sat down again before the stove.

FTER several minutes of reflection
he was chuckling with delight.
"This was good! Trying to scare
him off, eh? Todrive himaway! The
missing skull at last! Had there been
a pullet hole in it? He couldn’t say
for sure. But it seemed, after all, that
there had been. In the frontal bone,
a little to the right of center as he
faced the thing. A small, black round
hole. If he was right in this, he knew
that no man could have survived such
a wound long enough to crawl into a
cave to die.

But his murderer might have
dragged him into the cave to hide the
body. Maybe two men had been after
him. One in front of him, the other
behind him. The man in his rear had
fired and missed, his bullet embedding
itself in the cantle of the saddle. The
man in front had been the better
marksman, almost centering his bullet
in the victim’s forehead.
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Something queer about this, too.
Ben Camp was familiar with the
methods of Western gunmen. An ex-
perienced gunman, he knew, seldom
fired at an enemy’s head. Too risky.
1f the bullet happened to go gver his
head it meant a clean miss, and the
gunman himself might pay the price!
No, he aimed at a fellow’s middle.
Then if his horse reared, or his six-gun
jumped, or anything happened to de-
flect his aim, the target was so large
that a clean miss would hardly result.

But, again, suppose the victim were
riding a high-headed horse! In that
event the horse’s head would shield the
rider’s breast and stomach. Especially
might his horse be high-headed if,
seeing danger ahead, the rider suddenly
reined him in.

Then the murderer would be obliged
to shoot over the horse’s ears at his vic-
tim’s head.

How many angles there were to the
What a contrary
puzzle!

But what a joke—somebody bring-
ing that skull to Ben Camp’s window
in a silly effort to frighten him stiff!
He chuckled again. Ben Camp had
studied surgery before he took up
zoology. Dead men’s bones, cadavers,
skulls, and such things held no more
terror for him than a girl child feels
for a doll that has come apart.

But how had the fellow contrived to
evade him so skillfully? Ben Camp
would have sworn that a noiseless
flight would have been impossible, so
quickly had he acted. But the fellow
certainly had contrived a noiseless
escape. He would look for tracks in
the morning, but the brown pine
needles that covered the ground about
the cabin would offer little help.

Now, who? Giles Rebble and his
cousin, Carey Backus, were the only
men who had been in that neck of the
woods under suspicious circumstances.
That is, their actions had looked de-
cidedly suspicious. Lambert Abbie
scarcely could ride to Faraway, operate
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“T thought I'd lure the old boy into
it!” he crowed jubilantly. ‘“ He’s gone
across-as far as the trail's been rebuilt,
then turned back in disgust. I should
have had one o’ the cameras set for
him—ought to’ve known better. ‘Too
bad! But we'll remedy that right
away.”

An hour later he was gazing down
in consternation upon the wreck of
Camera No. 2.

“ Well, this is your trick, Ephraim,”
he said moodily.  But we’ll have an-
other deal.” .

Camera No. 1 he found intact, and
the trip-wire stretched across the trail.
Nothing doing there.

'E, took down the wires and pre-

— | pared the camera and tripod for

carrying on his back. But as he

crawled from the chaparral with his

load, some thirty minutes later, he sat

down to revolve a new thought in his
mind.

Up there above the trail on the rub-
ble slide, the camera would be exposed
to anybody who happened to be on the
lakeshore, or in the edge of the forest
beyond it, or in the valley below. This
would never do, considering the strange
things that had recently been taking
place. Suppose the Hazy Valley cou-
sins were still in the neighborhood with
‘their spyglass!

He’d have to set his trap after dark,
and visit it before daylight, then hide
it till night swooped down again. Not
so good! 1t entailed a lot of hard work,
a great deal of difficulty scrambling
about in the blackness. However, it
was all a part of Ben Camp’s business.

He sat there resting, his glance coast-
ing intermittently along the shores of
the placid lake, across what he could
see of Rubble Slide Valley, and pene-
trating the black spaces among the
trees beyond the water. No sign of
Giles Rebble or Carey Backus. No liv-
ing thing in sight. .

Funny about that door last night.
And there hadn’t been a footprint near
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the cabin when he had investigated first
thing that morning. The moistened
ground was as smooth as when -he had
left it on going inside for the night.

Well, couldn’t sit here all day. Bet-
ter hide the camera until dusk. Then go
down and mend that roof. All he
could do would be to tuck the shakes,
one under another. He hadn’t any
nails. Justine had forgotten nails.

An hour later, as he came up from
the lake and entered the deeper forest
that stood back from it, his pulse
quickened as hé saw a mustard-colored
horse grazing along the creek. Not
only did his pulse quicken, but he felt
a little weak. Strange emotion, this
budding love. Sometimes it made him
feel like a fool, and at other times like
the ruler of the world. Now he was
trembly and gulpy, elated, and at the
same time ill at ease. Stupid feeling!

He found Justine in the cabin. re-
arranging his things to her own satis-
faction.

“ Hello,” she greeted brightly. “ Just
straightening up a bit. This first jar
on the shelf contains tomato cream
soup. You can heat it. I know you
have a quantity of canned soup, but I
don’t approve of that. Aunt Aradne’s
is far superior. And this jar has honey
in it. I wrapped the fresh loaves of
bread in newspapers to keep ’em fresh,
and you’ll find them in that packbag.”

A slender forefinger touched three
more glass containers on the little
shelf. “Quince preserves, pickled
peaches, crabapple jelly,” she cata-
logued their contents,

“ Say, this is too much!”” he laughed.
“I don’t deserve it.”

“And the five-penny nails that I
forgot are under the stove there,” she
added. “Has Old Ephraim been
around ?”

“Let's sit outside in the sun and
talk,” Ben suggested. “I've a thou-
sand things to tell you.”

“ And I've something to tell you,”
she returned. “ It looks as if we have
an enjoyable hour ahead of us, Ben.
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But, goodness! I nearly forgot your
mail. Here’s a letter for you.”

“‘ Thanks, I'll read it later. Right
now I'd rather talk with you.”

HEY sat in the sun on a fallen
- tree, charred in places by some

ancient fire. Justine insisted that -

Ben Camp recount his experiences first,
and he complied: The appearance of the
skull and the ghostly opening of the
cabin door brought puzzled lines to her
smooth, broad brow.

“ It seems mighty silly. But I doubt
if Bert had anything to do with it.”

“ The cousins, then?”” asked Ben.

She shrugged. “Who else?”

“But I've seen nothing more of-

them,” he pointed out.

“ Just the same, it’s quite apparent
that they want you out of here. Just
why is another matter.”

“ What has been happening at head-
quarters?” Camp asked.

Justine Davant’s attractive face was
turned toward him, and her dark eyes
lost their contemplative look.

“ Things have been rocking along
much as ever,” she told him. “ That
is, so far as ranch routine is concerned.
But poor old Aunt Aradne. She
doesn’t miss Uncle Foster all day long,
for, of course, it has always been nat-
ural for him to be away from break-
fast till suppertime. But when eve-
ning comes on she begins to fret.
¢ Where is he now? she’ll demand.
¢ Over there at Cannibal again, I guess,
carousing with those Galway boys.
Won't be home to-night, likely. I
simply won’t put up with it another
day !l ”» .

“It's pitiful, in a way,” Ben Camp
said. “ But, looking at it from another
angle, perhaps she’s better off.”

“ Yes, decidedly. But it’s strange—
terribly strange. She Boes about her
work all day long, as contented as she
has ever been. It’s only when the hour
draws near for his return that she re-
members him at all. Force of habit.
Like recurrently dreaming of unpleas-
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ant things. She doesn’t know he’s
dead, Ben. I simply can’t grasp it.
Will she keep it up for the remainder
of her days?”
“‘That’s likely,” he said musingly.
“ And there’s going to be trouble,
or I miss my guess,” the girl went on.
‘The naturalist looked at her sharply.

“PYHE men haven't forgotten, by

any means,” she explained.

“ And I'm sure that Bert Abbie
is keeping the fires of their hatred
alive. If they get over there to Can-
nibal and get to drinking with the Gal-
way boys, Ben, there’s sure to be
trouble.”

“ For the Hazy Valley outfit?”

- She nodded slowly. “It’s coming, as
sure as shootin’.”

“ Can’t you and I prevent it?”

“I don’t know how.”

Neither did Camp, so he fell to
mysing again.

“ Has—er—Abbie made any new
advances toward you?” he presently
asked.

“ Not by word of mouth,” she an-
swered readily. “ But he looks at me
—it may be only my imagination—in a
sort of possessive, gloating way that
makes my skin crawl. And he’s cer-
tainly running Ball Bar, and without
asking me for any suggestions, either.”

Ben Camp gazed into nothingness
for a time, then resolutely shook un-
pleasant thoughts from his head. He
told her about the ruined camera, the
exposures that had been taken, and the
fresh tracks of Old Ephraim at the
opening of the rubble-slide trail. Jus-
tine brightemred perceptibly, and was all
interest at once.

At three o’clock she rode away from
him on Mustard, galloping rapidly to-
ward Rubble Slide Valley. Ben Camp
watched her out of sight, then got the
nails she had brought and went at the
mending of his roof. His thoughts
were so busy with her that he had com-
pletely forgotten the letter she had
brought.
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“ Justine!”

The girl reeled drunkenly as he
reached out and helped her through the
doorway.

‘ Bert Abbie—all of 'em!” she pant-
ed. “ They’re drunk! Riding to Hazy
Valley to kill Giles Rebble and Carey
Backus! I—I came to you for help!”

And even before she had finished
speaking Ben Camp heard close-by
shouts, and the thudding of several sets
of hoofs down Faraway Creek.

EN CAMP slammed the door and

. latched it. There was a brief

silence, with Justine breathing

heavily from her long bareback ride.
Her side was aching.

Then the.thunder of hoofs was close
at hand, directly before the cabin door.
A loud voice shouted : o

“ She stopped in here! You boys
ride on. I wanta see her. I'll ketch
up with you before you git to Hazy
Valley.” .

It was the voice of Lambert Abbie.

There were indistinguishable replies,
several long whoops of encouragement,
and a fusillade of dirt struck the cabin
as the other riders lifted their horses
into a gallop. ,

Knock-knock-knock! The butt of a
six-gun hammered on the cabin door.

Justine Davant was in the middle of
the room. Ben Camp was close to the
door, and his body was between her
and that of Giles Rebble, standing mo-
tionless against the front wall of the
cabin.

Camp arched his eyebrows at Rebble.
Rebble nodded grimly. Camp threw
open the door, and the foreman of Ball
Bar Ranch, his six-shooter held by its
barrel, butt forward for another series
of raps, stood revealed. .

He and the wind swept in, and with
difficulty Ben Camp “closed the door
and latched it. He swung about.

Bert Abbie, hands on hips, stood fac-
ing the girl, wagging his head know-
ingly. Ben Camp wondered if he was
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so very drunk. His eyes had not shown
it when the .light struck them as the

-door opened.

“So this is th’ idear, is it?”’ he de-
manded of Justine. “I guess you
thought I didn’t see you make your
get-away. Chasin’ over here to git
this bird to help you stop th’ little frolic
th’ boys are gonta put on, eh? What
a fool you are, Justine! Hell couldn’t
stop 'em now, let alone you and this
dude lover o’ yours.”

“ Wh-what are they going to do?”
Justine faltered, too greatly perturbed
over the situation to show resentment
at Abbie’s beastly manners.

“ What are they gonta do? What
are we gonta do, yeh mean! We're
gonta make them dirty Hazy Valley
skunks pay th’ price fer th’ murder of
yer Uncle Foster! And you nor this
guy can’t stop us! I had an idear you'd
be droppin’ in on yer little playmate,
to tell 'im all about it, so I headed th’
boys this way! You little fool!”

‘“ And so you, Bert, are going to help
them murder the Hazy Valley cousins!
And then what do you think will hap-
pen? Do you want to hang?”

“Hang, my eye! If th’ law won't
do nothin’, us boys will. There’ll be
no hangin’. Leave it to us. Them
two cousins murdered Foster Ballard
in cold blood, and they can’t git away
with such a thing with th’ Ball Bar out-
fit. You can stay here with yer little
pal now. Th’ boys have got ahead of
yeh, and you can’t do nothin’ more.
I'm ridin’ on to overtake ’em.”

He swung about angrily to face the
door. _

Tableau!

There they stood, both absolutely

_motionless, facing each other, with

eight feet of floor between them, Giles
Rebble’s hands hung at his sides, as
did the Ball-Bar foreman’s. Rebble’s
mouth was set and hard, and his black
eyes glittered. Bert Abbie’s eyes bulged
in amazement, and his mouth stood
open, lips loose.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK.



.Back and forth, round and round, searched
the huge pencils of light '
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.with such a winning smile that the
skipper, who was more than fed up on
the admiral anyway, was glad to permit
him to go ahead and tell the French-
man anything he damn well pleased.

But having inspected the havoc
created by the night raiders, Strick-
more’s views changed. Here was a
detail, in supervising the policing of the
wreckage, that he would have really
enjoyed assigning to Wilson. But it
could not wait until he returned. After
lunch it would be the young squirt’s
turn to make a patrol hop, so he would
probably escape scot-free of unpleasant
assignments that day.

Lunch at the officers’ quarters was a
silent function. The captain was peck-
-ish and the other officers ate hurriedly,
anxious to escape fromn the sultry at-
mosphere of the room. Ensign Wil-
son had not returned from his mission
and Commander Strickmore resolved
that the afternoon patrol would go out
on time to the minute, whether the
tardy officer had eaten or not.

Twenty minutes before the hour set
for the departure of the patrol the skip-
per, gazing out of his office window,
saw the admiral’s familiar Peugeot
draw up to the gate. To his irritated
amazement, out stepped the dignified
admiral himself, accompanied by the
entirely self-possessed ensign.

As they strolled together toward the
administration building, it could be
seen that the admiral was arguing with
animated gestures of his hands, shoul-
ders, eyebrows and beard, while Wil-
son shook his head from time to time
as though he disagreed with his
companion on a point of some impor-
tance.

“ My dear commander!” exclaimed
Criseneuf, enthusiastically, when _the
formal salutes and greetings were done
with. “This so intelligent, so re-
sourceful young officer has presented
the French navy with an idea so mag-
nificent that he has overcome us all
with joy. Magnifique! Splendid!”

“ So?” commented the captain non-
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committally, regarding the beaming
Wilson with a jaundiced eye. The ad-
miral’s enthusiasm left him cold.

“But yes!” continued the admiral,

. now thoroughly warmed to his subject.

“1 telephoned the Ministry at Paris
while we were having lunch with the
staff.

“The minister, himself, agreed
with us that the plan is masterly.”

“ What is the plan?” asked Strick-
more bleakly. The admiral looked
quite embarrassed, while a curious
gleam appeared in Wilson’s eyes as he
turned away to light one of the ad-
miral’s cigarettes.

“ A thousand apologies, my com-
mander,” parried Criseneuf, “ but the
minister himself demanded that it be
kept in the most absolute secrecy. Only
the minister, Ensign Wilson and my-
self are to be informed. Even my staff,
my dear commander, know but the
vaguest outline of the project.

“Oh, yes,” he interjected hastily as
he noticed the captain’s dour expres-
sion. “ I know that all this is rightly ir-
regular, but the minister begs vour in-
dulgence and your codperation. If
necessary, he asks me to inform you, he
will apply to your great Admiral Sims
for permission.”

““ No, indeed,” the commander has-
tened to assure him. “1I will be very
glad to cooperate.”

“PIUT that is too sympathetic of
you!” smiled the admiral con-
tentedly. “ What I desire is this:

That Ensign Wilson be furnished with

a single-motored bombing seaplane and

that for the nekt three weeks he be re-

lieved from all duties and be permitted
to come and go, with the seaplane, at
his discretion.”

The commander gasped like a trout.
This exceeded his worst fears by a
comfortable margin. A bomber stolen
from a flock of ships already hopelessly
inadequate! Free to come and go as
he pleased! That probably included a
pad of signed Paris leaves! And they
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down the Channel in the direction he
had come from. Can you beat that?
He must be potty, plain potty!”

After some discussion, the rest of
the mess arrived at the same conclu-
sion. No naval aviator, in his right
mind, would choose the land to put a
seaplane down upon. There was no
other answer.

The commander, however, shoved
his cold soup aside with a gesture of
impatience. The cumulative effect of
stewing about Wilson for two solid
weeks was beginning to get on his
nerves. He was too good a naval of-
ficer to demand that Wilson tell him
what this mysterious business was all
about. Besides, he wasn’t at all sure
that the ensign would tell him—and
that would effect an impassé which
would be, to say the very least, dis-
agreeable.

If Wilson was just playing a smart
game to get out of work, and was
selfishly depriving the station of the
use of one of its few airworthy ships,
it was the skipper’s duty to find it out.
Wilson was costing -the station at least
eight hours a day of flying time and
he, Strickmore, would be held account-
able. .

Here the U-boats were raising seven
different kinds of hell right within the
Souilly patrol area and his fliers hadn’t
bagged one, officially, for two months.
It was no wonder that Sims’s office
was riding him hard—Washington was
probably riding Sims. .

All that afternoon Strickmore wor-
ried over his problem. But at dinner
time Wilson himself cut the Gordian
knot. As the commander was wash-
ing up in his room, the ensign knocked
on the doarjamb.

“ Sir,” said he, with all due regard
for etiquette, “I wonder if any one
would care to volunteer to fly with me
to-night? The French weather author-
ities say that conditions are ripe for
me to pull off my little stunt, and I need
a machine gunner to keep any Jerry
ships off my tail.”
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The commander stood stock still,
soapy water cascading from his stub-
born chin, regarding Wilson with
amazed eyes. He was actually going to
try something! Or, as a matter of fact,
was he? It was entirely possible that
he was fed up with the whole silly
thing and wished to bring it to a con-
clusion.

It would certainly be interesting to
know whether what he intended to try
would be worth the placing of 992 out
of commission these past two weeks.
There was one sure way of finding out.

“Tll go along myself,” snapped
Strickmore, returning to his wash-
basin to close the conversation. He
listened for Wilson’s departing foot-
steps. At length he looked up. The
youngster was still standing in the
doorway, shifting from one foot to the
other in quite evident embarrassment.

“I said I'd go ‘with you!" repeat-
ed the commander succinctly.

“Yes, sir, but—"

“Didn’t you say you wanted a gun-
ner?”

“ Yes, sir, but—"

“ I'll handle the gun. That’s all!”

Wilson’s hesitant footsteps sounded
from the hall. The skipper smiled to
himself, the first real, wholehearted
smile he had indulged in for some time.
Now he would get to the bottom of all
this monkey business. There had been
a temptation to ask Wilson what it was
all about, but he ‘decided to let the fel-
low show him instead of tell him. Then
there could be no alibis.

ning, seaplane 992 took off from

. the crowded harbor of Souilly-sur-
mer. Seated in her fore and aft cock-
pits were Lnsign Wilson and Lieuten-
ant Commander Strickmore respective-
ly. Both of them had remained silent
and stubborn to the bitter end. Be-
neath the fuselage, between the two
coffin-shaped pontoons, was slung one
huge bomb, which had been delivered
and attached early that evening by a

JUST after eleven o’clock that eve-
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and the faintest hum of wires and
struts, the ship was as silent as a bird
in flight.

Strickmore gripped both edges of the
cowl with tense fingers. What folly
was this, gliding down to the Channel
with a dead motor? He hastily calcu-
lated their position. They must, he
figured, be only half a dozen miles west
of Ostend and about an equal distance
offshore. He scammed the blackness to
his right. The coast line was as dark
as the Channel itself.

In the weird silence of tfir slow,
straight descent, he could almost have
whispered to the pilot, but there seemed
to be a spell cast upon him. He could
only sit there, alert, waiting for some-
thing to happen.

He watched the pointer of the alti-
meter settle, with incredible slowness,
past 9gooo, then 8coo. Never had he
"known a plane to glide so slowly or so
silently.

He missed the usual popping and

backfiring of the engine, the stabbing
flames from the exhaust stacks.

At five thousand, five hundred feet,
when the suspense had become almost
unbearable, the plane executed another
right turn. It was now heading

. straight inshore. Well, that was some-

thing. Aunything was better than that
everlasting gliding straight down,
down, down, amid that nerve-racking
silence. Strickmore fought off an al-
most irrepressible impulse to fire an-
other burst from his Lewis gun, just to
relieve the ever-tightening tension of
his nerves. _

Twenty-five hundred feet. Sudden-
ly the commander realized what it was
all about! Lieutenant Lewis had
watched Wilson rehearse exactly the
same maneuvers in broad daylight.
Gliding down, six miles offshore; dead
stick; right angle course; heading
straight to land; cutting in his motor
when his pontoons grazed the grass!

Strickmore fingered his gun stock
nervously. They were heading straight
down toward the leck at the entrance
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to the canal at Ostend! At zero alti--
tude, if Wilson had made due allow-:
ance for the wind and had figured his
courses correctly, they would find
themselves right over the middle of the
lock itself!

One thousand. The commander felt
nervous chills running up and down his
spine. Suppose the engine Dbecame
clogged with oil and refused to start
again at the end of their glide? Sup-
pose they missed their mark by only
eight or ten feet and plunged headlong
into the telephone wires, or, worse still,
into one of those steel cables held
straight and rigid in the air by the tug
of the captive balloons?

Suppose—

Five hundred feet. There was not a
sound from the shore line ahead, which
now became visible as an even blacker
splotch in the inky darkness that en-
veloped them. The skipper knew that
hundreds of men stood watch there,
waiting for them, ears glued to delicate
listening devices,.fingers ready at trig-
gers and lanyards. Just waiting for
the two of them, who slid down toward
their objective so.silently.

Strickmore stood up in his cockpit
and leaned forward against the pull of
his shoulder harness, peering between
the upper and lower wings, trving to
sight some landmark. Every instant
that the enemy remained unaware of
their presence widened, by a slender
margin, their minute chance of escap-
ing safely.

Yet he found himself wishing that
the silent enemy would wake up and
open fire so that he and Wilson might
observe the gun flashes and spot their
own position. He remembered a child-
hood game where he had been blind-
folded and given a paper tail to pin on
the picture of a donkey. He hoped that
Wilson had a better sense of direction
than he had had as a child.

He wished that the pilot would turn
about in his seat to grin at him, or
even to curse at him. The helmeted
head irritated him by its very immova-



ONE BOMB IN THE NIGHT.

bility. Anything would be better than
just waiting there, helpless, useless,
while the seaplane carried him down to-
ward the invisible waiting mouths of

the guns.

ITH a nerve-jerking suddenness,
unexpected because he had
awaited it so long, a single blue-

white beam cut a great white slice out
of the night. Like a conical pillar of
incandescence it stood there for an in-
stant. Then it groped back and forth,
blindly, uncertainly, hesitatingly.

Strickmore glanced at his altimeter.
Eighty feet. At that height, he knew,
the instrument was inaccurate. They
might be twenty feet in the air, or a
hundred.

Another great projector threw its
brilliance into the sky and against the

.clouds. Another and another snapped
on, until they resembled an incredibly
huge octepus lying on its back and
waving its rigid legs in the air. Back
and forth, around and around, searched
the huge pencils of light, hunting for
the invisible -plane high in the air, in-
stead of almost at water level.

The reflection, of these millions of
candlepower turned the whole seaplane
into an odd, dim halftone, which re-
mained indelibly etched in Strickmore’s
mermory.

With a crash that blotted out every
other sound, a dozen guns spat blue
and scarlet flames into the air. Far
up in the sky, feeble, tiny sparks flick-
ered and disappeared. Another and
another gun joined in, throwing up a
box barrage until the whele sector in
front of the plane was erupting fire.

In a moment the pilot would try to
fiy through the trajectory of that bar-
rage. Strickmore watched the vomit-
ing flames with a curious sense of de-
tachment. This thing wasn’t really
happening to him. He was just view-
ing it through somebody else’s eyes.

Slightly to the left of the seaplane’s

bow, there was a cleavage, a wide line
of darkness in the midst of the flash-
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ing guns. There was the canal! Wil-
son saw it, too. The plane tilted and
swerved, heading for the black strip.
At that moment the seaplane slid into
a whiteness which seared the command-
er’s eyeballs, '

* Every square inch of the dope-cov-
ered fabric shone like molten silver,
He shut his eyes, knowing that they
had been_ spotted at last. ‘Then he
opened them again, for the nose of the
ship dropped, the motor coughed, back-
fired and then burst forth into a full-
throated roar. '

He stood up, balancing himself
against the downward slant of the
cockpit floor, He looked straight into
a seething, erupting volcano, which
belched up at him with a thousand
jagged tendrils of fire. ‘Tracer bullets
streamed by in a maze of sulphurous
gray lines. Gusts of air, accompanied
by a thousand Valkyrie shrieks, swept
past.

Things flashed in his face—great
crimson balls of fire that he hardly no«
ticed. An unbelievable green and pur-
ple stalk of asparagus rose slowly, hor-
ribly, and stood on end, not a dozen feet
away from the left wing tip. Flaming
onions, chains of fiery balls, whished
by, so close that he might have reached
out and caught them as they blazed past
his cockpit.

Split seconds seemed to stretch into
eternities. He was deadly calm, watch-
ing everything with utter detachment.
He found time to marvel at the un-
moving, helmeted head in the forward
cockpit and to wender how the young-
ster was enjoying the fireworks.

Fifty feet ahead was the grayish con-
crete lock of the canal, the still water
within its walls flickering like a pool
of mercury. A ruddy strand of steel
cable, hanging from nowhere, flashed
by to the right. _

The balloon barrier!

He found himself staring straight
down upon black figures, clearly visible
in the pulsating light. Some of them
were crouching around machine gun
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into the invigorating open country, the
scents of the blossoming and budding
trees—peach, apple and cherry—and
all the green and growing things, were
wafted to them on a warm southern
breeze from an ever-changing pano-
rama of colorful landscape.

Every so often Edmond Fletcher
caught Gloria Van Mortimor studying
him as some beautiful woman might
covertly look upon one when she
thought herself unobserved. Oh, how
careful he knew he must be with this
delicate-spirited girl!

Fletcher nonchalantly lay back in the

cushions, apparently content with all

the world. They must have been quite
a distance out now, for they had been
speeding on the perfect billiard-table
road up the Hudson for over an hour,
their motor humming dreamily, musi-
“cally, like a swarm of woodland bees.

“Gloria,” he suggested casually,
“ we are near Cleborough. Would you
like to see in full dress the woods in
which we rode last summer?”’

Her eyes met his and wavered un-
certainly.

“Yes,” was all she said and it
seemed that it was with a mighty ef-
fort that she said so much.

Fletcher spoke into the tube and
soon they were winding gracefully up

the parked ribbonlike roadway which

led to the great house on the crest of
the hill at Cleborough. His eyes feast-
ed hungrily on the familiar scenes
which unrolled before his gaze. Mem-
ories crowded in upon him of all-the
happiness that he had discovered here,
of all the high hopes that had been
born in these surroundings.

The cars pulled down to the edge of
the great woods far behind the house,
where Edmond Fletcher directed them
to wait. Edmond and Gloria sauntered
into one of the magnificent trails over
which they had joyously ridden the
past year.

About them clung that fresh clean
odor of budding things and reborn life.
A little beyond them the long, clear
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waterfall broke over its precipice and
went sparkling like silver far down be-
low to a pool where they could faintly
hear its murmur upon the rocks.

Near them was the great trunk of a
fallen tree which made a natural seat.

“Come,” he called out when he
noticed this, and confidently took her
hand which thrilled him with its soft
warmth. She did not withdraw it, and
her slender little fingers trembled.

HEN they were at the body of the
tree trunk and something had to
be done. It was much too high

for Gloria comfortably to seat herself.
Fletcher grasped her firmly, a hand on
either side of the lovely slimness of her
waist, and he bounced her up there!

“Don’t!” she cried out. However,
it was too late. She was prominently
displayed on the big log and blushing
profusely. Fletcher vaulted up beside
her. “ He still avoided her eyes, but now
it was not from any fear about how
she felt for him! He felt sure she
really loved him with a love that knew
that he was not her brother. Gloria
on her high perch was vividly publish-
ing her mind! - And, it seered, she did
not know what else to do about it!
What an exquisite feeling pervaded
Fletcher! What a beautiful and glori-
ous thing it was to live!

Her eyes met his and in them was
the irresistible soul-offering of this
maiden for her lover. Such wholesale
self-abandon deserved more attention
than he was giving Gloria!

As she melted into his embrace, her
warm lips ‘pressing one cheek and her
tender arms about him caressing the
other, some great void in Edmond
Fletcher was completely filled—some
great growing gap in his nature was
blissfully healed over. Nothing was
said for awhile; but sometimes lips
have little use for words.

From where they were sitting,
through a break in the woods, was
barely discernible in the far distance
the east terrace of the grand house
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where this
started.

“My very dearest,” Gloria whis-
pered ever so gently as she looked in
that direction and her eyes closed.
“Kiss me as you did on the terrace
the first night we met. I have thought
and dreamed of it ever since.” .

At last they found time to talk a
little, but in view of what she so ear-
nestly said, it seemed trivial for Fletch-
er to be inquisitive immediately.

“ From here,” she insisted, “ we go
as one! You must never have any
more fears, because if you love me,
nothing can take me away from you.
My love, you can do as you wish with
me from this moment on! Unless you
tell me in so many words that you do
not want me, .you will always have
me!”

“Don’t, he ex-
claimed.

“Let me say it all, dearest! This
is the last time I wish to assert my-
self! Look into my bare heart. It
may help you. Even if you told me
to go, you could always have me back,
when you wanted me! Why lie about
the nature of a woman in love? It
seems wrong to say so, but even if you
did not marry me I should be the same
to you! You've taught me that one
alone, no matter how self-sufficient, is
incomplete in this world; and when
one finds the missing part, the great
thing is to hold together at any cost.’

“ Gloria,” he said very thoughtfully,
deeply moved, ‘“ among my many prem-
onitions, something seems to tell me
that you are as clever as you are.lovel.y.
Such humility usually accompanies wis-
dom. When did you really know that
I was not your brother?”

“Only this morning! Dr. Bates
came up and informed me! He told
me that I was only your adopted sis-
ter!”

“ What ?” cried Fletcher in astonish-
ment.

“TLook!” cried Gloria, drawing a
letter out of her dress from somewhere

idealistic romance had

don't, Gloria!’
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near “er heart. “ Here is what he gave
me! Haven't you yours? Here, read it
quickly!”

N the unmistakable bold script of
the grand old man, Phelps Van
Mortimor, Edmond read:

My parRLING GLORIA:

This letter will be given you by Dr.
Bates in whom I have full confidence,
when he feels that you have attained
womanhood. Though I have been
blesscd with worldly goods as few men
cver have, there are some clements of
cvil in passing so much on to my pos-
terity. Yect I wish to act fairly in the
matter.

I very well know what pitiful wasters
men may become who receive too much
uncarned wealth, with nothing to do
but spend it, and I do not want to bur-
den any man with more than his shoul-
ders are capable of bearing.

Sigmond Van Mortimor is my only
child and as a hoy he is fearfully weak.
T fcel that there should be some cgeck
put upon giving him this tremendous
power, and T am not satisfied with the
ways and means prescribed by lawyers
for doing this.

You, dear Gloria, are at least strong,
hcalthy, beautiful and, from the time
vou were born until this is written, the
sweetest little girl on earth! You ought
to have been! I picked you out my-
self from nearly all the fine little or-
phans in the country when my wife and
1 decided we nceded you. The sight
of you is an inspiration of all that is
fine and noble and we have reason to
believe yvou may live the part.

You were our idcal little baby girl;
and in order that our happiness might
be the further served in the same spirit
and that the welfare of our son, Sig-
mond, might the more naturally be
safeguarded as wcll—as I shall present-
ly explain—you were reared as our
own daughter in reality.

However, so that yvou should have
all the rights of a child born to us, you
were legally adopted in a quiet lttle
town so very unimportant and so very
far away that even our name passed
unnoticed there. Dr. Bates alone
knows this secret. He will give you
all details, will tell you that you are of
sturdier stock than our own, and that
you nced only call attention to your
adoption rccord if you ever wish, or
need to do so.
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When you read this you will be pos-
scssed by due course of law with one-
half of the Van Mortimor wealth. You
will, T am certain, have been a good in-
fluence upon our beloved son.

If—and the many drcams my wife
and I have had of you seem to promise
something miraculous from you—if
Sigmond should prove worthy and you
should fall in love with him, what
more wonderful thing could happen on
this earth?

A copy of this letter will be delivered
to Sigmond at thc same time you re-
ceive it. But decide all issues with
your own free wills.

Your loving father,
PrELPS VAN MORTIMOR.

LETCHER was gazing blankly at
Gloria.

“ Oh!” she exclaimed, glancing
up at him through moistened lashes.
“Isn’t it wonderful for me that you
still want me! Now I can breathe
again without my throat aching. You
see, I had been trying all this time to
puzzle things out, absolutely convince
myself one way or the other about
you—and it was only this morning that
1 succeeded in understanding the whirl-
pool of my own feelings. When Dr.
Bates gave me this letter I realized how
simple it all was.”

A haunting sadness came into her
soft eyes.

“ A year ago when you returned
from France, my true love had come
to me! No wonder you affected me
so!

“ You were really that all-wonder-
ful one to whom I should have freshly
given every intimacy in my nature.
You understood our love at first sight,
without any letters to explain it, as I
should have done! And you tactfully
made up fairy stories to prove our
true situation! I am a sorry ideal for

ou!”
She buried her face on his breast.

“ And I have been so immodest, that

this morning, when I received the. let-
ter, I feared that you, my very dearest,
would not want me now!” .
“ My exquisite little girl!” said
Fletcher tenderly, “ let me tell you how
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badly I want to get rid of you! Always
have I followed in my day dreams an
ethereal little maiden of such surpass-
ing loveliness that -her soul matched
her beauty! A golden little sweetheart,
gorgeous as a peacock, and yet one who
could be implicitly trusted, whose sense
of honor and delicacy were so high
that I need take counsel from her
rather than ever criticize. And impos-
sible as it may seem, wonder upon
wonder has brought her to me—in
you! . :

“Don’t worry about those other
little things! As a matter of fact I am
still not Sigmond Van Mortimor!”’

“Ah! Sigmond,” she stopped him;
suffused with happiness, and put her
slender pink fingers over his mouth.
“I know you were rather wild in Eu-
rope, but you have certainly proved
worthy of all the love I can give you,
so don’t spoil my happiness by speaking
of such awful past things!” ‘

Rapturously they wandered back to
the cars, with not a care on earth. Life
for them was just to be something bet-
ter than a reopened Garden of Eden.

When they emerged out of the
woods Fletcher looked up at the clear
blue sky. Well he could face heaven
with h‘is highest hope so joyously ful-
filled. " But even as the lightning of
their love had so vividly flashed, now
came its thunder!

.Far over Fletcher’s head and cir-
cling about was one lone vulture. That
Gloria was an adopted daughter, had
not changed his relations with the true
Sigmond Van Mortimor in the slight-
est. It possibly- added relish to the
man’s fiendish work.

Gloria, running playfully ahead, was
snatching up daisies and wild flowers,
which she capriciously tossed, like some
nymph of the woodland, in a little path,'
before Fletcher.

“ What have I done?’ came down
the question bursting into his con-
sciousness like a bombshell as his nor-
mal senses retumed. Of all things that
he could have perpetrated, this surely



224

was the most despicable to his other
self, Sigmond Van Mortimor! ,

He suppressed his feelings, at least
outwardly, and catching up with
Gloria, they strolled together hand in
hand.

EFORE them now lay the big old
house, with the east terrace plain-
ly disclosed to their view.

“Took! discovered Gloria, * some
one is on the terrace. I wonder who
it could be? The house is still closed.”

So there was. Fletcher could easily
see a man, dressed in dazzling white,
standing by the balustrade.

“1 cannot understand that,” he re-
plied slowly. “You run over to the
cars and have them wait for me. I
shall cut across here and see the care-
taker about this! That house, you
know, is very dear to us!”

There was an added interest in this
investigation for Fletcher. ~ Why
should any one wear such brilliant
white clothes? It was too early for
flannels or ducks, and these were too
white for them anyway. If foreign
strangers were at the house they might
throw some light on the one and only
Van Mortimor, and Fletcher dared
neglect no clew now, no matter how
trivial, on account of his great new re-
sponsibility.

Edmond Fletcher saw no iurther
signs of life as he approached the man-
sion. The caretaker’s quarters were
locked. Evidently the man’s whole
family was taking a holiday, and

Fletcher would have to loek about for -

himself. With the strange tail-dives
that his mind took into superstition, he
reflected that to-day was Thursday, the
12th of May. Fletcher was glad it was
not the thirteenth, as he gingerly came
up the terrace to prowl around the old
home of this stock which dealt so
potently with the destinies of the liv-
ing even after they were dead!

But what pleasurable memories this
place could excite in him! He was
visiting the very spot where he had
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first kissed Gloria. Fletcher ascended
some stone steps and was surprised to
behold some chairs on the terrace as
though they had lately held occupants.
He walked cautiously toward them.
On the balustrade lay a powerful pair
of field glasses. This was getting very
mysterious!

In front of him now one of the large
French casements leading inside was
open. Some intruders must be in the
house. He felt a vague uneasiness, as
though this might have something
to do with Van Mortimor, and so
he dared not summon his servants
and detectives from the cars, Fletcher
let his curiosity take him into the
house.  First he peeped covertly
through the open French glass wins
dow. He could see or hear nothing,
and since it only went into the main
hall, he softly stepped inside.

Even that near the spring sunshine,
it was dark and rather spooky as all
closed houses are likely to be. He held
his position for a moment thinking
something might turn up, but here was
only silence—and the silence was deaf-
ening for Fletcher.  When his eyes
had become accustomed to the dim
light in the hallway, he saw that the
door of the library was flung back..
Since a heavy velvet rug extended
from where he stood to its entrance,
he decided his footsteps would be suf-
ficiently mulfled to enable him to view
the interior of the open room.

Guardedly, stealthily, he moved to-
ward the library door, thankful that
the heavy-piled rug deadened his foot-
steps and that it was so dark in the
hallway that no one could see him.
What little light there was in the whole
house came from the open library doer.

I“inally he reached its entrance. First
he noticed that the curtains at the top
of a window had been undrawn. That
accounted for the gleams of daylight.
Then, chilling him to the marrow, he
saw in a mirror directly across the room
from him a half profile of himself! It
was very sallow, haggard, aé‘ld white

A
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in the dim illumimation, but it was a
horrid caricature of himself!

He would have believed that by
some optical illusion that it was him-
self, too, since it was reflected from his
own direction; but this figure was sit-
ting down. Fletcher was still stand-
ing, but he did not know for how long
that would be! Even in the paralyzing
fright which instantly gripped him, he
tried to reason. )

From where could the reflection of
the blanched face be coming3-His eyes
painfully surveyed every inch of the
deeply shadowed -library, as they
worked back to the doorway in which
he stood. Horrifyingly, it dawned up-
on him that Van Mortimor was seated
with his back to him at a table just
inside the door—so near Fletcher that
he could easily touch him.

He made his way outdoots in a pan-
ic, to the blessed sunlight -and fresh
air, as fast as his legs would let him!

SICKENING dread pervaded
him. Sigmond Van Mortimor, if
not always with him, had now

returned in the flesh. He had been
right with him, to-day of all days! The
binoculars still lying on the balustrade
told their own disquieting story. Thus
were the beady eyes of this modem
demon upon him all the while to-day!
Now Edmond Fletcher understood the
figure in snowy-white whom he and
Gloria had seen on the terrace; no
doubt an Indian servant or conjurer,
who always wore snowy-white. It all
pointed to the awful mysteries of In-
dian magic.

This was no place for Edmond
Pletcher. He hurriedly ran from the
terrace, closely hugging the side of the
house. He made strenuous efforts to
compose himself before reaching the
motor cars.

Ah, the old war-horse, Phelps Van
Mortimor, had had great vision to see
trouble ahead! But, of course, he could
scarcely have foreseen a thing as bad
as thsis! The benign influence of the

6 A X
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grand old man was now forever gone.
Another had taken charge, and what a
wretch he was!

At the very moment Sigmond Van
Mortimor, the last of the line, sat in
the old family home, using it as an am-
bush while he leisurely plotted a final
orgy in the torture of a human victim!
_ If it were not so, why did not this
living ghost come out in the open and
meet his dupe? For the malignant
spirit was indisputably present! With
Fletcher's own eyes he had seen him
—the blanched face in the flesh!

At last he succeeded in burying his
turbulent emotions, and at least out-
wardly quieted, joined’ Gloria in the
leading car. A

“ Everything is well,” he explained
bravely, ¢ friends of the caretaker!?’

Soon they were putting distance
speedily behind them. This was very
much as he would have had it, but he
knew flight would be futile in their
case. Again a different little Gloria
sat by Fletcher. She chatted merrily,
indeed, about the future, so well was
she satisfied with it—but her partner in
this could only force smile after smile,

As they neared the city, he declared :

* Gloria, I am stopping at the Na-
tional Club to-night.”

“ Oh, Sigmond !” she pleaded. * This
is the very first time that you have
stayed out all night since you came
back to me! If you stay away from
home I am afraid you will get that
queer feeling again that you are not
Sigmond Van Mortimor{”

“ Remember what you said: ‘ From
now on,”” he reminded her, smiling
nervously. “Itis for the best! Any-
way, unless you can give me some bet-
ter advice, a brother goes out when a
sweetheart comes in!”

““ Ah, well!” she agreed resignedly.

LETCHER talked to Gloria sev-
eral times on the telephone that
night. Although he had other rea-

sons for absenting himself from the
playhouse, it was rather copsoling for
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him to realize that it would be difficult
for even a Van Mortimor to pull oft
one of his fiendish stunts at such an
exclusive gentleman's club as this which
he had chosen to-night! However, he
slept only fitfully after many stiff
drinks had drowned out a stark,
blanched face that was staring, star-
ing, forever staring at him and gnaw-
ing its presence into his heart.

Edmond [I‘letcher had a distinct
premonition that his end was close_at
hand. He knew by intuition that some-
thing monstrous was going to happen
the next day, something was coming
from which he could not possibly run
away! The "mine for this atrocity
had been plamted squarely within him-
self! ‘

The blanched face with the brilliant
intellect had merely been using him as
the subject for the most dastardly ex-
periinent ever practiced in human emo-
tions! Even as Dr. Martel had pre-
dicted, this degenerate human fiend
had, like a snake, alternately charming
and torturing a bird, simply worked
upon him, the gullible victim, storing
up within him enormous hopes and
fears—of course, with no other pur-
pose in view than ultimately to kill him
by touching off this accumulation of
high explosives and thus completing
the weird drama for his superlative
thrill,

Fletcher’s taking Gloria for his own
to-day must surely have signaled the
attainment of the height of hope in him
in this intoxicating and gruesome test
of love and fear. It would surely pro-
voke the fiend to bring up his full
forces on the other side—to strike the
fatal blow! Had not Van Mortimor
himself intimated as mwuch? Some
things are so plain that they hardly
need a ‘ghost to tell us, but Edmond
Fletcher had even seen his other self
that very day!

As the well-meaning young impostor
-went back over all things in retrospect,
it was obvious that he had just been
-led into a magnificent trap with an
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exquisite and 1nnocent little girl as liv-
ing bait.

CHAPTER XIX.
FRIDAY, THE THIRTEENTH.

DMOND FLETCHER lay abed
late the next morning, for he slept
much more comfortably in the

warm sunlight which flooded his club
bedroom from the high windows.
Light of some kind had come to be
essential to his ease and daylight was’
so much more soothing than the elec-
tric light to which he had become so
accustomed. He had so much to fear
from darkness! Actually the morning
sun shining fully in his eyes only
soothed his aching nerves, so far had
his sensibilities been distorted in this
supersensitive realm of emotion.

The telephone jangled shrilly by his
bedside. It was as if the voice of his
strident fear itself were within the in-
strument. livery noise. every sound
now had some distinctive character for
him! He must expect to hear the vin-
dictive cry of the avenging face at any
moment now, since Gloria was his own.

All the other sinister signs had been
but omens—outcroppings of something
he did not understand. heralding a
greater and more peremptory warning!
What he dreaded most of all now was
the depraved hunting cry of Van Mor-
timor himself, which always came
when he was in action—that yell from
the hidden depths of the occult. ‘This
time Fletche? did not see how he could
conceivably protect himself against the
attacks of perverted natural forces
which would surely accompany it. How
dangerous it was for him even to stir
out of bed this day! Anyv step might be
toward his end!

His nerves were breaking so badly
and his resistance to terror was weak-
ening so rapidly, he wondered if Van
Mortimor intended to kill him with
violent fear alone! Would merely the
coming of this murderous warning
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touch off something already loose with-
in him and plunge him into sudden
madness? Indeed, such would be a
most subtle assassination and strictly
according to the medical prophecy of
the case!

With all this sunlight, he finally de-
cided he could answer the telephone.

“ Miss Van Mortimor on the wire,
sir,” announced the club operator.

Oh, what a relief that was!

* Good morning, Gloria,” he called.

Edmond could have smilingly énter-
tained himself with pleasantries with

~ Gloria, even in his sorely distressed -

condition, but for something else on
‘the wire—a low, dismal howl which
set him half crazy. The sound was
not mechanically in the wire, but gut-
tural, from something alive—or dead.

““ What is that, Gloria?”’ he asked
excitedly. “ Can’t you hear that awful
thing?”

“Yes, dearest—it’s Belshasher!” she

hastened to speak bravely, but her voice
broke. “ He has carried on*in that
‘wild manner ever since—since mid-
night! I thought I had him quieted,
but when I began talking to you he
started again. I have him shut up in
your rooms, bat he is jumping against
the—he’s charging the door now! And
his howl is getting terrible!”

“ Send him out for—for a walk in
the park. I cannot bear to hear him!”
spoke Fletcher weakly. He was get-
ting Eeadly pale. .

While he finished the conversation,
he heard old Belshasher’s gradually re-
ceding growls. Good old “ Bel”! He
was doing his best to tell something
which he, too, knew. The workings of
the perverted forces of nature had not
escaped the old dog’s love for him.
Things were drawing to a close. Even
the joy of love in Gloria’s voice was
‘blighted by the warning of terror ac-
companying it.

Fletcher rushed feverishly to his pri-
vate office at the bank. On his desk
"was a Marconigram in personal code.
-He trémulously tore open_and deci-
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phered this. Skyles was due and this
doubtless was from Bland. He read:

5—I13. At Sea.  S.S. Latronia.

.- Dock this noon. Give whereabouts

to police and bury yourself. See no
living creature until I reach you.
BraND.

T was evident that Bland had grasped

a part of the true situation and was

still striving to save him even though
his hands too were in some manner
tied. Again Fletcher looked at the
cable, but this time minutely.
“5—13.” The mystic date smote
Fletcher’s eyes traveled to a
large wall calendar. “ Friday, 13,”
stared back at him! Something in-
stinctively told him that he need not
worry about Skyles’s coming; but he
did wish that he could see Bland again
—good' old Bland, who had been so
faithful and who had worked so loyally
for him, even in the dark.

It seemed so petty, however, even to
consider running away at the very end
of everything. It seemed suicidal to
start now with such an unevenly
balanced baggage of love and fear as
he must carry! Any fight that Edmond
Fletcher could put up against his great
intangible enemy appeared so feeble
that he could not conceive of any better
place to face him than in the very har-
ness of his business imposture. In-
stead of calling the police, he shortly
scrawled out a code reply to Bland:

his eye.

Bullard Bland,

S.S. Latronia at Sea.

Come directly to my office. Will re-
main here until you arrive.

He sent it, and now he sat inactive
and all alone in the very seat that he
had been warned to leave. He would
see no one. ‘There now remained only
a few hours of precious daylight. Yet,
upon the use he made of them he knew
his life depended. :

. Time went on relentlessly clicking
off the minutes of the hours, while
here he sat inactive and all alone in the
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solitude of his inner office. For him,
no less than the weakest little oriole in
the toils of a viper, paralysis was
setting in. It was as if he were in a
lethargy, but still faintly struggling to
formulate some defense against this
monstrous unseen thing which was al-
ready settling down upon him.

Come what might, however, he de-
termined he would not communicate
with Gloria until this horrid thing was
over, and that meant, he was sure, that
he might never see her or hear her
sweet voice again. ‘The more Fletcher
left her, the other waif of circum-
stance, his innocent orphan partner,
free from this hideous business, the
better was her chance of surviving it!

“What a master is handling me!”
was the best his addled wits could
muster up. Now at last he caught a
broad view of his whole predicament.
The idea came to him that while his
situation was cruelly oppressive, it
must be intensely difficult for another
—dead or alive—to maintain! Pos-
sibly the phantom whip over him was
having some trouble too!

It was as if fate itself had rolled alt
human trials into- one—all a lifetime’s
hopes of reward and fears of defeat—
and of many lives for that matter,
rolled into a single supreme test for
Fletcher. Now the test squarely
faced him, unescapable, demanding
that he put forth some superhuman ef-
fort as the price of his further exist-
ence! But why did Van Mortimor not
strike now!

Well, with just a little bit more time,
maybe he could put up a little fight him-
self. What was there still left sound
and firm beneath him on which he
could make his last stand against this
monstrous invisible enemy? With what
straws could he combat him?

LETCHER had considerably
strengthened this bubble which
his namesake had blown about
him. He was, in fact, well intrenched
in it if he could just get his enemy out
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in the open, where he could meet him
on fair, human terms. Now a great
light of reason broke on Edmond
Fletcher which routed all f{ear from
his mind.

Why, Van Mortimor himself had
not known until yesterday, when he
received a copy of the letter from his
father, that Gloria was only his
adopted sister! That must have given
him an awful jolt, possibly had up-
set some of his well-laid plans!

Ah! While Sigmond Van Mortimor
had made a vicious tragedy of life,
a tragedy in which a human being

‘'was now being sacrificed, his father.

though long since dead, had placed
another living character in this very
weird play as a check upon Mr. Sig-
mond Van Mortimor’s enormities. An
unseen hand no less powerful than the
fiend’s very own actually operated in
Fletcher’s favor!

Gloria Van Mortimor, not of this
doubtful blood, actually owned one.
half ofs this whole great fortune, and,
though she did not so much as know i,
Edmond-Fletcher now stood here as
her representative and champion! In
these unforeseen circumstances, such
would certainly be the wishes of the
founder of the fortune.

His situation thrilled him to the core!
Now, by all the powers on earth, he
must stand his ground and bring up his,
best shock troops!

Fletcher at once began to think more
coherently. First he would wait for
Bland; secondly, he would take counsel
with Dr. Bates; and, thirdly, he must
ﬁ?t let anything conceivable overcome

im.

This was his program for the nio-
ment. And since he could never agam
for long avoid the beady eyes that were
settling down upon him, the next move
was up to Sigmond Van Mortimor.
Now, while he waited for Bland, he
started methodically clearing his desk
of the day’s work, to give his painfully
strained mind more sane employment.

The sun edged over in the sky. Noon
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tion—everything just as my very
-d-é-a-r old father so ardently wished!
The girl is rather a nice fresh young
trick, isn’t she?” He ended, laughing
uproariously.” Dr. Bates was white.

- Fletcher was leaning rigidly across
the desk. His face had gone livid with
anger at the mention of Gloria’s name.
Would he stand by Gloria! Gloria,
who had stood so unquestioningly by
him through everything! Before Dr.
Bates had finished speaking, his pas-
sion had become a cool white heat that
glowed in his eyes, pervaded his whole
person. His hands unconsciously
reached out before him. They were
-writhing and twisting in agony as if
he were grappling with something in-

ibl

e.

“ That beast marry Glaria?” he said
hoarsely as if he were talking to him-
self. “ Why—if he dares to touch
her—" and his hands and throat be-
came strangely quiet.

“But wait! That’s not all!” ex-
claimed Bates. “‘A httle something
more will happen to-night,’ Van Mor-
timor- said; ‘a little loose end in my
new plans will be cleaned up this eve-
ning, something, Bates, which it would
‘be better for you to know nothing
about; and then, doctor, you will have
-no more trouble at all warding the pub-
lic off me! I'll have a reputation splen-
did enough for anybody and I'll live up
to it—or at least so every ome will
think! You're like all doctors,’” he flung
sarcastically at me. ‘How silly you
were to have believed that you were
smarter than I'! That you could ““ cure ”’
me! I have more brains than any one
else in the whole world; I do absolute-
ly as I please and the law can’t even
suspect me! While you fobled around
trymg to work your cure, I have sim-
ply been using your crazy scheme to
play God over another, and build him
up to suit myself and the dear public!
That's vastly more amusing than all
the things you’ve told me to do! Now
there only remains the supreme thrill
of puncturing the big bag of wind that
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is tottering in my place, and I'll step
forth in his shining character! Doc-
tor,’” he said, ‘actually in the passing
of my dummy, though the means may
be somewhat the same, there is not go-
ing to be a fraction of the evidence
of disaster as you see before you on
Skyles! My dummy’s old clothes are
all waiting for him, and he is going
to kill himself, literally! However, be
careful—no interference from you,
Bates, or there will be an extra death
certificate in my collection! * The doc-
tor gazed piteously at Fletcher.

“ An ‘undertaker was removing
Skyles’s body, and during the con-
fusion of that, Van Mortimor simply
disappeared as he has done many times
before! I was talking to him one mo-
ment and then he was gone—just van-
ished behind my back! I searched all
over the airplane for him. Ah, me;
at last he is a raving maniac, and T
have lost all control over him! I don’t
know where he went or what he is up
to; and hnally I got up courage to
come here and tell you!”

“q ET'S all
Bland sullenly.
his next stop!”’

“Where can-we-go?’ asked Bates
hysterically. “ Van Mortimor is every=
where! He is a brilliant roving lunatic
with a fiendish sort of insight into
men’s mind! I never heard of any-
thing like him in all my medical
career.”

‘“ He is still on that airplane, at Jef-
ferson Field or no matter where it is,
even in the sky; he will try to come on
it to-night!” spoke up Fletcher firmly,
with a desperate look in his  eyes.
“Thank God I now know where -to
lay my hands on him! I'll be there
to meet him and I don’t need any
further invitation from anybody to
come aboard on my business!”

“For the love of Heaven!” wailed
Bates, both he and Bland panic-stricken
at the thought of what had been said.
“ Don'’t go aboard that plane! I forgot

get out of here!” said
“This will be
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Fletcher. ‘““ Now we sound like three
live men, instead of three dead ones!
Bland, work carefully down there.
Don’t let any one at all catch on to
what you are doing this time! By
sundown, have your men out of sight,
but instantly ready in that shed! You
must have two pilots, a mechanic, and
at least two others, five altogether, but
don’t take them near the plane! TI'll
show up with Dr. Bates and two sec-
retaries, each a plainclothes man! Post
a man to delay Gloria if she arrives
much ahead of me and then wait for
me! I'll take charge!”

Biand rushed out and Dr. Bates fell
back weakly in his seat.

“If it were any one else but Van
Mortimor!” the doctor gasped.

“ No matter what you say,” object-
ed Fletcher, “ you have heard the only
way for me to tackle him! I propose
to cut the whole earth and everything
else that he can use, right out from
under his feet. He will have to op-
erate in very thin air to beat me to-
night!”’

“ That’s his specialty "’ cried the old
physician. ‘I beg you to let me warn
you about that! His father before him
had great foresight! He always had
his way while he lived, but he died
with a big worry. The grand old man
wanted badly to leave a living monu-
ment behind himself and his efforts,
yet he only had one child and the
blood of that heir was tainted with in-
sanity through his mother’s family!
That accounts for Gloria’s adoption
and the two letters which were intrust-
ed to me for delivery to the children.
But who could tell that all these hor-
rible events would follow!’ The doc-
tor shook his head dolefully, then con-
tinued :

“] saw your face first in a newspa-
per picture of a group of people, noted
your remarkable resemblance to the
present Van Mortimor, and kept taps
on you just for the romance of it!
When Van Mortimor returned from
his long residence in Europe such a
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mental and physical degenerate that he
could not appear publicly, I took him
off the boat near Sandy Hook to avoid
notoriety. It seemed then that Provi-
dence had sent you! I suggested to
Van Mortimor that you be substituted
for him until I could get him straight-
ened out, and he readily agreed to the
whole affair, and arranged it himself.
He did it superbly, too; but as yon
know, from the most sordid of mo-
tives, though I thought he was very lib-
eral at the time. I had him in the lodge
in the valley below the house at Cle-
borough and he behaved very well out-
side of yelling.”

“Don’t mention it!” said Fletcher
with an uncontrollable shudder.

“ Well, he didn’t bether you much at
first, did he?”

“I haven’t time to tell you about
that. Go ahead!”

“Y DIDN'T know there was to be a
brain operation and when all those
foreign specialists landed here,

Van Mortimor simply disappeared! I
couldn’t find him anywhere! However,
he turned up at an opportune minute,
said he was very sorry—that he had
taken an overdose of dope and slept for
three days in a strange haunt, and he
wanted to do the right thing for you
by giving you a general power of at-
torney to act in his name and stead for
awhile. He did, too!”’

“When and how?” asked Fletcher
unbelievingly.

“It’s a fact. You have actually had
the authority to act for him up your
sleeve all the time, so that everything
you have done for him, if it were ever
really contested, is perfectly legitimate
from the very first day you went to
business for him! He put the instru-
ment of your authority inside the cov-
ers of the ‘ History of the Van Morti-
mor Case,’” and that is the way he made
me give it to you!”

“ Smart as his father!” exclaimed
Fletcher.

“ Smarter, in his perverted way,”
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said Bates. - “If I told you, he could
revoke the authority instantly, and .in
the meanwhile he did not have you
violating the law. It was Detter for
him, too, than if I had tried to
have -him put in a lunatic asylum.
However, I let things run along;
I was so anxious to keep you in
his place! I hadn’t taken seriously
Dr. Martel’'s prophecy. that he would
start this fiendish playing on human
emotions; I thought I had everything
in hand and was serving every one’s
best interests. Van Mortimor promised
not to touch you and he never did—
but, of course, as I now See too late,
he doesn’t have to touch you to kill
you! He-made me believe you scalded
yourself in your sleep with the steam
pipes; but I suspect now that he did
that !

“ Absolutely.”

“What a fool I have been! This
whole thing is just a cold-blooded ex-
.periment in murder on Van Mortimor’s
part! He is a sadist, one who delights
in cruelty. When you stepped inr that
car last summer on lower Broadway,
no one in this world but this fiend him-
self knew just how thoroughly he took
vou in charge. Your very thoughts
have scarcely escaped his attention
since then. And I encouraged it! I
wanted to show him how splendidly
you were living and cure him by ex-
ample—and all along he has simply
been trying to kill you!”

“ [ have known that a long time,”
said Fletcher wearily, and he did not
appear to be giving close attention. His
thoughts were flying with the man in
the airplane!

From then on only snatches of
Bates’s talk registered in his mind. Van
Mortimor, no doubt, had keys to the
play house. He was often hidden in
that second car which always followed
Fletcher! .

“ He must have tortured your dog
and then returned him to you,” said
Bates, “ for the animal goes wild at
the sight of him.”
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“ And that,” Fletcher checked up,
“ explains the how! on the phone this
morning!”

“TI have seen weirdly contorted little
dead animals lying about,” stated Dr.
Bates with a shiver, “on which he
must have experimented. But have
you any idea why he has been keeping
a few buzzards in a coop on the roof
of the house at Cleborough?”

“I know what he did with one of
them!” answered Fletcher grimly. “He
must have been turning some of his
buzzards loose yesterday, for one of
them circled over Gloria and me just
after I made love to her in the woods
up there!”

“ A man who would do that has lost
all human feeling,” spoke the doctor
solemnly. ‘ You may expect something
so gruesome to-night on his new air-
plane as to be unbelievable! 1 never
saw this .great plane before Skyles’s
dead Lody was removed from it, but
you can rest assured that this air boat
has a special death trap aboard for
your last torture! How do you pro-
pose to catch him?”

“When we sail to-night,” said
Fletcher grimly, ‘“ he can’t get off the
plane, and I am confident of my own
hands!” '

“ But. maun, whatever you think of,
he'll think of something better! He
is everywhere at once and he seems to
know everything! If you should catch
him, God help you! He is slimy and
poisonous! He would slip right out
of your hands and leave you to die in
agony!”

“ Not these hands!” spoke Fletcher
slowly. “ Not these hands which have
held Gloria!”

“ The real reason you can't possibly
win, I haven’t told you yet!” and the
good doctor hesitated a moment as if
he were deliberating whether he should
speak of it at all under the circum-
stances, but he proceeded at last: “ The
reason I myself am so deathly afraid
of this degenerate is that I know some-
thing about him that only his physi-
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cian could know! He has developed
some damnable occult power which he
picked up in India; it transcends all our
knowledge of life and medicine. He is
somehow supernatural! As surely as
you go on his airplane to-night you
will find that no living man can com-
bat him!”

HE doctor’s next words trembled
in a queer falsetto:

“You'll find Van Mortimor
can’t die! Neither you, nor all the
ravages of disease, nor all the poisons
on earth, can kill him! I swear he has
conquered such things and death in
all its forms, and he uses them on
other living creatures! He is sort of
a moral cancer, a social leper, an evil
genius among us. He has dissipated
enough to kill ten normal men and he
still lives! Sometimes he has taken me
in a big dim room about twilight and
while he has sat in a chair by my very
side, he has tossed his head over on the
mantel, and laughed at me!

‘“ He says it is only a trick that he
learned in India, but I am not so sure
about that now! He can take a thou-
sand drops of laudanum in wine at one
sitting; and he positively seems to
thrive on all of his dope! Though his
system is so heavily saturated, I have
seen him take doses of strychnine and
cocaine that I know nc ordinary mortal
could stomach and live! If you put a
bullet or a knife through his heart to-
night, he will laugh at you and go on
murdering you, without even needing
to use violence.”

But Fletcher had quit listening to all
this morbid description. He was com-
pletely engrossed in something he con-
sidered far more important. It seemed
that Gloria was now mutely and
dumbly calling to him for help!

He sat there before Bates, oblivious
of his immediate surroundings, with a
mighty effort striving to achieve the
impossible. Behind the blank expres-
sionless curtain of his face, Fletcher
was tediously weaving a noose for a
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neck which he believed would hold up-
on any man or ghost!

“ Now, doctor,” he finally said,
“ just come with me to-night, and do
not be surprised at anything I may say
or do! T can’t talk further with you
now! I am really sort of a coward at
heart, and at times I have to be left
severely alone! If I saw very much
more of you, or good old Bland, or
even Gloria, before my boat arrives, I
feel that I'd fall all to pieces! We'll
go to Jefferson Flying Field by dif-
ferent routes. You start out now—and
slam the door hard behind you! 1
want to test my nerves.”

The door closed behind Bates with
a crash, which went resounding up and
down the. deserted corridors of the
great bank like a burst of artillery, and
Fletcher was alone!

LONG shed, such as is common
at airports, ran along one side of
Jefferson Field. Fletcher ap-
peared there just as the shadows of the
day were falling. He was immacu-
lately dressed in a new flying uniform,
as punctilious and conventional as Sig-
mond Van Mortimor himself could
have been.

Two prize-fighters, lately sworn in
members of the police department ac-
companied Fletcher, as secretaries.

Bland and Bates nearly fell upon his
shoulders at sight of him. He was
taken to the rooms, with which he had
been so pleased when he had first heard
of their existence. There were three
en suite, in the end of the shed and
Bland already had his new crew cor-
ralled in the end room. TFletcher’s face
was set and impassive and showed no
signs of the terrific strain under which
he actually labored.

““Have you seen the airplane or
Gloria?” was all he asked.

“ Neither!” whispered his confiden-
tial wizard, Bland, “ but here are pic-
tures of each of the airplane’s crew.
They were all hired here and I hastily
borrowed their tin-types from the files
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of the office of the commandant of this
held.”

‘“ Fine,” complimented Fletcher as
his eyes devoured the photographs,
without recognizing anything familiar
in them.

*“ Field records,” said Bland, “ show
that this airplane is a huge Fokker bi-
plane recently brought over from
abroad. There in the room I have two
good Fokker pilots who have flown all
types of these big planes and one of
them, 2 man named Koebel, has taken
up this very machine of Van Morti-
mor’s in a test flight. Two mechanics
and an expert are with them and alto-
gether they will just about roughly fill
the places of the men in the pictures
with helmets and make-up. They are
all old army men, good fighters when
trouble starts!”

“ Thanks!” answered Fletcher feel-
-ingly and he stepped in the room among
them. -

“ Mr. Koebel!” he called out and a
stocky airman, with gnarled hands that
seemed especially dependable, stood
forth.

“Mr. Koebel,” Fletcher said, “ we
are changing ctews in a rush when my
plane descends.

“ How soon can you have her back
in the air again, after I remove the
present crowd?” :

“Less than ten minutes,” he an-
swered smiling, ¢ with the help of these
boys!” . ‘

“ Very well! Then you handle the
fifing part.” .

Now he called everybody around
him and announced :

“We may be carrying a stowaway
to-night. I believe an assassin is hid-
den on this plane and these elaborate
precautions are necesary to catch him.
As soon as the plane comes down, one
of you meet it and tell the first mem-
ber of the crew you see that I want him
to come over here. Then, one at a
time, send them all over here to me,
all except the steward! As the places
are vacated, casually fill your men in
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to them, Mr. Koebel; and be ready to
take off again, the moment I step
aboard!

“When we are in the air, every-
thing is to proceed as naturally as pos-
sible and as if nothing at all were ex-
pected to happen. There will be, in-
cluding my sister—let me figure it out
—exactly twelve people aboard?
Twelve people are to be accounted for
and every one of us is to be alert, and
on a still hunt for the extra passenger
all the time! If we do not find him
we’ll all retire early and lights will be
dimmed; but the signal for the alarm
will be for the lights to flash on, in
any part of the plane. Then we'll all
rush to that spot!

:*“ Understand me?”

Heads were nodding in assent.

An inspiration came to him. He
thought of all the brokerage commis-
sions that were credited to his account

.in the office of Mortan, Keene & Co.,

and which were his in any event. He
said :

“I'll personally pay a reward of
twenty-five thousand dollars to any-
body who catches the thirteenth pas-
senger who rides with us to-night!” He
wondered how Van Mortimdr would
like that!

An electric tension gripped the at-
mosphere about them. He called Dr.
Bates aside and quickly told him:

“You get in the middle room of the

three, and receive the old crew for me
as they come off the plane! Have each
man strip to the waist for a physical
examination as he comes in, and then
pass him on into that empty room be-
yond. -
“Tell them it's by my orders!
My policemen secretaries will help you,
and take care of any resistance on
their part. When you have stolen the
last man’s clothes, come aboard the
plane!”

For Bland and Bates, the tension in
the air about them h.id taken on the
tautness of a piano string. They lis-
tened for the least unusual sound.
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Now Fletcher swung boldly out onto
the field. .
HEN he first sighted the plane
it was coming like a tiny speck
in the distance. Soon with a
mighty roar it loomed up like a black
cloud in the sky. Suddenly it was de-
scribing huge circles over him. It
seemed alive, with its great, dark wings
and naked head, it appeared a giant
buzzard hovering over him. Waell he
knew that the beady eyes of Van Mor-
timor were looking down upon him
now.

The cold sweat broke out on Fletch-
er’s forehead and he retreated to the
shed, wiping this from his brow. He
was glad Bland and Bates had not
seen what he had.

The ghastly thing landed not far
away and the noise of it was quieted
as it came racing up by him and the
shed. Fletcher nearly fell over back-
ward when he gazed upon the big buz-
zard again. It had stopped just a few
hundred yards from him and it had
turned a gleaming white all over! It
was resplendent now in its swanlike in-
nocence, to receive its passengers.

However, events moved so fast that
his mind could not keep up with all
of them. Men were passing into Dr.
Bates’s room in the shed on the one
side behind him, and different men
were coming out of Bland’s quarters
on the other side of him. Some of
them coming out had on the clothes
of those who had gone in.

A small hand waved from the plane
and he stared at Gloria, spellbound.
What a slim chance he would have had
of finding her this afternoon, for she
had been up in the air!

He heard a scuffle behind him in
Bates’s room. A fist shot out, and
now one man would need some real
medical attention.

He touched the doorway of the plane
by his side. Tts wood felt moist and
chilly, clammy to his fingers, like the
railing of the terrace on the house at
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Cleborough that first night when he
flad heard the weird yell from the val-
ey.

Bates and Bland now rushed out of
the shed. Fletcher grabbed an auto-
matic pistol from one of his strong-arm
secretaries, stuck it in his clothes, and
together they ran for the plane.

Just as Fletcher reached the big air
boat, he dived down and peered mo-
mentarily under its lower plane. The
whole bottom of the craft was painted
black. It was a simple trick after all.

With his heart a little lighter he
jumped aboard the huge deceptive bird
of prey. Its engine roared, and they
were off. Fletcher and his insatiable
shadow were on their way to keep
a rendezvous with death in the sky.

There were many places he could
have poked into aboard this great luxu-
rious air yacht as they went thunder-
ously plowing into the heavens. But
he left the searching to his men, who
were eager for the task. Theyv moved
quietly about now, apparently attend-
ing to their duties while they thorough-
ly searched the entire boat for their
extra passenger.

Fletcher knew- it was better for
every one to act naturally; in this way
they might more easilv draw the prince
of horrors out of the woodwork or the
wings or wherever he might be hiding.
For his own part, Fletcher went direct-
ly to Gloria, whom he found in a dainty
rosewood paneled compartment, for-
ward in the ship,

“Isn’t this lovely " she wrote on a
little pad after she was through hug-
ging him. “ Where are vou taking me?
T'o one of those South Sea Islands you
once talked about?”

“ Anywhere you say!” he scribbled
back after a moment’s reflection. He
answered her just as if this big white
plane with its seamy underside could
take them there. Evidently Gloria had
not the slightest conception of the true
situation.

However, since thev had to have
some destination for the time being
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invisible eyes were upon him and from
behind these panels! He was very care-
ful, however, not to appear nervous or
suspicious. He undressed nonchalant-
ly. But in changing to the pyjamas
which had been provided for him, he
kept his revolver well out of sight when
he slipped it into his nightclothes.
Then lie acted as if he were locking
the door into the passageway, but in
reality he left it unlocked; then snap-
ping out the lights, he jumped in bed.

Y some little imoonlight that flick-
ered into the room, he was star-
tled to find that the sheets were

of black silk. Yet he pulled them over
him with the thought he could stand
even that suggestive touch for to-night.
Then he glanced up, to discover that
the bottom of the upper berth was lined
with white satin.

This bed was just like the infernal
airplane; black bhelow, white above, for
one who had to use it!

Nevertheless,"he worked his pistol
around under the sheets so that it could
not be ohserved, and yet be free for
his use; and he waited for the ghost
to appear.

It must have been nearly an hour
later that Fletcher realized that his
body was getting numb. All the lights
were out on the great lumbering plane.
The noise of the motors, deafening at
all times, now reigned supreme. He
was very sleepy, his eyes droopi_ng re-
peatedly; but he had no intention of
going to sleep here, and now!

It was nearing the last minute of
the day of Friday the thirteenth, for
which Sigmond Van Mortimor had
made so much unearthly preparation.
Fletcher believed the phantom of him.
at least, was due before the day was
over, even if he had to hop the plane
in mid-air to become the thirteenth
passenger! ’

Suddenly a panel in the rear end of
his room flew open! His other self,
Sigmond Van Mortimor, dimly ap-
peared in the gray moonlight. He must
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have had some secret control of the
machine, for the engines went off for
a second. Fletcher’s heart stopped; for
in that single second came softly one
plaintive note of the old cry of the
hashish eater!

At the same instant the upper berth
began slowly slipping down its iron
tods upon Fletcher! Then he knew
how Skyles had died of fright, and un-
der what sheets. He was sleeping in
an open coffin that Van Mortimor was
closing up!

Fletcher. was paralyzed as usual in
the presence of that half-seen, blanched
face. The ghastly visage of himself
was leering in upon him now. The
stuffy white satin cover above him was
so gently and so steadily creeping down
to envelop him! The apparition was
delighted—it stopped leering, and now
laughed contemptuously.

Was not Van Mortimor actually in-
fallible, omnipotent? The lid of the
coffin came down, nearer and nearer to
the life-breath of Fletcher, who was
held so very securely by the fear of
this evil power, None of Fletcher’s
men could suspect his plight or hear
his cries, above the roar of those en-
gines.

But now Fletcher made a tremen-
dous effort to stir. He realized he was
not altogether being held bv fright, for
he smelled the odor of crushed peach
pits. He knew now that there were
fumes in the funeral room.

If he only had a little fresh air, he
believed he could move, even in the
face of this inhuman white thing, his
double. But how could Van Mortimor
stand this same air that was choking
him? There was a secret chamber
back where the fiend was, but the panel
between the two of them was open.

Fletcher could see the cruel face of
his other self in that other little room.
Van Mortimor was bringing out
Fletcher’s old clothes now, the very
ones he had worn up to Cleborough
on that first memorable night so long

ago.
6 A
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The lid of the coffin was within a
foot of Fletcher’s face. Each breath
seemed his last. Yet his hand was still
clenched upon his revolver. He had
succeeded in weakly raising it about
an inch under the black sheet. If he
could just get the muzzle of the pistol
a half inch higher he could clear the
foot of the berth and take one dying
shot at the pitiless Van Mortimor.

With an effort that brought the
blood pounding in his ears he gave the
pistol a desperate jerk that raised it a
little higher. His deathlike grip held
it there, and his numb fingers fired
point-blank ahead. The bullet nicked
the wood at the foot of the berth, but
it also went through the open panel-
way!

.There was a shattering of glass
which he could not hear, drowned out

by the sound of the motors, but he
felt the flood of fresh cool iltrenglf:lll-
iving air that swept in upon-him. He
(gulx‘;::!lldgy put another bullet through the
little window in his own room' and
wiggled out from under the falling
coffin lid. He hit the floor in the throes
of the last life of a cat.

Van Mortimor had ceased his prepa-
ration of the burial wardrobe at the
first shot. Now he turned upon his
victim, haughtily incensed, and ad-
vanced through the open panel in a
maniacal fury. But Fletcher had nim-
bly sprung upon his feet and braced

himself against the wall.

E had a straight bead down the
barrel of his automatic on the
demon’s heart—but the fiend

kept coming, his hands raised in gloat-

ing malediction. Just as he plunged

into the room Fletcher blazed away.
A streak of fire cut the darkness
straight and true to its goal.

Then Fletcher understood what
Bates had feared. _

That bloated white face was laagh-
ing at him and still advancing. Lei-
surely, triumphantly, now. Fletcher
pﬁm;zled the contents of the revolver

A
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into its breast, but he knew now that
not even the shots could be heard. Re-
sistance was futile,

But now his hands found and
touched the light switch. The gloating
face showed up in the light with the
pallor of a sickly spider, as it closed in
upon him. Fletcher threw the empty
pistol at its head and missed. Then he
flew desperately at the Thing’s throat
with his bare hands, and failed in his
grasp—his fingers only tore feebly
against a vest of solid steel.

People were pounding on the door.
The lights were blazing, and the door
from the passageway moved. With a
sudden burst of diabolical strength the
phantom slipped from Fletcher’s hands
and lunged across the cabin.

The outside door flew open, and for
an instant Fletcher saw a patch of pale
gray sky. Then the air pressure had
closed the outside door—and Van
Mortimor had vanished.

In the open doorway from the pas-
sage were crowded the white faces of
Dr. Bates and Bland. They stood
there obstinately blocking the aisle, ob-
scuring the view of those behind them,
pushing those behind them back up the
passage.

Now Bates turned and made frantic
signs for all the others to look else-
where. Then he pulled Bland into the
room with him, shut the door behind’
him, and locked it. .

Fletcher was still so terrified he
could not believe the spell was broken.
It took Dr. Bates to prove it to him.

“Bland and I alone actually saw
him go out into the sea,” scrawled
the old doctor, and he stuck that under
Fletcher's eyes.

“My God!” answered Fletcher.
‘““He had on a steel vest, and he went
into the sea.”

“ So much the better,” Bates scrib-
ble<’i, below; “ his body will never float

kunning. to the nearly closed black
bed, Bates examined it with horror.
He pointed out that three of its inno-
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cent iron corner rods were solid; the
upper berth had simply been loosened
so that the top section could creep up
and down its own legs. The fourth
post or support, however, which ap-
peared to be identical with the others,
and was hidden in the corner, was in
reality an electric jack for raising and
lowering the heavy upper berth.

Concealed wires ran from this bed
to: the secret chamber where the con-
trol switch was located. When they
attempted to close the coffin-berth
completely, they found that the top lid
of it could go no lower than it had
stopped now.

“You see,”” Bates informed them,
while Bland methodically prowled
about the cabin for traces of the dis-
aster, “ after Von Mortimor had a vic-
tim prepared for death he didn’t need
to touch him to kill him with this con-
traption. ‘This is how poor Skyles
went!”

They discovered a little rubber tube
running from the secret chamber, still
oozing some faint fumes. The shat-
tered glass told how Fletcher had

broken a pane there to get the fresh

air that saved his life. v

HE good old physician had . a
happy idea next. He fished a
prescription pad out of his

pocket and scratched his head, think-
ing for a moment. Then he wrote:

There’s no one left but yourself. Van
Mortimor is dead. Long live Van Mor-

timor !

And he solemnly handed it to
Fletcher, while he held a finger over
his mouth. Both Bland and Fletcher
read it and nodded their heads.

Then Bland and the doctor quickly
collected all the simple evidences of
the phantom’s unnatural practices, in-
cluding Fletcher’s old clothes. Then
Bates tore into small bits their present
conversation, and dropped that, too,
upon the little pile. He made a neat
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bundle of everything in one of the
black “sheets, and, opening the outside
door, he threw this baggage out after
its master—far down into the deep.

Thereupon he locked and barred the
outside door, shutting the secret panel;
pushed the dark upper berth up into its
normal position, heaved a vast sigh,
and waved the two others from the
room.

When Fletcher finally emerged from
the vulture’s nest he was confronted
by Gloria, waiting by the side of his
door.

He gathered her up drunkenly in his
arms, and weakly reeled up the pas-
sageway which was so swiftly speeding
on to Bar Harbor. -All the boat was
now aglow with cool moonlight; his
black cloud truly had a silver lining.

They stopped in an observation
salon which was a part of this luxu-
rious sky yacht.

He was handed a message reading:

CarraiN VAN MORTIMOR:

False alarm! Have had the whole
plane gone over again. There are only
the same twelve of us aboard this ship.

KokgBEr, Pilot.

Gloria had at once insisted upon get-
ting a basin of fresh water, and now
she was tenderly bathing the clammy
perspiration from his face. Her gaze
followed his, down to the quiet sea
gleaming silver in the moonlight, a
mile beneath them, gliding by so swift-
ly and smoothly.

Impulsively Gloria Mortimor seized
a pad and wrote in her charmingly
delicate hand: «

“ There’s something awe-inspiring
about having been ‘ hand-picked’ and
then reared like a little princess, for a
great purpose. But somehow, with
your help, T feel that I have accom-
plished it.”

Fdmond Fletcher answered ea-
gerly: |

“You have! You have driven the
phantom out of the rainbow.”

THE END.
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“You’re not getting away with any-
thing,” he said. Not loudly. He did
not bluster, he pronounced sentence.

Elroyd was hatless, and in dunga-
rees. Except for his manner nothing
about him marked his authority. Tall,
gaunt-cheeked, seeming at that mo-
ment decades older than his twenty-
five years, his gray eyes impaled the
three he suspected of killing his buddy.

“ Last night I heard too much for.

your good,” he said. “ Right now I'm
doing nothing about it. There’s work
for all hands. Last night’s gale left
us a leak to patch and a jury rudder
to rig. But—when the ship docks at
New Orleans I square accounts for last
night. So don’t kid yourselves.”

Bluff. Nothing but bluff. Elroyd
had heard nothing. Yet he was prov-
ing his suspicions by the only means
within his power. The murderer, if
there were a murderer, could hide the
money belt which had been the motive
for the crime,if there had been a crime.
The man could bribe or intimidate his
fellow sailors, if they had not actually
been his accomplices.

But untfl he stepped ashore at New
Orleans, free, he could not be positive
of how much Elroyd had observed;
could not be sure that the officer was
not biding the most advantageous time
for an arrest. Keenly the third mate
searched the three faces, one white, one
yellow, one black, for a hint of un-
easiness,

All three scowled at him, unabashed.

“ What you drivin’ at, mister? All
the rough stuff that was done, you
pulled yourself,” Gus answered.

Gus was the white man. He had
made a pierhead jump at Maracaibo,
and he had never explained why he
had come to sea in such haste. Em-
phatically not. When the skipper ques-
tioned him the thin lips closed to a
slit and the cold eyes glinted. What
he replied was that he had been a rigger
in the oil fields and had lost his job.
It was cheaper to work a passage than
buy one, wasn’t it?
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Since he was a powerful, intelligent-
looking man, Captain Haddon had let
him sign articles. The past and the
character of a seaman are inunaterial.
Elroyd hadn’t bothered about Gus un-
til this moment. Now he found the
man’s face dark and evil.

“Si” Felipe corroborated, but his
eyes shifted from the third mate's.
Felipe was the color of saddle leather;
a huge, black-browed Nicaraguan, one
thirty-second Spanish and the balance
Indian. He spoke little English. That
circumstance had made Gus his buddy
aboard, for the ex-rigger could jabber
}v;t:at passed for Latin-American Span-
ish.

Alex said nothing. A surly expres-
sion and a razor slash which had left
a white line across the dark cheek from
nostril to ear marked the black man
for what the South calls a “bad
nigger.” Alex had joined the Perro
Serra two voyages before. He went
ashore in Central America, but never
in the States. He gambled constantly,
‘and with very bad luck. Alex kept his
mouth shut, and a negro who does not
talk will usually bear watching.

All three men were tough. That fact
was the root of the third mate’s sus-
picion.

“You’'ll know what I'm driving at
when the cops come on board,” Elroyd
said. * That’s all for now; turn tol”

He swung on his heel and walked
away. An attempt to answer Gus
would only have revealed how very lit-
tle hie knew.

T 3 A.M. on the previous night all
hands wondered whether the
Perro Serra was going to live

through the storm. The disaster had
occurred suddenly. First the begin-
nings of a hurricane had swooped on
the old six-thousand-ton {freight-and-
passenger steamer. The storm was
small in extent; much like a cyclone
ashore. It would only last four hours,
or so, but what it lacked in scope it
redeemed in intensity.



; GALE’'S AFTERMATH.

The Perro Serra pitched heavily.
The wind screamed. Flattened, foam-
streaked seas lurched out of the dark,
but all the power and confusion and
fury of a gale at night were nothing
to bother a sailor until the Perro Serra
heaved up on a wave and plunged down
upon a ten-ton fragment of floating
wreckage. Then it was,.“ All hands
save ship!”’

The first impact punched a three-
faot hole below the water line. Then
the wreckage tore loose, bump-bump-
bumped along the side, and finished by
disabling the rudder. The ship yawed
into the trough. The force of the wind
held her there.

At once the seas leaped on the old
Perro Serra as a boxer striving for a
knockout rushes a reeling, punch-drunk
adversary. Green water thundered
across the well decks; leaped up and
smashed at the superstructure. The
weather rail was ripped away. The
weather lifeboats were knocked from
the gripes and crushed.

"The boom of tons of water falling

on the decks, the crash of wood and
glass, terrified the passengers. Sailors
were more concerned at the way the
water rose in the holds. Little by lit-
tle the ship listed to starboard till the
lee rails were awash at every roll.
Below decks water sloshed ankle deep
in fire and engine rooms. Steam went
down. The dynamo short circuited
and all through the ship lights flickered
out. .
Captain Haddon took the bridge.
The first and second mates hurried aft
with the best men of the crew to get
out a drag by which they could throw
the ship’s head into the sea. They had
po faith in any such rough-and-ready
method af steering, but the fo’c’s’le was
swept by every sea, and they had to do
‘what they could. .
Elroyd was ordered to get the life-
hoats ready for lowering. He had a
deck lantern for light, and Gus, Felipe
and Alex to. help him. Not men
emoagh, but all who could be spared.
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Qn the boat deck the spray was
blinding. The force of the wind
pushed him backward in spite of braced
feet. When the ship rolled, water
would lick along the deck three inches,
six inches, a foot deep, depending up-
on whether the wave rolling under the
Perro Serra was big or small. Elroyd
decided the chances of smashing the
boat against the davits the instant the
gripes were loosened were far better
than even, but he, too, had to do what
he could.

Felipe and he were the strongest of
the four, so he sent Gus and Alex to
the cranks of the patent davits. They
could swing the boat out while he and
Felipe pulled on a rope which would
prevent it from swaying or swinging.
Felipe, however, had never been to sea
before. He was whining Spanish and
clinging onto the hand rail.

Elroyd had to kick him three times
to get him loose. The big Nicaraguan
slid across the deck. The mate caught
him, lifted him to his feet, and thrust
the rope into his hands.

““When she rises you pull, savvy?”’
he shouted.

“ Si, si!” Felipe snarled, fearing the
third mate as much as the sea 3t that
moment.

Elroyd kicked loose the gripes. Gus
and Alex ground away on the patent
davits, but just as the lifeboat rose the
Perro Serra dipped to a big sea. A
foot of water sloshed down the deck.

“YYULL, Felipe!” Elroyd yelled, and

flung his own weight on the line.

For an instant he held the life-
boat, but as the ship dipped farther in-
to the sea Felipe dropped the rope and
lurched back to the hand rail. He
wasn’t going to be swept off his feet
and over the side.

Elroyd’s strength couldn’t hold the
boat alone. He slipped, and went
down. The water tumbled him aft,
swung him like a pendulum at the end
of the rope he held, and pinned him
against the next lifeboat aft. Of
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course, the boat they were hoisting was
slung against the davit, and its stern
was crushed into matchwood. There
had been only three lifeboats. The ac-
cident left two.

The third mate walked to Felipe and
punched him between the eyes.

“Pull! Pull all-a time, savvy?” he
said, and then, remembering how little
English the Nicaraguan understood,
he turned to Gus. “ Tell him if he
thinks of his yellow hide again I’ll
break his head. Make it strong, Gus.”

The white man must have made it
very strong, for Felipe cringed.

And it was at that moment, when all
four stood close together under the lan-
tern, that Billy Connor stepped into
the spray-blurred circle of light. He
took the lantern from where it hung.

“ Sorry, Elroyd. I got to open the
safe,” he shouted above the roar of the
wind.

“Hi!
yelled.

Billy shook his head. The purser
was a little, fair-haired man with a
broad smile and a wit that was clever
among the passengers and broad when
he kidded the crew. Because he was
quick where Elroyd was slow, merry
where the mate was grave, the two
were friends.

“Won’t take a minute.
help you!” Billy insisted. “I'm re-
sponsible for the ship’s funds. If we
abandon ship I've got to carry them
with me!”

“We’re not abandoning ship!” the
third mate contradicted.

“I'm no passenger,” Billy grinned.
“ We're liable to, damn sudden. It’s
duty with me, Elroyd. ‘Save ship’s
funds if possible.’ Won't take me a
minute to fill a money belt, and I've
left my flash light with the passen-
gers!”

Without waiting for a second refusal
he ran down the deck with the lantern.

“Ze sheep zink, si?”’ gasped Felipe
while the four seamen waited in the
darkness.

Put that back!’ Elroyd

Then I'll
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“No!’ snapped Elroyd, but the
thing was only too likely. The Perro
Serra listed more and more to star-
board. The wind was rising.

“Kin he get all that money into a
belt, Mr. Elroyd?” shrieked Gus.

“ Shut up!” said the mate.

The light bobbed through the door,
and Billy Connor worked his way to-
ward them, pulling himself along by
the hand rail. In the light of the lan-
tern they could see the straps of a broad
leather belt around his waist beneath
the coat. -

“Well, hold the light, since you're
here,” the third mate grunted.

Momentarily the Perro Serra rode
easily. Elroyd kicked loose the gripes.
“ Hoist away!” he ordered. Gus and
Alex ground at the cranks. Felipe and
Elroyd braced themselves on the pre-
venter line. The lifeboat was rising
into the air when the great wave which
followed the deceptive lull loomed up
like the side of a wall. The Perro Ser-
ra rolled till her starboard rail was
deep in the water. Then, after a sec-
ond that was etched in Elroyd’s bram,
the top of the great sea foamed waist
deep across the boat deck.

Before the third mate was swept aft
he saw Connor drop the lantern and
clutch the hand rail with both hands.
Felipe cried out and for the second
time leaped to save himself. He was
too late. The sea caught him on the
open deck. Gus and Alex were at the
cranks, which gave them a hold as sol-
id as a sailor could wish.

The rush of the great sea knocked
Elroyd from his feet. The rope was
torn from his clutch. Half strangled
by salt water his head bumped the deck
twice and then struck a stanchion. He
saw stars like the burst of a rocket—
and nothing more.

HEN Elroyd recovered con-
sciousness Felipe was trying to
lift him from the deck. The

mate was pinned against the rail at
the break of the after well deck, fully
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fifty feet from the lifeboat. Water
was draining off the planks all around
him, but whether this was the last wash
of the big wave, or from some subse-
quent sea, he would have given much
to know, later.

At the moment he pushed the black-
browed Nicaraguan backward and
staggered erect. Gus and Alex seemed
to have been washed aft also. They
were opposite an open space betweén
the lifeboats moving down the deck to-
ward him. i

“ Where's Billy Connor?”’ he gasped.

“ Quien sabe?” said Felipe—and
drew himself out of arm’s reach.

Gus came splashing aft at a run.

“‘The purser’s gone!” he shouted.

“ Poor devil!” Elroyd said. Grief
was the only thought that entered his
head, and the mate of a hard-pressed
ship cannot waste time in mourning a
friend. Grimly Elroyd led the way
back to the lifeboat. This time the
four of them swung it out; secured
the third and last boat also. The three
sailors went aft to help with the rud-
der. Elroyd reported to the skipper
that two lifeboats.were ready, and that
Billy Connor was overboard.

“Two boats .aren’t enough!” said
Haddon.

““ The other smashed, sir,” Elroyd
answered. His head was ringing like
a bell, but even then, before the storm
had abated, some odd details worried
him. Why had Felipe been trying to
lift him up—so close to the rail, too—
while he was still knocked out? Why
badn’t the water swept Billy against
the same rail? How had Gus and Alex
had time to get so far from the dav-
its unless he had been unconscious
longer than he had believed?

Between every lifeboat, of course,
there was an open space, unprotected
by a rail, yet those spaces weren’t more
than a foot wide. Billy might have
been washed out through one of these;
but it was just as possible that after the
great wave passed the three sailors had
seen Elroyd unconscious. Billy would
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still have been clinging to the hand

rail.

For Gus and Alex to throw them-
selves on the little purser, rob him, and
toss him clear over a2 lifeboat into the
ocean, would have been the work of a
minute. Billy didn’t weigh a hundred
and thirty pounds. Both the sailors
were powerful six-footers. On the
other hand, for Felipe to hoist Elroyd,
one hundred and ninety pounds of dead
weight over a four-foot rail would
have been quite a task.

Murder? Followed by an attempted
murder to remove the only possible wit-
ness? Or merely an accident? Elroyd
could not decide. He brooded over
the problem while the wind and sea
went down ; racked his brain for means
of proof all through the forenoon
watch, and in the end could think of
nothing- more efficacious than a veiled
threat to the three suspects. T'o search
for the money belt hours after the
crime would have been futile.

“ E, can have the cops search the
three of them at New Orleans,
yes,” said Captain Haddon.

Immediately after leaving the sailors

Elroyd had gone to the skipper’s room

and told the entire story.

“We can keep them from getting
ashore with the money,” he went on,
“but even if we find they’re loaded
with cash, that fact won’t hang them.
Billy's belt might have been torn off.
They might have picked it up. That’s
unlikely, of course, but to prove there
was a murder the -courts require a
corpse or an eyewitness."”

“Billy was my friend,” said Ei-
royd softly.

“ Well, damn ‘it, wasn’t he mine?”
snorted the skipper, whose quick tem-
per was beyond the power of middle
age and corpulence to check. “ Ain't 1
discussing this with you like I believed
he was slugged, which frankly I don’t?

“ What do you want me to do? Lock
them up, with all this work to be done?
With our coal wet and liable to take fire
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and all the rest of the grief last night
left us? Or tell the passengers we
think there’s three murderers in the
crew, but we aren’t doing anything
about it? Smacking Felipe was bound
to make trouble. Those Spigs are hot
tempered.”

“You aren’t suggesting—" began
Elroyd, level-eyed.

“ That you’re trying to cover your-
self? Hell, no!” the skipper disclaimed.
“ But what did you talk to those bim-
bos for? You just wised them up that
they could be searched! Or were you
hoping they’d make another try to get
you, so’s you could land them in the
calaboose for something?”’

“No-0.” Elroyd’s tone was wist-
ful. “I just don’t give a damn about
the money, captain. Thought if we got
them worried they might incriminate
themselves.”

“ That cold-eyed tropical tramp of a
Gus has too many brains. Alex ain’t
got sense enough. He'll just keep his
thick sullen head shut,” snorted the
skipper. “1I do care about the money
—ten thousand dollars, about two thou-
sand in gold, plus the passengers’ jew-
elry. But care or not, I'll risk losing
it for the sake of Billy Connor.”

“1t’s all hidden away by now, any-
way,” answered the third mate. “ You
wouldn’t mind telling those three men
you're going to discharge them at New
Orleans? Of course, you are!”

“<Of course’ ain’t emphatic enough
for the way they're going off this
ship!” Haddon retorted. “ But why
tell them?”

‘“ Because they must have wanted
that cash bad, awful bad, both of
them,” said Elroyd. * Let them know
what they’re up against. Our only
chance comes when the Perro Serra
docks at New Orleans. They’ll surely
try something funny to get the jack
ashore. 'If Billy was killed Gus and
Alex did it. Felipe wasn’t anything
but a measly accessory. I can’t imag-
ine that negro leaving money behind,
or Gus daring to give it all to him.
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Alex would either skip out, or get
caught and squeal on Gus.”

“ Well, tell them, then,” snapped the
skipper. ‘““ Of course, I think Billy’s
death was an accident, but—is that all
I can do for you?”

‘“ AIl'T can think of now,” said the
third mate. ‘“ While we’re sailing
north I'll gumshoe around, but the big
play comes alongside the docks at New
Orleans.” '

ITH a jury rudder to rig and
two watches to stand every day,
Elroyd had little opportunity
for detective work. Yet as long hot
day followed long hot day he poked his
gaunt face into unexpected places, and
at odd times. His persistence worried
the three sailors. He might have been
a bloodhound baying far back on their
trail. What he accomplished amounted
to little, except that day by day he
reminded them they were being pur-
sued, that they must make greater,
more decisive efforts if thev were to
escape.

The crap game he interrupted when
the Perro Serra was'a day out of New
Orleans was typical in its frustration
of Elroyd’s hopes, and in the opportu-
nity he received to press home his origi-
nal threat.

Walking forward after supper the
third mate heard the rattle of dice on
the steel deck of the crew’s quarters.
He tiptoed to the door.

Eight men knelt in a circle with their
heads together. Behind them, half
facing the doorway, Gus stood with
arms akimbo. Alex was shooting and.
which was rare for the big negro, he
had the dice hot. Twice he naturaled,
and let the money lie. Rolled an eight:
made his point. Rolled a four, made
that.

“Ah’m shootin’ the works,” Alex
growled with the fierce passion of a
seldom successful gambler. The crew
had difficulty in fading him. There
was a sizable heap of crumpled bills on
the deck.
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secret thoughts of men and women!
The evil that they store in their souls.
There is matter here to wreck a hun-
dred powerful and conspicuous fami-
lies. And see! I give it to the fire.”

It is so difficult to convey in words
the infernal double entendre of Dr.
Touchon’s " ceremony.” If you could
have seen him! There he knelt, slowly
feeding his sacrificial fire and intoning
a devout litany, and all the time his
devilish, mocking eyes, fixed on my
mistress’s face, were telling quite a
different story.

“ Wouldn’t you like to read what
is on these cards?” his eyes said.
“ Watch me feed this precious evidence
to the flames, while you are helpless!
From the beginning you have been
helpless against me. You knew I was
a blackmailer, but with all your clever-
ness you couldn’t catch me. Before
your very eyes I committed murder,
and you couldn’t bring it home to me.
Instead of that, I covered you publicly
with ridicule. Now, having made my
pile, I renounce crime, and still you are
helpless. I burn the evidence, and you
will never catch me. In me you have
met your master.”

Such was the inner meaning of Jac-
mer Touchon’s ceremony.

When the last crumpled ball was
dropped on the fire he stood up.

“ Finis!” he said impressively.

“Oh, Jacmer!” murmured Mme.
Storey as if profoundly impressed. But
I who know her so well could see from
the flicker at the corner of her lips
that she was thinking: “I am not so
sure that this is the end!”

CHAPTER XVIII.
MME, STOREY’S RUSE.

LITTLE later in the evening Dr.
Touchon’s efforts to entertain
us appeared to slacken a little.

You know what I mean; a gentle hint.

When a sensitive person perceives it,

‘he sa%s instinctively, “ Well, I must
A
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be going,” and that was in fact what
Mme. Storey said.

Our host made only perfunctory at-
tempts to detain us. Finally he said:
“T’ll ride home with you in the cab.”

“‘That will be nice,” said my mis-
tress.

Ordinarily she would have protested
against such a thing, and it was this
which first gave me the idea that some-
thing was in the wind. .

When we retired into the little pi
boudoir for our wraps she said softly:
;Bella, he is meditating another mur-

er.”

“ Oh, good heavens,” I said, turning
faint, “is it us?”

“ No, silly,” she said, with an in-
dulgent smile for my fears. * Think
it out. Follow through this symbolism
of Touchon’s. He is cutting himself off
from his former life. Well, what is the
human link that still binds him to his
past?”

‘““ Scarface!” I gasped.

“ Precisely. Scarface knows too
much. While he lives Touchon is not
safe. Francis Fay went, Blondy went,
now Scarface’s time has come. To hire
somebody to do it would only create
a new danger. Touchon will cut the
last link with his own hand. He says
he loves symbols and ceremonies, and
it’s true.

“For that reason I am convinced
that he means to carry this ceremony
to its logical conclusion to-night. He
is anxious to get rid of us now. 1
believe he has an appointment to meet
Scarface later. He will shoot him on
sight.

“ When Touchon knelt in front of
the fire I saw the outline of a gun in
his hip pocket. He never carried a gun
in his evening clothes before. He hasa
use for it to-night.”

‘“ Oh, what can we do to prevent it?"
I groaned.

“ We will do what we can,” she said
grimly. “ Keep your eyes open, and act
promptly when you get your cue.”

As we were leaving the room, 1
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started to call her attention to the fact
that she was leaving her beaded bag on
the dressing table. She held up her
hand with a smile.

The Westmoreland shared a cab
stand and starter with the apartment
next door. Dr. Touchon, who did not
maintain a car of his own, always used
these taxis. As we were seating our-
selves in one of them, Mme. Storey
said suddenly:

“Oh, I'm so sorry! I've forgotten
my bag. It’s got our latch key in it.
I left it on the dressing table.”

“I’ll get it,” said Dr. Touchon po-
litely.

The moment he was out of earshot
Mme. Storey shoved back the front
glass of the taxi.

“ Man,” she said in a spirited voice:

to the chauffeur, “ you look white!
Are you game to do me a favor with-
out asking any questions?”’ .

Trust the appeal of those flashing
eyes! He grinned delightedly. * Sure,
lady! As far as you like!”

“ Listen,” she said swiftly, * you're
taking me home, and then you'll be
bringing the doctor back here, or per-
haps some place else. When you turn
into Lexington Avenue after having
left my door, I want you to stop for
three or four minutes as if you had
engine trouble. It is just to give me
time to pick you up in another cab.

“I get ya,” said the driver lacon-
ically.

In a flash Mme. Storey was out of
the cab, and approaching the cab be-
hind. '

“1 want to engage you to come to
No. — East Sixty-Third Street,” she
said to the driver. “ Double fare. Let
this first cab drop me there before you
show yourself in the street. As soon
as he turns the corner you drive up to
the door.” )

Like the first driver, this one said,
with a grin: “1 get ya, lady.”

* As Mme. Storey returned to me, I
said anxiously: ‘‘ Touchon will learn
from them what you have done.”
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“No matter,” she said serenely.
“He’s bound to find out anyhow that
we’ve blocked his game.”

S Touchon closed our house door
behind us, Mme. Storey said to
me swiftly: “ Quick, Bella, call

up the Cobra Club. If Scarface is there,
warn him in the most forcible words at
your command not to keep any ap-
pointment he may have made outside
to-night, but to remain in the club.”

She ran upstairs. :

I got my number without delay, but
alas, it was only to be told that Jack
wasn't there—wouldn’t be there that
night!

Mme. Storey came running down-
stairs again. She saw in a glance that
I had had no luck with my call. She
had a tweed cape for herself and an old
raincoat for me, felt hats and stouter
shoes. We put these things on and
went outside again. Not more than two
or three minutes had elapsed. The sec-
ond cab was at the curb.

In Lexington Avenue we found
Touchon’s cab headed down town,
drawn up at the sidewalk while the
driver made believe to he tinkering
with his engine. We took a turn around
the block. As we approached the second
time, the first car started down Lexing-
ton Avenue, and we followed at a dis-
creet distance. It led us hack to the
Westmoreland, where Dr. Touchon
paid his man and went in.

“I thought so,” murmured Mrne.
Storey. ‘““He wouldn’t let anybody
who knew him drive him to the meet-
ing place. He’ll allow his servants to
think he has gone to bed, and then
come out again.”

“But the hall boy would see him
come out,” I said, “and the cab
starter.” .

“T fancy he will use the little bal-
cony on the side street,” said my mis-
tress dryly. * If I mistake not, he has
used it before.”

Sure enough, in less than half an
hour we saw a figure climb over the
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“Oh, don’t!” I murmured with a
horrible inward quaking.
She laughed at my fears.

N the morning we began to perceive
the consequences of the-shock that
Dr. Touchon had received. On our

way to the office we found ourselves
followed by another car. This car
hung around Gramercy Park all day,
always within sight of our door. Other
men loafed inside the park watching
our door and our windows, and there
were more spies in taxicabs that came
and went. Whenever we went out,
either walking, or by any sort of con-
veyance, we were picked up and fol-
lowed until we returned again. It was
demoralizing to the nerves.

“ He must know that we can see we
are being watched,” I said angrily.
“ What does he expect to gain from
it?”

“ He hopes to make his espionage so
perfect,” said Mme. Storey, * that even
though we know we are being spied
upon, we can’t escape it. It suits me
very well,” she added with a smile.
“ The closer the better!”

She immediately began to prepare
her countermeasures—as usual, in the
most unexpected direction. She in-
structed her two maids, Grace and
Amanda, to make friends with the
maids in the house on Sixty-Second
Street, whose back yard abutted on her
Yack yard.

A “sheet blown over the fence and
its subsequent recovery afforded the
means of breaking the ice. There were
two maids in that house, and very soon
the quartet became firm friends. It
appeared that the family living in the
Sixty-Second Street house was travel-
ing, and the maids were living alone
in the house, sleeping on the top floor.
They arose at seven in the morning.

Grace, instructed by Mme. Storey,
reported that the door from the kitchen
into the yard was locked by an old-
fashioned bolt which, after being shot
into place, turned and caught in a
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groove, so that it could not be pushed
back. The door from the front base-
ment hall into the areaway was locked
at night by a Yale lock, a chain, and a
big key.

Mme. Storey, in seeming kindness of
heart—such kindness was habitual to
her, so this display of it did not excite
suspicion—suggested that the girls use
stepladders in visiting each other back
and forth over the fence, and thus save
a trip around the block. Each house
provided a ladder. She stipulated with
feigned sternness that the ladders must
be carried into the respective houses
every night, in order not to provide a
convenience for sneak thieves.

As a further step in her plans, Crider
was instructed to purchase a taxicab
and to obtain a license to drive it, also
a suitable outfit,

Meanwhile our relations with Dr.
Touchon continued unchanged. I think
he may have been a little nervous as to
his reception when he called on the sec-
ond morning after the meeting in the
park, but he did not show it. He had
recovered his face marvelously.

“ Good morning, Rosika,” he said
fondly. “The freshness of the dawn
lies on your eyelids.” He sought to
command her with his glance.

“Does it?” said Mme. Storey in-
nocently. . “I use Rouget’s Les Syl-
phides powder.”

She allowed her eyes to fall under
his glance, then raised them, a little
flutteringly. Touchon was intoxicated
by the glance, and his confidence in-
creased.

They took cigarettes. “ Look, Jac-
mer,” said Mme. Storey, turning her
chair, and pointing through the win-
dow. * Somebody is having me fol-
lowed again.”

“This is outrageous!” he cried,
springing up. “I suppose the friends
of Barney Craigin are getting up
another demonstration against you."”

“ No, these are not crooks,” she said.
“ These are flatfeet.”

*“ Flatfeet?”
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ceived, because he never removed his
watch upon our movements, still it
must have had the effect of partly lull-
ing his suspicions. Detectives fol-
lowed us wherever we went.
reports to their master could not have
contained much of interest, for at this
time we never went anywhere during
the day except to and from the office,
while at night we were nearly always in
Touchon’s company. One might haz-
zard a guess that he spent a great deal
of money to very little purpose; how-
ever, that was his look out.

Under cover of the Caybourn case
Mme. Storey and I were always hard
at work on what he called “ our ” case.
There was no longer any attempt to in-
timidate the witnesses, and we kept up
connection with that nice little Mr.
Greenlees, the chief clerk in the
cashier’s department of the insurance
company where Blondy and Scarface
had worked. Mme. Storey talked with
him once or twice over the telephone,
and once, before Touchon had us so
closely watched, she had him out to
lunch.

One morning Dr. T'ouchon was talk-
ing to my mistress on the telephone
about some arrangements for the eve-
ning. Mme. Storey expressed a wish
to see a certain play, and Dr. Touchon
said he would try to get seats. “ I will
ca.léyou up again in a few minutes,” he
said.

“ Oh, make it noon,” said Mme.
Storey. “I have to go out directly.”

“ Very well, at noon,” he said.

She hung up with a smile. “ Bella,”
she said, “see if you can get Mr.
Greenlees on the wire.”

She made an appointment with him
to come to our office at a quarter to
twelve.

F. gentlemanly little chief clerk
was very prompt, and obviously
highly flattered by the summons.
It was the first time he had been in
Mme. Storey’s office, and he looked
around him wonderingly. My mistress

Their -
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‘talked of indifferent matters to put

him at his ease. Finally she said:

““ There’s a man going to call me up
at twelve o’clock, and I want you to
listen in.”

He nodded, full of excitement.

Suddenly my mistress said to me,
with a sly smile: “ Bella, we have a
canny customer to deal with. His sus-
picions are easily aroused. Suppose he
takes it into his head to call in person?”

My heart sunk. It would be only
too much like Touchon.

“Let us ask Mr. Greenlees to wait
in the middle room in order to be on
the safe side,” she said. “ And unlock
the door into the hall.”

It was done. .

At twelve o’clock I was working in
the outer room when, sure enough, the
door opened, and Dr. Touchon entered,
urbane and purring like a handsome
male cat. But there was a sharp point
of inquiry in the bottom of his false
eyes. His suspicions were aroused.
Possibly one of his watchers in the
Park had told him that Mme. Storey
had not been out. It was a fair as-
sumption that these men did not know
Mr. Greenlees, and they could not have
been sure that he was a visitor to our
office, since there were many other
tenants in the building. '

I greeted Dr. Touchon pleasantly,
but not too pleasantly; Mme. Storey
herself had said that it would look
more natural if I maintained a certain
stiffness of attitude toward him.

* Come right in!"” I said, opening the
door into Mme. Storey’s room. I
noticed that his eyes swept a covert
glance around it He would have
liked to open the door into the middle
room, too. I lingered, wondering how
my mistress would handle the situa-
tion. She is a perpetual surprise to
me, like a good play.

“Well, Jacmer,” she said, “ this is
unexpected.”

“I haven't seen you for twelve
hours,” he said in his fondest manner.
“ My eyes need the refreshment.”
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only extremely well-to-do fellows can
afford to join." So that's that. What
am I to do?”

Upon receipt of this letter, Mme.
Storey debated with herself awhile,
and then called up Asa Van Ben-
thuysen and made an appointment to
see him at his office an hour later. This
was before Dr. Touchon had us so
closely invested. Mr. Van Benthuysen
as everybody knows is chairman of the
board of the Metropolis National
Bank, and a member of that small in-
ner circle of bankers who are supposed
to control our destinies. Whether that
be so or not, he is a man of vast
wealth whose name has become a
household word. He is a delightful
old gentleman, wise, humorous and hu-
mane. For a long time he has taken
the keenest interest in Mme. Storey’s
careeg, and on more than one occasion
has assisted her by the exercise of his
‘unique power.

1 was not present at her interview
‘with the multi-millionaire, but upon her
return to our office she repeated what
had taken place. -

. “Mr. Van Benthuysen.” she said,
“ I hear rumors that you have a daugh-
ter, Inez, who is about to come out in
society, but nothing seems to be known
about her for certain.” L

“It is quite true,” he said smiling,
“T try to keep the children out of the
glare of publicity as long as possible,
but Inez is straining at the leash. This
winter I suppose I must let her have
her fling.”

“ Where is she now?”’

“Tet me see, where are people
now ?” he asked. )

“ At Hot Springs or White Sul-
phur.” .
“ Well, wherever it is, she’s there.
“ Do you expect her home soon?”’

“ Not until the opera season opens
in November.”

“ One more question; are you ac-
quainted with the Waddons? Waddon
is the president of the steel cable trust.”

““ Not socially, if that is what you
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mean,” said Mr. Van Benthuysen care-
lessly. The Van Benthuysens are of
the old Knickerbocker stock. * They
are newcomers in New York, I be-
lieve. I suppose I have met Waddon
at public luncheons or dinners, but I
do not remember him.”

“Then it is fairly certain that your
daughter has not met Ronald Waddon,
the son?”

“I am quite sure that she hasn’t,”
said Mr.. Van Benthuysen positively.
“ So far we have been able to choose
her acquaintances. I seem to have
heard somewhere that the young man
is an unlicked cub.”

“ Quite,” said Mme. Storey dryly.

“If I may be permitted a slang
phrase, what are you getting at ?”’ asked
Mr. Van Benthuysen curiously.

“I came to ask you,” said Mme.
Storey, “ for your permission to mas-
querade as your daughter for a short
while.”

“Well!” he said, laughing heartily.
“You can always surprise one! I am
sure you would never have made so
peculiar a request unless you had a
good reason.”

Mme. Storey gave him a brief sketch
of our case. He was a man who was
accustomed to keeping secrets, of
course.

“ Good Heavens!” he cried. “ What
things go on nowadays! The newspa-
pers astonish one, but the unpublished
stories are simply amazing!”

“You see,” said Mme. Storey, ““ any
one who may meet me as your daugh-
ter will learn in the end that it was all
a hoax, so there will be nothing to em-
barrass Miss Van Benthuysen later.”

“You have my permission,” he
said, “ for what that is worth. On one
condition. That you promise to tell
me the whole story as it develops. Inez
herself would be only too pleased with

. the idea.”

“ What does she look like?” asked
Mme. Storey.

He showed her a photograph.

“ A photograph tells one so little.”
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“Well, she’s tall and slender like
you,” he said, “with blond hair and
dark eyes.”

““What is her present style of dress-
ing her hair?”

“The skinned cat effect,” he said
dryly. :

*““1 see, a boyish bob,” said Mme.
Storey laughing. '

S soon as Mme. Storey had fin-
ished relating this to me, she
dictated a letter to Basil Thorne:

Keep up the connection with Ronny
Waddon. Express the deepest chagrin
at being turncd down by the Cobra
Club, and keep returning to the subject.
Suggest that while it is true you arz2
only a poor actor, you have a rich
backer who 1s willing to put up any
amount in order to he shown the sights
of the town. Make a grcat secret of
this, and only consent after long pres-
sure to tell your friend’s name.

Tt is Miss Tnez Van Benthuysen,
cldest daughter of Asa Van Benthuy-
sen.  She is determined to have her
little fling Lefore she is presented to
society this winter.  She is cighteen
vears old and very beautiful.  Her
family does not inquire too closely into
her movements as long as she is accome
panied by her pal, Emily Beekman, an
older girl, who rather keeps an cye on
the giddy Tnez. Suggest that Tnez will
put up for all three of you at the Cobra
Club. She has fifty thousand dollars a
year spending money. This is not as
much as Ronny himself is reputéd to
have, but will be sufficient, I fancy, to
tempt the promoters of the organiza-
tion.

T don’t want to arouse suspicion by
naming too high a figure. In a day or
$o0 you may invitc Ronny to a little
party with you and Tncz and Emily.
I will send you word when I am ready.

My perturbation grew and grew as
I set this down in my notebook. “1I
shall never be able to get away with
it?" T cried when she had finished.

“Of course you will!” said Mme.
Storey. ‘“ You are a better actress than
-you think. We will give you a part
that will fit like a glove.”

When the letter was dispatched,
Mme. Storey said casually, pulling
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down the corners of her mouth as she
does when she is disposed to tease me:
“ Bella, are you willing to give your
hair for our case?”

“My hair!” I stamunered.
suppose so, if it is necessary.”

She laughed. “ Then telephone to
Emil Witmer, the wig-maker, and ask
him to come here as soon as possible.”

This Emil Witmer was a famous
man in his way, learned in hair. He
could sketch for you the hirsute style
of any great man in history at any
given stage in his career. Since his-
torical dramas have gone out of fash-
ion, the poor man has had rather hard
sledding. He had done work on sev-
eral occasions for Mme. Storey. By
the irony of fate Emil had no hair of
his own, save the narrowest of fringes
around the base of his skull.

“ Emil,” said Mme. Storey when he
came, ‘“look at my head, and look at
my secretary’s head. I want you to
make wigs for us that exactly resemble
our present heads of hair. They must
not be wiggy-looking wigs, but must
be able to stand scrutiny by night or
day. Can you do it?”

“ Certainly, madame, since you both
wear long hair.”

“\Vhen they are ready,” Mme.
Storey went on, “ you must come here
and cut my hair and my secretary’s; a
modish boy-bob for each of us. My
hair you must bleach or dye to a beauti-
ful golden color, and Bella’s—I think
you may leave Bella’s red. It will be
very smart.”

“But suppose we were to meet
him,” I murmured. .

“Oh, if we meet him we are out of
luck,” said Mme. Storey. “ No dis-
guise on earth would deceive those
sharp eyes. However, there’s little
chance of it. We are going among
those who do not know us.”

Emil Witmer took the measure-
ments of our heads together with
samples of our hair, and departed.

He was accustomed to rush orders
from the theatrical profession, and in

“ ]I
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to say: “ What a marvelous pair they
would make! Both so handsome, so
clever, so distinguished! If ever two
persons were intended for each oth-
er, etc., etc.” Out of the thoughts of

the beholders Touchon hoped to create’

in time an entity too- strong to be
broken. He was a very subtle psychol-
ogist.

As is always the case nowadays, the
party was so late in getting under way.
that it bade fair to last most of the
night. As midnight approached Mme.
Storey and I began to feel like Cinde-
rella, wondering how on earth we
should get away. If we insisted,
Touchon’s suspicions were certain to
be aroused. Finally at a quarter to
one it could no longer be put off. She
drew our host a little aside.

* Jacmer, it has been a lovely party,
but I am dropping with sleep. As you
know, we have come home with the
milk every morning for a week.”

“ But, Rosika,” he objected in real
or simulated dismay, “ you are my star
attraction; you are the only excuse for
this party. If you go, it will be like
‘ Hamlet * without the Prince.”

“I have a hard day before me. The
Caybourn case has reached a crisis.” -

“ Confound Lear Caybourn!” he
said, scowling. “ Why do you trouble
yourself over such an insignificant af-
fair? ‘There’s nothing in it. 1 hate
to see you dabbling in this sordid busi-
ness of crime,” he added, lowering his
voice. “ Why not give it up altogether
—and live!” _ .

“Not yet,” she said with a smile,
into which he might read anything that
he chose. .

As she remained firm, though polite,
he was obliged to submit.

“ Very well,” he said; “ I'll take you
home.”

Mme. Storey energetically protest-
ed, but he insisted. “I will be back in
fifteen minutes,” he said; *“ no one will
miss me.”

So he drove home in the cab with
us, purring in my mistress’s ear the
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whole way. It was a strange kind of

"lovemaking. I shuddered at him. As

we turned into our street I saw a taxi
standing in front of one of the dark
houses where no taxi had any call to
be, and farther along a figure skulking
in thé shadow of the stoop opposite our
_bouse—the, spies of this precious lover.
I entered the house first, and as he.
bent to kiss her hand I heard him mur-
mur: “ Dream of, me!” .
What a ghastly farce!

ME. STOREY and I ran up-
stairs. Her maid Grace roused’
herself sleepily from a sofa

where she had been waiting for us.
We pulled off our wigs and burst out
laughing at the sight of each other’s
cropped heads. But there was no time
to be lost. It was already one o’clock,
and the boys no doubt already waiting
for us in Sixty-Second Street. Mme.
Storey insisted on making me up as
well as herself. My dress was waiting
for me, a marvelous creation of paddy
green, very long-waisted with a bouf-
fant skirt short in front and long be-
hind..

When I was ready I could scarcely
face myself in the mirror. It seemed
to me that I looked terrible. But then
I never have any notion of how I look.
Mme. Storey appeared to be pleased.
‘“ Smart as-paint!” she said.

Meanwhile she was applying herself
to her own make-up. She is a past
mistress of that art, and when she
turned around I simply gaped at the
effect of youthfulness she had
achieved. No color in her face except
on the lips, but a pale wash of bistre
to go with her dark eyes and golden
hair. The faintest of shadows applied
to the cheeks and temples thinned her
face and produced that touching effect
of girlishness. It would not have
passed muster by day, but under arti-
ficial light it was perfect.

Her dress was a scanty thing of
changeable pink taffeta very cunningly
and amusingly draped, and finished
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‘'with an immense ragged bow of the
same material on one hip. It had a
rakish effect of being slung on any-
how. Her long slender legs were noth-
ing less than poetic.

During the dressing operations
Mme. Storey gave a part of her mind
to the task of coaching me. “ The
chum that a rich girl carries around
‘with her,” she said, ““is certain to be
a sort of echo and satellitee. When
she’s older, as you are supposed to be,
she may appear to exercise a sort of
restraining influence, but there’s noth-
ing to it really. So you will be quite
safe in saying, ‘ Oh, Inez! admonish-
ingly to all my extravagances, while
you go ahead and encourage me with
subservient smiles. When in doubt,
flatter me. They always do.”

When all was ready, we left the
house by the back door, carrying the
stepladder between us. We placed it
‘against the back fence. We had to sit
on top of the fence like two cats while
we drew the ladder up and let it down
on the other side. If anybody had hap-
pened to look out of one of the com-
manding windows, they would have
seen an odd sight, but there was little
danger of that at such an hour.

Mme. Storey was armed with a lit-
tle kit containing a tiny flash light, a
thin chisel, and a peculiar looking in-
strument that resembled one of those
clips for taking off the top of an egg.
Grace had told her that the kitchen
door of our neighbors’ house was of
the same constructfon as our own back
door, so she knew how to set to work
upon it. It had glass panes, and by
turning the flash sidewise we could see
the end of the bolt inside. With her
chisel she opened a split in the edge of
the door frame, and, holding it open
with the chisel, inserted her thin pliers,
and, catching hold of the bolt, turned
it and worked it back. The operation
sounds simple, but it took considerable
time.

My association with Mme. Storey
has drawn me into many strange situ-
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ations, but this was the first time I had
gone in for actual housebreaking. My
heart was pounding like a mallet in
my breast, and I was sick with appre-
hension. On the other hand, my mis-
tress chuckled like a little girl.

“An old burglar taught me this
stunt,” she whispered. * He’s in Sing
Sing, poor fellow.”

Finally the door swung in. Closing
and bolting it behind us, we tiptoed
across the unknown kitchen with the
aid of the flash. A clock ticked com-
panionably on the dresser. A door
creaked as we passed through, and my
heart missed a beat. We made our
way through the basement halil to the
door leading to the areaway. It was
an old-fashioned high-stoop house.
The .multiple fastenings of the door
gave us no trouble from the inside, of
course. We fastened back the spring
lock, and locked the door from the
outside, carrying the big key with us,

-so that the unsuspecting maids upstairs

might not be exposed to possible ma-
rauders.

What a relief it was to find Crider
and his cab standing at the curb. Basil
Thorne was inside. “ Thank God!’
he said. “I thought something had
happened.”

CHAPTER XXIIL
SPEAK-EASY.

HE rendezvous, Basil told us, was
Texas Bill's, one of the innumer-
able little speak-easies hidden in

the old dwellings of Greenwich Vil-
lage. We climbed two flights of stairs,
and Basil tapped in a peculiar way on
a door. When it was opened, the scene
that met our eyes was scarcely one of
revelry. We saw a big bare room set
about with tables and chairs, leaving a
tiny open space in the middle for danc-
ing.

Young men and women lounged
limply in the chairs or spread them-
selves on the tables, smoking endless
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cigarettes, staring listlessly, and say-
ing nothing. A man geated in a chair
tipped back against the wall, his heels
cocked on the rungs, was crooning a
blues song, accompanying himself on
‘a -ukelele made out of a cigar box.
Through an open door we saw a poker
game going on in the front room in
perfect silence.

It was my first visit to a Village
resort. I was impressed by the ex-
treme youthfulness of the patrons.
The lads affected an artistic careless-
ness, but the girls were as smart as
manikins. Inez and I were not at all
out of place in our finery.

They all seemed to have a sad way
of taking their pleasure. Texas Bill
himself let us in. There was nothing
wild about him but his name; a slender
young man with thin, aristocratic face,
drooping mustache and beautiful man-
ners.

Inez put on her new character with
the opening of the door. Sailing in
like a yacht in a fresh breeze, she cried:
“ Hello, everybody! Gosh, it’s as cheer-
ful as a funeral here!”

“ Oh, Inez!” I said admonishingly.

A buxom girl across the room
roused herself a little resentfully.

“ Quits us,” she said. “ Who the
hell are you?”

“ Miss Inez Van Benthuysen,’
Texas Bill with a flourish.

A loud laugh greeted this announce-
ment, and all the patrons roused them-
selves, anticipating further fun.

“ Welcome to our midst, Inez,” said
the buxom girl ironically. “ Me, I'm
Mary Astor; and my boy friend here
is Algernon Vanderbilt.”

“ Any relation to the hotels?”’ asked
Inez.

“ No, the What-the-hells,” said the
girl,

“ Nice people, too,” said Inez.

She seemed to get the tone of the
place by intuition. I rather enjoyed
the lunatic freedom of manners my-
self, though I couldn’t quite let my-
self go. “ Oh, Inez!” was my note.

said
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“ Have a drink with me, Mary,” said
Inez.  Texas,” she called, ‘“ ask ev-
erybody what they’re drinking.”

Cries came from every side. “ Go
ahead, Inez! Now you're talking!”

“’Ware the gin,” whispered Basil.
“It's got ether in it. ‘That’s what
makes them all so dopey toward the
end of the evening.”

“ Good Heavens!” murmured Inez.
“How do they stand it!”

“ Oh, they’re young,” said Basil.

It was a comfort to have Basil along.
He had an ugly, clever face and an ir-
resistible grin. Though he seemed to
be utterly crack-brained, one observed
that he always kept his wits about him.

We found Ronny Waddon in a cor-
ner sleeping with his head on a table.
When he was roused up he proved to
be a tall, gangly, blond young man,
rather ashen-cheeked, and inclined to
be red about the eyes. He was the
sort who has to be sent to a sanatori-
um at intervals, but never learns any-
thing by it. He was a little surly upon
being awakened, but the magic name
of Van Benthuysen aroused him. It
was rather piteous to see the exhausted
young creature whipping himself up to
the game as it was played at Texas
Bill’s.

“ By golly, Inez!” he said, holding
her hand, “ I never thought you would
be like this. You don’t have to have
money, girl. You're a beauty!”

“Thanks, Ronny,” she drawled,
““you’re a good fellow, but I can’t re-
turn the compliment.”

“I know I'm not handsome,” he
said with a footless grin, “but I’m
awful wicked, girl.”

S the four of us sat around the
table sipping etherized gin, I
would have defied anybody to

guess we were not what we appeared
to be: irresponsible scions of the rich
and their hangers-on, engaged in track-
ing pleasure to its lair. We had the
advantage in having the real thing with
us in the person of Ronny. From the
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her name. Finally he asked her to

dance.

“N JOTHING doing, fellow,” said
Ronny brusquely. ‘Inez is en-
gaged to me for this evening

and every other. I'm going to marry

her.”

“If you are, Inez doesn’t know it,”
she said good-humoredly.

The stalwart youth cast a look of
scorn on the slovenly spendthrift. “ I'm
not asking you, but her,” he said.

“ Well, I'm answering,” said Ronny
truculently. * Get that?”

“Will you dance with me, Inez?”
said the tall youth.

“No,” she said coolly, “I won’t
dance with anybody else to-night, I'm
tired.”

Ronny laughed unpleasantly, and
getting ‘up, said carelessly: “ Come on.
Inez.” .

“ You heard what I said,” she said
coolly. - “I'm not dancing.” _

Ronny dropped back in his chair,
scowling. The tall youth, still sitting
close by, did not laugh at his discom-
fiture, but studied him reflectively.
“ Funny, what money does to a man,”
he said, addressing nobody in particu-
lar.

“ Yah!” said Ronny, “you let my
money buy you drinks quick gnough.’

“ Qure,” said the other undisturbed,
“ you ought to be glad that a ge’t’ltle-
man is willing to drink with you.™

Ronny snarled, searchmg in his
mind for a rejoinder. Basil got up
quickly, and went to the tall ){outh.
“J.ook here,” he said soothingly,
“ this is a good party, we don’t want
any trouble. We've got to take care of
her,” he added in a lower tone, indicat-
ing Inez. )

" Sure,” said the other amicably.

“ You're a good fellow, but you ought

to be more particular in the company

you keep.” They shook hands very
solemnly and long, and the young fel-

low went back to his girl. .

She was a pretty fluffy little thing
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who looked quite adorable in her tears.
It occurred to me that whatever pre-
tenses they might make, girls were still
girls and boys boys. I quite distinctly,
heard him say to her without irrita-
tion: “ For God’s sake turn off the tap,
Evie. You know you're my girl
and always will be. But that don’t
mean I’'m not to look at a star ii one
shines on me in passing.” Then he
turned up her chin and kissed her lips.
Nobody minded, of course.

Ronny sat glowering and nursing his
rage. After a few miutes had passed,
Basil, with the idea of throwing oil on
the troubled waters, said: “ Come on,
let’s go. I know a place—"

“No, I'm damned if I’'m going to
let any villager run me out of a place,”
cried Ronny. Before any of us could
stop him, he jumped up and flung his
glass across the room at the young
man’s head.

He did not hit him, of course, but
the act supplied the spark that the ex-
plosion waited on. Pandemonium
resulted. Everybody sprang up at
once, shouting or screaming according
to sex, overturning their chairs. It
seemed as if every man in the place
was spoiling for a fight, and most of
the girls. But it was not as one-sided
as you might think. A number of the
men rushed at Ronny, but an equal
number moved by some instinct of fair
play, sprang to his defertse. The tall
young man was one of these. Texas
led them, as crazy for a fight as any,
though it ruined him.

“I won’t have any fellow beat up
in my joint!” he cried.

But it immediately became a perfect-
ly indiscriminate brawl. The fight was
the thing, and nobody cared whom he
hit. There were half a dozen fights
going on simultaneously. It came so
quickly, I did not have time to be
frightened. I remember looking on,
thoroughly interested. The racket was
simply indescribable; shouting, curs-
ing, screaming; tables overturned with
appalling crashes; glasses shatéering on

A
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the floor. Basil Thorne was the only
man in the room who did not fight.
His whole thought was of Inez and
me. The three of us drew off, trying
to edge around the walls to the door.

The weapons were fists, bottles—
and finger nails. It looked more danger-
ous than it was. Some blood flowed,
and one or two prostrate figures were
to be seen, knocked out either by blows
or by the fumes of etherized gin. I
suspect the contestants fell down often-
er than they were knocked down. I
had a passing glimpse of the buxom
girl wedged between the four legs of
a capsized chair, kicking furiously and
unable to extricate herself. It was just
a brief nightmare of convulsed faces
and brandishing fists, and then one of
the less warlike girls, thinking to stop
it, switched off the lights. But not a
‘bit of it. It was a bright moonlight
outside. After a brief pause, the row
continued undiminished. Plenty of
light to fight by.

T' sounds like a simple matter to
cross a room to the door, but we
were forced back half a dozen times

by the crazy rushes back and forth.
The fighting was all split up. Many a
private score was settled no doubt.
There was a lot more going on in the
front room that we could not see. We
had no idea what had become of Ron-
ny, and did not greatly care; he de-
served whatever might befall him.
Basil had his hands full fending off the
lurching figures from Inez. Inez’s eyes
I had seen were very bright, and there
was a curious smile fixed on her face.
Basil was in despair lest she be mauled
inadvertently, but she munnured
coolly:

“ I’m not made of glass.”

As Basil was about to lay his hand on
the doorknob, we heard a heavy tfamp-
ing on the stairs. “The police!” he
murmured in dismay, and instead of
opening the door, he shot the bolt upon
it. An instant later the handle was
tn'ed.9 Xhere was an ominous pound-
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ing on the panels. Nightsticks. The
sound had not the slightest effect on the
uproar within the two rooms.

“The window,” Basil whispered to
us. “I saw a fire escape.”

We climbed through the window on
to the spidery iron platform. How
strange it was to see all the back win-
dows thrown up, and figures hanging
out. There were cries of: “ There
they go! There they go!” And im-
precations directed at our heads. It
was most unjust—we hadn’t done any-
thing. We crept down the shaky lad-
der; first Basil, then Inez, then I. It
landed us on another spidery platform
with an open window blocked by a large
woman in a nightgown.

“You can’t come in! You can’t
come in!” she screamed. “1It’s a nice
thing if decent folks can’t be allowed
to have their sleep!”

There we had to crouch within about
a foot of her vituperation, while Basil
lowered the final length of the ladder
into the yard. It seemed to be the
sight of our fine clothes which angered
her more than anything. * Trappings
of sin!” she called them.

“You are quite right, aunty,” said
Inez confidentially. “It is not the
right thing to wear while fire-escap-
ing.”

% No aunt of yours!”’ screamed the
woman. .

As we went down the last ladder, she
shouted vociferously for the police.
“ They are escaping by the back!” she
cried. Consequently, when we set foot
in the yard, we walked into the arms of
a patrolman.

“ Just in time, friends,” he said hu-
morously. “I have phoned for the
wagon.” Derisive jeers were directed
at us from all the surrounding win-
dows. I could not have believed that
people would be so inhuman. ‘

As our policeman marched us
through the hallway of the house into
the street, my heart was in my boots
thinking of the “ wagon,” the court
room, the story in the papers next day.
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All our careful plans ruined. Jacmer
Touchon might never know just why
we had undertaken this masquerade,
but I could see him secretly triumphing
over us, while he made believe to con-
dole.

The policeman lined us up by the
curb. “Stand there beside me,” he
said. Other officers were now bring-
ing down batches of prisoners by the
stairs. Everybody was in an uproari-
ous humor; laughing, singing, cutting
up. Apparently in Greenwich Village
a ride in the wagon is regarded as the
end of a perfect day. Even the po-
licemen were jocular and good-hu-
mored, and everybody was having a
good time but me. I am old-fashioned
enough to consider it a disgrace to be
arrested. I felt slightly ill.

Across the street I saw our cab
standing against the curb with Crider
at the wheel. I noticed that the door
on our side was unfastened. This was
a signal to us that he was ready for a
rescue if we desired it. The patrol
wagon came rushing through the
street with a great clanging of its
gong, bringing a lot more people in its
train, and waking up what few house-
holders had not already been roused.
It backed smartly up to the curb, and
our policeman, always friendly, said:

“J.et them load all the other guys
in first. It’s better air near the door.”

They started * loading them in.” As.

I said, we were standing by the curb
with our policeman on the outside of
us. Behind us was the crowd looking
on: in front of us the roisterers moved
up slowly toward the tail of the wagon.
Many of them hailed Inez boisterously,
but none by name. Suddenly, one lad,
a good deal the worse for wear, missed
the step in mounting, and rolled in the
gutter. Our policeman took a step for-
ward to help the man on the other
side pull him out from under the step.

It left an opening to the roadway.
Basil touched Inez’s arm and Inez
touched mine; we unconcernedly
stepped down from the curb, and start-
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ed across the street without haste. The
people behind must have known we
were escaping, but evidently the

thought the joke was too good to spoil.
Nobody made a sound. I never knew
if Basil fixed that policeman. He re-
fused to tell me. '

HEN we reached our cab there
was a yell from across the
street. We flung ourselves in

and Crider stepped on the gas. I was
still on the running board when we
started, and Basil in the street, but we
hauled him aboard. Fortunately there
was no other car near but the patrol
wagon, and that had half its load
aboard. One policeman added to the
excitement by firing his gun in the air.
The crowd stampeded after us on foot,
but we turned the corner and were
safe. We turned another corner and
lost them all.

After having turned a half a dozen
corners, we straightened out in Third
Avenue, and sped northward. The
beating of my heart quieted dowmn.
Mme Storey said calmly: “ I suppose
we will have to abandon this car. They
have no doubt taken the number.”

Crider spoke through .the {front
window. ¢ No, madame. As soon as
I saw there was going to be trouble I
smeared the license plate with grease
and dirt. They couldn’t read it.”

“ Good!” she said.

“What a rotten piece of luck!™
groaned Basil.

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Mme.
Storey serenely. ~“ Of course, if Inez
Van Benthuysen’s name is mentioned
in the newspapers her father will dis-
own us, and we’ll have to begin all
over. But everybody’s identity is pret-
ty well protected in these cases. It is’
not likely to come out.”

“Even if it doesn’t come out in the
newspapers, think how it will be gos-
siped around town,” said Basil. ‘“ Every.
person there will act as a center from’
which gossip will radiate.”

“So much the better,” said Mme.
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her make-up. She was by long odds
the handsomest and most distinguished
loaking woman present, and as they
drifted toward the stairs people
glanced at her out of the corners of
their eyes. I expect that word of our
identity had already been circulated. It
was a strange procession that passed
us; club man, grande dame, gangster
and thug.

The men returned to us with their
hands full of money. “Let’s go
down and get a table,” said Chiglick
with a gleam in his black eyes.

“ Oh, I couldn’t,” said Inez with a
gesture of distaste. “I bave already
had two suppers since dinner.”

Chiglick’s face fell

Inez was deliberately spinning out
the operation of touching up her com-
plexion. She knew, of course, what an
alluring picture she made, cocking her
head on one side to look in the tiny
glass, and dabbing the little pad to her
cheeks. The nature of these opera-
tions focused attention on her beauty.
It was not by accident that she had
chosen that particular settee. The
stairs from above came down just in
front of it. A deor opened above, and
we heard voices,

“ Basil,” drawled Inez, “ take Chig-
lick down to the bar and buy him a
bottle of champagne. Emily and 1
will follow directly.”

They disappeared. .

A gay little party came sauntering
down the stairs. First two pretty
girls, then two negligible men, then a
third girl, prettier than the other two,
a blonde of the luscious, melting sort.
Scarface had certainly picked the best
there was in the club—before Inez
came. The third girl, as I learned
soon, was Maud Heddle, the “hostess”
of the dancing floor. She turned and
caled, “ Jack!” My pulses quickened.

Finally Scarface appeared. Scarface
at last! It was like the entrance of
the peineipal character in a play. All
ous patient planning had been designed
to bring about this moment.
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It was not, of course, the white-
faced, blazing-eyed youth I had seen
on that memorable night at Guil-
laume’s. Now his face was a little
flushed with wine, and bore a smile of
scornful good humer. From the way
Maud Heddle looked back and up it
was clear she was in love with him,
and I didn’t blame her. He was sin-
fully handsome. I don’t know why a
look of scorn should be so effective
with the opposite sex, scorn in itself
is not a pretty quality; but there is no
arguing against it. Where do we get
our notions of personal beauty, any-
way? Just a little difference in the ar-
rangement of the features and what a
difference it makes! Scarface was as
beautiful as a young animal in its
natural state.

I looked at Inez. When Scarface
was halfway down she lowered the
little mirror, and caught his eye. He
stopped dead, and the smile faded out
of his face. I had the feeling that
something important was taking place.
He looked dangerous to our sex then.
Had his glance been directed toward
me I should have quailed under it. But
Inez smiled slightly. It was a chal-
lenge, and Scarface was never the one
to refuse. He came to us, allewing his
party to go on downstairs. Clese to,
I saw that his appearance of slender-
ness was illusory. His shoulders were
both broad and thick.

“You are Miss Van Benthuysen,"
he said. “I know everybody else in
the placee. And Miss Beekman,” he
added, with a slight bow in my disec-
tion. I was only an afterthought.

“But I don’t know you,” said Inez.

“Oh, call me Jack,” he said care-
lessly. “I run this show.”

“No. I shall call you Scarface,” she
said. “ Jack is anybody’s Iabel.”

He showed his white teeth, not at all
ill-pleased, and swaggered a [ittle. A
beautiful creature must do it.

“You're the handsomest girl I’ve
ever seen,” he said coelly. “Why
didn’t they tell me?”
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He laughed outright. “ You’re no
flapper,” he said.

“ Oh, we start early nowadays,” she
said quickly.

At this point Maud Heddle arose
into view on the stairs. *“ Oh!” she
said, when she saw what she saw. Her
face was a study. “ Aren’t you com-
ing, Jack dear?”

“In a minute,” he said grimly.

She hesitated a little pitifully.

“T'll be down in a few minutes,” he
said with a hard, peremptory stare, and
the girl faded out of sight.

'NEZ smiled mockingly. He got the
. implication, and, direct as he was,
his thoughts had come right out:

“You’re right,” he said defiantly.
“A man only respects what opposes
him. I can’t help it. I didn’t make
man’s nature.” '

“Thanks for the hint,” said Inez
dryly.

“ Come on and dance.” he asked for
the third time.

“No,” she said firmly, “you and
I have got to come to an understand-
ing first.”

“ Oh, Lord!” he said with affected
disgust. “I never thought you were
the talking kind. You're too pretty!”

“You've got a lot to learn about
me,” she said dryly. “ Listen! You
said you were struck with me to-night.
Well, Iwas struck with you, too; im-
mensely so.  Your good looks; your
directness. Especially your directness.
That gets me where I live. I can be
direct myself.
for directness in a woman. Well, if

ou don’t like it, you’ll have to lump it.

his is what I want to say: You and I
could be wonderful pals if you desire it.
I desire it very much, so it’s up to you.
But right away you want to develop an
affair; hold hands, dance close, kiss me,
I suppose. Not for me! Look me in
the eye and you’ll see that I mean it.
And this isn’t just an attempt to lead
you on by denying you in the begin-

Maybe you don’t care |
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ning. I mean it now, and I mean it
forever. There can’t be anything of
that_sort between us—"

He interrupted her to ask sullenly:
“Why not? Is there somebody ahead
of me?”

“ That’s none of your business,” she
said ‘quickly. “ And anyhow it hasn’t
got anything to do with it. If our ac-
quaintance continues you will see for
yourself that there couldn’t be anything
of that sort, and when you do get it
through your head, I don’t want to
have to bear your reproaches. That’s
why I am speaking now. So there can
be no misunderstanding later on. It’s
perfectly ridiculous, because we’ve only
known each other for half an hour, but
you asked for it. So, is it to be pals?
It’s up to you.”

There was a silence.  As before,
they gazed at each other silently
struggling for mastery. Inez’s brow
was clear and firm, the young man’s
scowling. It must have been a bitter
pill for the handsome fellow’s pride to
swallow. Very likely it was the first’
time he had ever been rebuffed by a
woman. At the same time I was mar-
veling at my mistress’s cleverness. In
the best sense she was dealing with him
openly and honorably, yet without
showing her hand.

In the end he acknowledged defeat
in the handsomest manner. “All
right,” he said bluntly, “pals it is.
You’re a marvelous girl. God knows
how it will turn out for me, but I
promise you you'll never-hear any re-
proaches.”

They shook hands on it.

“ Come on, let’s dance!” said Inez.

As they turned to go downstairs I
heard him say: “ Just the same, you're
no flapper.”

“You must meet my father,” said
Inez coolly. “ He will furnish you
with the date of my birth.”

I gasped inwardly. Did she mean
it? But of course she did. How
characteristic of her daring! -

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.
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&3 What a clgarette \

meant there
' 20 degrees below,

and no tobacco, through lonely weeks of
glittering silence. Then a speck on the
hard, bright horizon; another musher,
outward-bound . . . and cigarettes! What
price cold or Aretic hardslnp then!

What a cigarette

means here
220 degrees above,

as endless belts carry the choice tobacco for
Chesterfield inch by mch through the great
steel ovens.

Here, in penetratmg heat, science corrects
and perfects the curing commenced in the
farmer's barn. Dried, then cooled,then steamed
to exact and uniform heat and moisture, the |
tobacco is. ready for the final mellowing—two -
long years. agexng in wood — that only Nature
can.give.

'~ Man, Science, N ature—all work together on
Chesterfield. And in the bland..satisfying -
smoothness of Chesterfield itself is ample proof -
that their patient, costly team-work is good!

Thromgh lon‘um«hmd ovens,new . ‘_
in slow endless proces- i )

o+« and pet THEY SATISFY = =+ ot

In anewering tAls odvertisement ¢ o dasiradle that yom mention fhis magasine.

























