








W E E K L Y






CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED’AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

$13.45 FOR A STYLISH MADE-TO-YOUR-MEASURE
3-PIECE SUIT—regular $25.00 value. We are making this
L\' \\u \\U\lh\ QUICK TO TAKE ORDERS FOR RAIN- | bargam offer to prove our remarkable values in tailoring. Write
RAINCAPES AND WATERPROOF APRONS. THOU- [ lor our big sample outfit showing Low agents make $35.00 to
SA\US OF ORDERS WAITING FOR YOU 200 AN HOUR ' §40.00 extra cvery week taking orders for high-grade tailoring.
FOR SPARE TIME. MAMER MADE { WASHINGTON TAILORING CO.. Dept. R-304. Chicago.
g1y INTHIREE 1ot RS PURVLIANCE IN"7$5 T0O 815 DAILY SWORN PROOF. You simply write orders
D YS. 0 A YEAR PROFIT FOR DUR gy ranteed hosiery tor men, women, children. We deliver and
Y. No Dl:l,l’\’]:,ltl\(, OR COL- ) Your pay daily. No capital or experience  required.
LE( TIN (; h ENCE OR ¢APITAL  REQUIRLD. voouttit furnished, all colors and grades including silks.
WRITE Q(_ll K FQM {-\1()11\1\11“\ COMER MFG. COL 0 prrapations le trom sales agents to district  managerships.
DEI'T. Y-135, DAYTON, 0oHlO, MAC-O-CH MILLS CO., Desk 2707, Cincinnati, Ohio.

RN r T R AL ESMEN TR A KCE O " GREATEST SENSATION! ilet
TAILORING SALESMEN MAKE $75.00 A WEEK st | CREATEST SENSATION: ELEVEN PIECE tilct article
our strictly All-Wool = Made-to-Meuasure Suits .111' At une | pree o ‘i customer. 51,““5, rush on.  FOSTER REID (0.,
?lurhrl.ﬂll{:v low 1rn]w. " You cullllm'l prunﬁ? in Jl{\ulll't and \{\\'KL;[‘V m Winslow Rldg., Station C. Chicago.

en. ¢ supply  finest  selling out in o \merica. Many | ——— —— [
exclusive mnnc)‘-m.\liin;: fOatun ~. T.ulunn" raincoat  and BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUYS
side-line men, part or full time, gt in touch  with  us QOLD INITIALS for hl.:.. auto. You charge $1.50, make $1.35.
immediately. PARK TAILORING  COMPANY, Dept. 61y, | Ten orders daily easy. Write for particulars and free samples.
Chicago. I American Monogram Dept. 54, East Orauge, N. J
AG'EWTS——EI’O.VOGWDAILY ON SIDE. FAUTORY. OFFICE PORTRAIT AGENTS: Our goods will make vou big proAts.
EMPLOYEES: -MILK. (.mn ERY. LAUNDRY. BUTTER DE- | Delivery guaranteed.  Rejects credited. lrompt slullluents
LIVERERS — ‘0”, ons Lo SOAI'S. FLAVORING. | Send for latest catalog and prices.  ADAM 4. KROLL & C0.,
TO GO! S" 1

BIGGEST MONEY-MAKER IN AMERICA. 1 W.ANT 100

UNNECESSARY. BICI | 600 Blue Island Ave., Chicago

. . L — A?ENTSi SBlto SllG a d"\.. d”l, and m—\l\ (\ﬁl\l’\ u]t You
— Y 1ICK ALES—FREE l\_l' ayooanc titke orders. R L] g Cerooal collect 1y vou

Al{l\‘l(';OEjgfﬁ s\IVSEEI(LYDBgNUEAs Qllxjrvmiumsl-‘n-e to every | duilv. Sample free. Try it out. JENNINGS MFG. CO., Dept.

custoner.  Simply show uur Iu umlul 7 piece. s:»lxd Lios, Dayvton,  Ohio.

g{;ﬂ.’i‘{k ;»‘:il Set. sy NEW SPECIALTY. All retailers. $40 a week and expenses

Dept. 20-W, ¢h guaranteed  against  liberal commissions.  Good  steady  incoms

from reirderss Depte 6. Box 02, Cedar Rapids, lowa.
LARGE SHIRT MANUFACTURER wants Agents to sell = — . - .
complete line of shirts dircet to wearer. Exclusive patterns. Big JEJ'[‘IISD—’:‘?“ i']?'dr :‘Ii‘f‘elis\'t'?mg:',“';i” f"":ffj“ll’l'l(‘\duijzdlf'g:}:
values. Free samples. Madison Mills, 503 Broadway, New York. WESTERN . PRODUCTS. 6 N Onkley Dept BaA,

AGENTS—CLEAN UP $100 WEEKLY WITH * NIFTY | Chicazo

Kﬂ.

NINE ", weekly averagze 100 sales—dollar profit each. 3v—4i AGENTS—SELL SONG PARODIES. 25 .mvdw\ Tincluding
sales daily freque ml\ |u.\de demonsirating outfit cinches order. Lips. The Sheik, Three O'Cloe l\ in the \h\nnm..

30 other coin-co all daily  necessities, Postal Dbrings
our unique plans. J)x\ 1S PRODULTS (O\Ll ANY, Dept. 38,
Chicago. _

“§10 A DAY AND MORE." our new hook, shows cleativ
bhow you may  gain osure  success  and  large protits
Guaranteed Iosiery and  Underwoar, actory o family

Free. \\nle today, U & b co., L Grand _Rupid

AGENTS—0 SOAP AND TOILET ARTICL L 1'LAN A
WONDER. " OUR FREE SAMPLE CASE OFFER.
HO-RO-t'0, 137 LOCUST. ST. LOUIS. Mo.

27,000 RECORDS GUARANTEED “WITH ONE EVERPLAY | -
PHON l;G RAPH NEEDLE; l|_1e\\, dlrferlm.. c:mml)‘l mJulig‘ ll;eB(:- | al
ords; $10.00 daily easy. “ree sample to workers - ¢ lolse . SMIT | . St
PLAY, Disk 412 MeClurg Bldie. Chicago. ! ;;'};d“”"“ WDUSMITH CO.L established

HERF IT I1S—Fifty Fast Sellers. Fvervhody ne-ds and huys. | TAGENTS—CREW MANAGERS—SELL WONDERFUL NEW

Fifty dollars weekly easily made. B. & G. RUBBER COMP.ANY, fl\!!l oroduct direer to homes.  Jay-Jel makes all jeliy “jell.’””
Dept. Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 2 Jrofit-maker, instant seller. sure repeater. exclusive terri-

B - myple free. Jov-lel \nnmm\ _ S35 Grand, St Joseph, Mo.
TAILORING AGENTS: Our ) Al Wool tallored to order T
suits and overcoats are 320 cheaper than store prices.  Com- AGENTS—)Mason sold 1% Comet Spravers and Autowashers one
missions  paid in advance. Protected  territory. Beautitul urday,  Profits £2.50 cach.  Puarticulars 1ree. Established
assortment.  6x9 swatches free.  J. 1. SIMPPSON. Dept. 554, vears. RUSLER \U, Johnstown, Ohiv, Dept. 10A.
831 Adams St., th AGENTS:—Men and Women tn take orders for DyX Guar
= T T a =M e Yy il Al orders . A ar-
WE START YOU in business, furnishing eversthing Man and | yeed Silk Hosiery sold dircet fiom the mill to the wearer.
women, $30.00 to $100.00 weekly opcrating our ' New Svstem Possihilities unlimited for making money.,  DYX HOSIERY
Bpecialty Candy _Factories ** anywhere. Omwrmml) lifetime: | (N1 AN Y Lyric Bldg., Cinclumti, “Ohbio.

klet free. W. Hill Ragsdale, D g t 0 . N.J B S
booklet frec 1yer Tagscdae. Drawer East Orange AGENTS, Big money selling *‘Packard Shirts' direct to the

\\urer \\'. show the latest patterns and our proposition is
AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS '

for FR spring outfit.  PACKARD
St 1.
STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS, ETC.. ARE WANTED for

publication. Good ldeas bring big money. Submit Mss., or write BUSINESé 7OPPOR’I'UNITIES

Literary Bureau, 110, Hannibal, Mo.

FREE TO WRITERS —a wonderful little book of money 5200 TO $500 WILL START A CASH BUSINESS. FREE
making hints, suggestions, ideas: the A B C of successful Btor; | INFORMATION DEPT. 7u.  PAUL KAYE, 149 B'WAY,
and Movie-Play writing. Absolutely free. Bend for your copy | NLW YORK.
now! Just address Authors’ Press, Dept. 19. Auburn. N. Y.

SONG POEMS WANTED _ AUTOMOBILE SCHOOLS

S co————— | " EARN MORE MONEY I l-aming the auto husiness at the
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. Wi compase music Pioner Auto School. 200 yvears in bhusiness.  Plenty  of good

awned all the big hits, wited  on m-.nt
e M 1

s sampde price. TI

St Louis. Moo
OUR AGENTS MAKE $35 TO $50 DAILY .md are getting it
with new marvelous inveniion.  Se ”s to evervhody.  Low price.
_ Pocket outfit.  Write SUREN (0., 25 N. Dearborn St., Chicago.

18 ' " District Managers, Side Lme Salesmen, Live Agents Earn Big
Natex Products, ! cllers, nationadly advertised. sell on

torisis.  Write for territory,
I'rospect Ave., Cleveland, Ohio.
TAILORING SALESMEN—F: s~ lling line,  sults, made
H0—one pric wool.  Profits in advance.

Nutex Products Co., Dept. A

ite ma | . H
e o R S N ona  Lomi | jobs wow epen. | Biz catalug free.  CLEVELAND  AUTO
403 Fitzgerald Building, New York. SCHOOL, 1INty stoth ! Cleveland._ Ohio

SONG POEMS WANTED: Ir vou have a song roct, doe ot
hesitate. Submit at once o ous, P'opular song writers

biz money. HARMONY PUBLISHING CO.,. Jox 258, No| AUTOMOBILES o

Louis. Mo, AUTOMOBILE OWNERS, GARAGEMEN. " MECHANICS,
send today for free copy America’s most popular motor magazine.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS ton ains hel;ful  articles on overhauling, repairing. ignition,
i &.uhunzn:r\.Ahuzwncs, c¢te. AUTOMOBILE DIGEST. 500 Butler

TEXCHANGE PLOTS FOR ss—m..mn ideas Bldg.. Cincinnati.
any form: revised. tvped. published. copy Sold Autumob:le I]’arts. all cars and trucks, motor parts. eluteh

ted o
free. U NIVERSAL SCENARIO CORI'., 'Jl\ Western - Mutual inints. s shafrs, gears. hall, roller. thrust
Life Bldz 0s Angeles. chains,  State make, neddel and parts wanted.

PHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 48 COMPANIES: $10 TO $500 S naw parts. Inostck. - MERRIN MOTOR
EACH PAID FOR PLAYS. Nao correspondence course or ex-  PART 1726 8. Michigan_Ave.. Chicago. TIL
perience l;-‘l.lc(‘h.d Pd.-: |‘11~ sent free to hedinners. S+ vour - -

PRODIVERS T B3 Wanwrizht, St Qe AUTOWMOBILE TIRES
MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE‘ " NEW INNER TUBE FREE WITH EACH sligltly used tire

R ordereds Box Dox &4.000 Al 4 inch tires £3.00,
[ANDSEEKERS! ATTENTION! 10 to 8§30 dowin Sats v, ALE and 3 el t) . 0. 1. un deposit reauired
n 20, . or X0 acres; near th [N 1 ch.: ba ong doNuti wl] Tire Jobl .\‘ i . icapo.
time. Write today for b rn»e hooklet giving full information. | (o [ Johhers l”h\”l—‘ m”“u"
Swigart Land Co., Y-124! |

first Nat'l Bank Blde., Chicago. Classified Ad r{ising continued on page 6.

3

In answering any advertisement on this page it ix deziralle that you mention this magazine.





















§19 00 A Rattery slamp oV $10.95
§13.50 A huu; m) w0V 8.75
$3.00 Battery, 2V Viriable hiyhest
auabty L!uarunlew] owize -
31.75 B Battery, 221 2 V < highest
qualxt sruar:mmcd Suall sz 75
Ery Y estinihouse Stora o B Buttery 5.50
Sl.UUW b. 11 A Bat .55
Variab!, I 1.85
Variable Co: 2.10
d-plate nrmu— Varintle un..en er .75
ale Mica Co o rs .25
Thr)-qanov (,nd( umifens. - .10
.02

Brunze Bus Bar tinned
IS

$1
$1
Spaghetti, per len .07
SPECI A\l, l- [ F( TRI( SOLDERING [RON

TWO H 4.95
20¢ Lezel .1

s
PHUMNES

$3 00 Erandes Phones 5.75

U Murdock Phones 3.55

$1.0¢ Freshman Variable -rid Leak .65

WIRE
100 f* uul \o 14 7 strand pure copper

Acrial V . $0.65
Magnet W xm )v pe-cent off list,
RHEOSTATS
31 00 Rhenstat .32
Home rizer De Luxe 13.25
Jon viville Blk xm - Tubes, 3-in. .25
DETECTORS
$ 70 Crystal Detector .35

G R D Crvstal Detecto .16
\H\‘uhlJ wk 11881 m'lwmAqaptgrl i5
25 Univer al Fiog 75
TTP"RY( HAR(

3

- Battery ¢ 14.40
" Batters Charges for
s 15.60
utt Jack .25
. Cirent .30
« Battery Hydrometer 35
KNIF H SWITCHES
Knife Switeh 8740 S0 .14
e Switeh 8 P l) T. .22
,\&L D P DT .35
t Points .06 Wooden Horn 5.50
sl Metal Hnrn 4.00
rid Metal Horn 6.50
.oud Speaker 15.00
'O Buttery Charger 12.95
















804

There, leaning on the railing and apparent-
ly watching the bow wave, was his quarry.
So sharpened were his eyes for the search
that he recognized his man by the shape
of his back.

Creel approached slowly, pondering ways
of opening the conversation, when the wind
which had already helped him assisted him
again. Tt flipped the hat from the head
of the other and whisked it straight into
the hands of Creel. He laughed; there was
exultation in his voice, for he knew that
chance was playing into his hand.

“The Lord be praised,” said the
stranger, ¢ for you've saved the only thing
-about me that won’t be alien in America.”
He touched the hat into shape, for the
crown had been deeply indented, and re-
placed it on his head.

“You see,” he explained, “ before I left
London I intended to get clothes from an
American tailor—a whole outfit—but I
“dodged the job until the last moment, and
then I only had time to get a hat.”

“Well,” nodded Creel, as he took a po-
sition at the rail near the other, * we'’re
certainly exact opposites; the only thing
American about you is your hat, and the
only thing English about me is the same
article. Yet on the whole I prefer English
styles throughout.”

The other shrugged his shoulders.
said:

“ We’re on the way toward making com-
parisons between the English and Ameri-
cans. Let’s avoid it.”

“ And why?” asked Creel. “ To the end
of the world we’ll remain interested in our
differences; I've never known an Americar
who could spend an hour in London with-
out making comparisons between it anc
New York, and vice versa. There are very
good reasons for it.”

‘“ Aye,” replied the other, ¢ cousins are
always curious concerning each other.”

“ Exactly. We're just enough alike to
make us appreciate our differences.”

“ And just close enough to fail to see
each other in perspective.”

“To be sure,” agreed Creel. “ We for-
get that we speak the same language, and
remember that we have differing accents:
we habitually underrate each other, anc

He
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yet, when it comes to a pinch, blood usually
tells. Still, the habit is irritating.”

“ Good again. The Yankee calls the
Englishman dull, and the Englishman calls
the Yankee cheap.”

“ But give them both the same environ-
ment, and you can’t tell them apart, per-
haps, in a single generation.”

“To be sure; we have the same thieving
ancestry,” said the stranger.

“ Thieving?”” echoed Creel.

‘“ Well, why not call it that?” argued his
companion. ‘ What other is the ancestry
of the Englishman and the American? Not
that I mean that we are still thieves, but
we gained our strength from a strong in-
fusion of the bloods of predatory races. In
the beginning the Celts were in Great Brit-
ain. They were harmless enough to the
world; they injured no one but themselves.
At the same time they accomplished no par-
ticular good; they added nothing to the
civilization of the world. They’re a com-
paratively new race, and yet they left so
few monuments and influences that they’re
almost prehistoric. They didn’t try to take
from others, but neither did they give to
others. But then came the robber Saxons.
They were an element of aggression and
strength. They made a mark.

‘“ Next came the robber Danes. Another
element of strength. Finally came the rob-
ber Normans. Four elements of blood go
to the making of the modern Englishman—
and American—and three of those elements
are from predatory races. They all had the
acquisitive impulse, so that they stole at
first, and when there was nothing else to
steal they began to make for themselves.”

He broke off and chuckled to himself,
then he added, nodding in self-agreement:
“Yes, we call the Englishman’s instinct to
conquer and rule to-day imperialistic in-
stinct, but I wonder if it isn’t a lineal
inheritance from the spirit of the Vikings.”

“ Ah,” murmured Creel, “yvou believe
that the thief and the creator are only short
steps apart?”’

The other started and turned more di-
rectly toward Creel. His eyes sharpened.

“In a manner of speaking,” he said,
“ that’s exactly what I do mean. Come,
come: We begin to agree famously!”
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of sandwiches and small cakes. While she
fetched a piece of ice from the chest and
slipped it into the lemonade in the cheap
punchbowl, she reflected bitterly that she
was the only member of the bridge club
who had no maidservant, and she knew that
the guests would talk about it on their way
home.

Tears gathered in her eyes as she stirred
the lemonade and gave some final touches
to the trays, and she whispered tragically:

“ Cheese sandwiches and lemonade—for
people that are able to have paté de foie
gras and champagne-cup! It’s too ghastly!
I can’t stand it much longer.”

But she pulled herself together, dried her
eyes,.and forced a charming smile as she
called two of the ladies to help her serve
the supper. The two women admired the
service and the simple delicacies menda-
ciously, and exchanged glances as they
joined the hostess in a procession to the
dining room; but the guests drank the lem-
onade and ate the sandwiches with a gusto.

At one o’clock some of the married folk
thought it was time to go home, but Hor-
ace Arkwright declared that the party was
really just beginning, so the bridge club
heartily violated all precedents and returned
to the card tables.

“ How about a little sporting proposi-
tion, people?” asked Horace. * Now, I
don’t know whether I've won or lost to-
night, because I have to figure out such
things in dollars and cents to know where
I stand. Get me? Let's put up just a
little money to worry ahout. I love to have
something to worry about; it's all that
makes life interesting.” )

Dorothy found somethirg to worry about
instantly, and was vaguely shocked. In-
stinctively she wondered what Peter would
think about such a proposal; but the other
sheep bravely concealed whatever qualms
they felt, and acclaimed the suggestion as
a glorious inspiration. All, however, in-
stantly sat up straighter in their chairs and
began to take a vital interest in the cards—
the men with sharp-eyed, militant gravity,
and the women with varying emotions of
nervousness and latent greed.

Ten minutes later the bridge tables had
become miniature hattlefields, to the vast
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entertainment of Arkwright, the evil genius.
Old friends of the previously innocuous
bridge club were casting malignant glances
at one another, and the polite society small
talk had given place to the grim strategy
and the finesse of warfare. Husbands and
wives and intimate friends bullied one an-
other and exchanged sharp rebukes, and
the little hostess concealed her anguish be-
hind a fixed smile; but Arkwright, bland
and urbane, presided over the turbid arena
with obvious delight, flattering himself that
his suggestion had provided an exhibition
of middle-class vulgarity, and undisturbed
by the thought that certain young men and
their wives were losing money to the tune
of a month’s income.

This devastating play lasted scarcely
more than an hour, however, for certain
tired business men, at ominous signals from
their wives, deciared with suspicious gravity
that they must get a few hours’ sleep be-
fore the beginning of the day of toil. The
homeward movement, started by the more
courageous ones, was immediately popular,
and the bridge club adjourned.

The departing guests perjured their souls
in thanking Mr. Arkwright for the pleasure
his suggestion had given them; but Doro-
thy, at the door, came in for more natural
and spontaneous expressions of feeling.
Some of the players assured her that they
had enjoyed her entertainment, for they
had basked in the smiles of fortune, but
others were laboring under emotions rang-
ing from positive rage to sullen despair,
and they did not spare her black looks and
stinging irony.

“Such a cleverly planned party, my
dear!” murmured one of the older women.
* And so practical and businesslike! You
must be a great help to your husband.”

“ You're wasted on the town of Spurling,
Mrs. Barton,” muttered Spurling’s leading
real estate specialist; *‘ you ought to be
doing business at Monte Carlo.”

The excited and tremulous hostess made
sorry work of speeding the parting guests,
and as the last of them disappeared she
turned with a groan of relief to Horace
Arkwright, who still remained.

I can hardly believe it!” she exclaimed
half fearfully. ‘I have actually won over
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looked at Dorothy, his face aflame with
excitement. He was at the point of telling
her the delayed story of the treasure that
had fallen from the clouds, but Dorothy’s
fragile nerves had been getting slowly be-
yond control during the ordeal of breakfast
with her exasperating husband, and she
normally had little patience with his sud-
den enthusiasms, so at the first flash of his
excitement she sprang up from the table,
uttered a little hysterical sob, and rushed
from the room.

Peter rose slowly and stared after her,
nonplused and vaguely grieved, but he
glanced again at the paper, and his excite-
ment returned. Standing by the table, he
reviewed the headlines, then plunged into
the context, which was scarcely more than
a reporter’s elaboration of the information
conveyed by the heavier type.

Four men had been battered and sorely
hurt in an automobile accident staged by
bandits; the bandits had seized the pay roll
that the men were guarding, and escaped,
but only to lose their booty and their lives
in an attempt to adapt the airplane to the
methods of brigandage. The fatal accident
had occurred at a point one hundred miles
from the scene of the robbery—and Peter
quickly noted that the same point was at
least twenty miles from his quiet garden.
The stolen money, the paper said, was miss-
ing when some farmers discovered the bod-
ies of the bandits crushed beneath the ruin
of the airship. Two of the victims of the
motor car crash had identified the bodies as
those of the attacking bandits, and they
recognized the airplane as the one that
they had observed near the scene of the
robbery; but the total disappearance of the
money was still a matter beyond conjec-
ture. :

It was, Peter thought again, “a great
chance for a villain,” but he was not a vil-
lain, and be lighted his pipe and hurried
out to the shop. It was necessary to re-
adjust the old bus to its normal functions,
but in ten minutes he had the engine wheez-
ing lustily, and he fetched the paper
wrapped bundle from the shop and placed it
gingerly on the rear seat of the car.

There was a certain distinction in salvag-
ing forty thousand dollars; the newspapers
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would have something to say about the
humble suburbanite who hastened to deliver
a strayed treasure to its owners; and the
genial chief of police of Spurling would be
a vastly astonished and delighted man that
morning.

Peter actually whistled as he drove into
town, for he had a comfortable trick of
forgetting his worries in moments of excite-
ment or enthusiasm, thereby breathing the
refreshing air of bright little oases in a
desert of care.

His efficient brake ground the venerable
car to a halt in front of the little brick
police station, and he began to make up his
mouth for a speech as he got out and laid
hands almost reverently upon the large par-
tel. But at that moment another and
prouder automobile glided alongside his
craft, and one Thomas Anson, a neighbor
of the Bartons, called out:

“Say, Barton! Hold on there! Old
Jonas Turner is up at your house, an’ your
wife sent me after you. Old Turner wants
to see you right off, an’ your missus acted
like she wanted to see you mighty bad,
too.”

“ All right; T'll go right back,” Peter re-
:ponded, looking gravely worried. “ It was
1ice of you to take all that trouble, Anson.
Thank you very much.”

* No damage done,” said the neighbor
iocularly. *‘I count on you to tip me off
vhen my better half is looking for me with
blood in her eye. So-long!”

Peter stood on the sidewalk, wavering
uncertainly, with the heavy packet in his
arms. The dramatic little scene which he
had planned for the police station setting
was now utterly spoiled. The mere name
of Jonas Turner had banished all joy from
life, and if Turner was in a hurry, to think
nothing of Dorothy in a bad mood, there
must be no delay. It would be practically
&n impossibility, however, to transfer that
prince’s ransom to other hands with a few
hurried words, be they never so appropriate
and lucid. Peter wagged his head and
scowled darkly, in a turmoil of doubt, and
suddenly he bundled the fortune back into
the car, clambered stiffly into his seat, and
drove homeward without whistling.

Jonas Turner’s old car—a flivver—was

































OUT OF THE SKY.

about his business, and went at the warped
steel box with a cold-chisel and hammer,
behind locked doors. He found as much as
he expected within the safe: bundles of
charred paper, with occasional pieces barely
recognizable from smoke-bordered vig-
nettes of old-time statesmen and cabinet
ministers. There were a few bills which
might have been redeemed, from the frag-
ments that remained, but the value was
negligible, and Peter did not feel that he
could tell any one the story of how he kept
money in his library safe at home. Such
a proceeding would invite questions and
necessitate answers, and he was still nerv-
ously sensitive.

To his credit, he blandly accepted the
adjustments of the fire insurance company,
and immediately set about the accumulation
of another duplicate of the Arkwright Con-
struction Company’s lost pay roll. His way
was beset by new difficulties and bewilder-
ments now, for he could not obtain forty
thousand dollars more by merely making
withdrawals from his bank accounts. Fe
borrowed money upon notes from local
banks and deposited it in the city banks,
then gradually took back the necessary
amounts of assorted currency. But all this
was done at the expense of the efficiency of
his laboratories; curtailments had to he
made in the program of development and
operation, and the employees in the shop
and the offices were mystified and troubled.
It was rumored in the offices that the
“boss ” was taking flyers in Wall Strect,
and fears were expressed that he would
wreck the business and ruin the devoted
working force; but he still had the coni-
dence of his employees and they were ready
to sink or swim with him.

It was difficult enough to raise the sec-
ond forty thousand in cold cash, but the
obstacle that staggered Peter was the crea-
tion of an imitation of the battered leather
bag. He had taken measurements of the
blackened frame of the bag before he per-
sonally consigned the entire burnt offering
to the furnace in the cellar of the labora-
tories, and presently he went to the city
and canvassed the pawnshops for old bags
that might conform to his requirements.
The eleventh pawnshop yielded up a used
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kit bag that resembled the original one, and
Peter cheerfully paid the Shylock behind
the counter a price far in excess of its prac-
tical value.

Weary days of experiments in the aging
and ruining of a bag followed, and Peter
went to his shop at night and dropped the
bag, stuffed with waste paper, down the
elevator well of the building. Unfortunate-
ly the leather proved to be as durable as
the pawnbroker had declared it was, and
it gave up its integrity only crack by crack,
in repeated crashes at the bottom of the
shaft. At first it seemed to the plotter that
he must duplicate every rent in the bag
that fell from the sky, but later it occurred
to him, as a surprising reflection, that he
was the only human creature that even seen
the bag as it fell in the garden.

The second duplicate of the treasure,
preperly bundled and bagged, reposed in-
the safe in Peter's private office for three
days after its assembly; then, one morning
at four o’clock, Peter entered his domain
stealthily, carried out the heavy bag, and
placed it in his waiting car. In the dark-
ness of a cloudy night, before dawn had
begun to appear in the east, he drove to a
large farm outside the town and bumped
his way into an open field where grain was
being harvested. Part of the field had been
cut over already with a mowing machine,
and, reasoning that the work would be re-
sumed at daybreak, Peter unloaded the
treasure and artfully nestled it among the
dense stalks of growing grain that were evi-
dently about to be reaped. The field had
been selected from a dozen that he had had
under observation for several weeks, and he
knew even the financial status and char-
acter of the farmer who owned it.

After a few final touches to his work, de-
votedly performed in the darkness by sense
of touch, he returned to his car and backed
out of the field, and drove away into the
country to kill time until the coming of
dawn.

At six o’clock, under a gray sky, an elder-
ly farmer and a younger assistant went to
work in the field with a small tractor and a
mowing machine, and they rapidly laid low
the rows of grain, rank by rank, coming
closer and closer to the cached treasure.
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“I'm lookin’ for Herzog,” she said in a
husky voice when she came into the booth
and saw the mozo and Tom Yarre.

The mozo was a frightened bird of a man
with muddy eyes and chin stained from a
greenish Mexican chewing tobacco. He
looked no more alarmed after hearing what
his mistress had to say than before. Tom
Yarre continued turning over a card or two.

“T saw him go upstairs,” the boatswain
said indifferently. ‘ He was with the gen-
tleman from Yucatan.”

“ Ah, then it is as I expected. Strange
things are happening in this house, mister.
And it’s my opinion you are the one who
started it. Putting them rags on that little
minx there has got the whole house daffy—
what with her own nerve! It ain't the
rags, it’s the gal herself. She thinks she’s
4 lady because she’s dressed like one. And
let me tell you, mister ’—the woman shook
her bediamonded fist at Yarre—'‘it ’ll be
Jucky if you get out of this house alive.”

“ Find out what’s happened to your little
husband before worrying about me,” Tom
advised.

“ Sure.
stairs to hunt for him.
pened to him it serves him right.
fallin’ for the gal himself—the loon!

“Look here, Pancho,” she said to the
stableman, “ vou go out and look for him
around the place. He never leaves when
we’re pulling off a fiesta. Somethin’s hap-
pened. That woman’s got everyone he-
witched—they’re all goin’ plumb crazy!
She’s like loco-weed to these here calves!”

“If you want my advice,” Tom Yarre
said quietly, “it’s this: since there is un-
doubtedly something going on between
decks in this house and since his nibs, the
proprietor, has disappeared, you would be
doing very well if you called the police.”

“The police! The police when we're
making more money than any night this
season! Say, mister, you'd make a fine
saloonkeeper.  You haven’t got sense
enough to be a barkeep! And look here,
you keep out of this, get me? When there’s
murder here we hide it—we don't use it to
advertise the place. The police will put
the lid on for good, if to-night’s doings ever
leak out.”

I'll find him. I'm goin’ up-
If anything’s hap-
He was
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“T1 see,” Tom remarked dryly, ‘ Then
‘et the typhoon blow itself out!”

Cora left the room uncertainly, rubbing
her heavily jeweled hands like some one
urying to flee an inescapable doom. But
whatever that doom was it must be braved
—for the sake of money.

The mozo followed her, and shaking his
small pointed head, he shuffled out toward
the kitchen.

For a moment Tom Yarre stopped deal-
ing out cards to himself. He sat partially
overcome with mingled puzzlement and
awe. Something most assuredly had hap-
pened to Herzog or else he would not have
disappeared at the very time he was most
needed. It was not the fate of Herzog, how-
ever, that horrified the boatswain. It was
the dreadful coolness, the quiet inexorable
certainty of El Gato’s methods.

Who was this smiling soft-voiced demon
who could leave his table so calmly to go
about the business of knifing a man, and
then as calmly return to his partner, drink
wine with a second victim and graciously
announce his intention of murdering him?
It was unbelievable, it was shocking even to
Tom Yarre, who himself was no novice at
waterfront brawls.

The boatswain looked down from his
booth into El Gato’s face as the latter was
seated in company with the mate and
Juana. His inscrutable smile, his gracious-
ness in the business of murder was little
short of horrible. e seemed to be entirely
in the spirit of the dance. His face re-
sponded to the jovful pounding of the
music, as if his vivacious facial muscles
were dancing under the thin brown skin;
his very shoulders swayed to the ragtime,
and his eves mirrored the gayetv of the
dancing couples who thumped and whirled
around his table.

And through it all he was whimsically
contemplating the murder of whomever
Juana, the queen of the café, singled out
for his knife!

Seated opposite to him was the hapless
mate of the Orinoco. Mr. .Grimpen was
not a man who at that time could elicit
much svmpathy from Tom Yarre. The
boatswain regarded the fate that was com-
ing to Grimpen as something indisputably
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the Straits Settlements Aviation Company,
asking me if I could report for pilot duty at
Singapore at an early date. I hadn’t seen
the cockpit of a flying machine for so long
that I'd almost forgotten what it looked
like. I'd even forgotten about this par-
ticular application: but I was ofil on the
next steamer.

“71 arrived four weeks later at the,Sin-
gapore aviation grounds just in time to see
the company’s hangar going up in flames.
Some coolie had dropped a lighted match
near a leaky petrol tank. The shame of it!
Five airplanes utterly destroyed just when
1 had arrived to taste winged romance once
more. I was thwarted again.

“ But I hadn't reckoned on the famine.
The press was full of it. The Indian gov-
ernment suddenly took a notion that cer-
tain dispatches must be conveyed imme-
diately by air line to Rangoon, and they
invited the Straits Settlements Company
to do the job. A thousand-mile trip it was,
and there was only one airplane in Singa-

- pore—an old De Haviland, in such bad con-
dition that the company had not thought it
worth their while to park it in the hangar.
For that run they picked MacKay, and
because no one else cared to team up with
him, they sent me along as emergency pilot.
MacKay somehow was a little too domi-
neering for the rest of those chaps, and 1
can really see why they would dislike him.
He is a rather crusty old beggar until you
get under his skin.

“ T found him out among the smoldering
ruins of the hangar. After I had intro-
duced myself he stared at me in a rude way,
and said: “ I suppose yvou can fly.’

“1 began to chatter off my experience
like a parrot. You see, even after two
years my old job-hunting speech came back
to me.

¢ Oh, hell!" he interrupted.
know if you can fly.

““Yes,” I managed to gulp in an uneasy
manner, though I had been away from the
game so long that I was beginning to doubt
myself.

‘< Well, get in there,” he said, waving his
arms toward the wreckage, ¢ and see if you
can salvage tools, wire, anything to make
that old bus float.’

‘T want to
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*“ 1 wish you could have seen that ‘ old
bus!’ She’s lying on the scrap heap in Ran-
goon now, and I'll wager she stays there.
MacKay and I toiled over her for a day
and a half, and even then she didn’t look
safe enough to taxi around the grounds in;
but the company was riding our necks to
get that dispatch off, and MacKay finally
pronounced her navigable after we had
trued up the center planes and fuselage and
checked her dihedral. It took us an hour’s
priming to get the motor started, it was so
rusty with disuse.

“ 1 didn’t like the appearance of the fly-
ing wires, and there was a frayed bit of
wire just beside the port wing aileron con-
trol pulley; but Mac shouted, ¢ Contact!’
and I jerked over the prop and climbed
in behind him, and we were off with a roar
of that old engine that sounded like a thou-
sand chains dragging over the side of an
Indian Ocean tramp steamer. I had a
feeling that the romance I had been search-
ing was going to come rather thick, when
the joy stick in front of me slid back to-
ward my knees and the green turf receded
from us.

‘It wasn’t very comfortable in that cock-
pit, either, because MacKay had fastened
in it all the extra cans of petrol and tools
we could carry, including a soldering outfit.
I had never been in a plane like that one
before. I have seen the War Department
condemn them when they were at least six
times more airworthy.

*“We had climbed a thousand feet, and
MacKkay had just headed her north, with
the motor singing out its brave tune, ‘ Ran-
goon, or bust,” when I suddenly felt sheets
of something warm and of a disagreeable
smell pouring over me. I managed to catch
a glimpse of a slime-coated apparition in
front of me: then the motor ceased sudden-
1y, and with it the deluge; the control lever
swung forward, and I felt that sinking sen-
sation in nmy vitals of a nose dive. I heard
a voice shout, * Pump, you blighter!” and
I leaned forward instinctively, grasped the
pressure pump, and worked like mad, my
eyes fastened on the misty gage, and all
the time we were dropping like a comet to-
ward the earth.

“ Then the motor roared again, the warm
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stream splashed on my head, and before I
knew it we had landed in the aviation field
and fetched up with a jerk, my ears hum-
ming. As he climbed to the ground in his
dark, slimy flying gear, MacKay looked
like a sea diver emerging from the depths.
I tingled all over with pleasure. Adventure
had come, and with it had come work to
do. Occupy a man's mind in a moment of
danger, and he’ll ride through anything.
After all, it was nothing but a break in the
oil line. But what if this had happened
midway in our flight hundreds of miles from
any supply station?

‘““We got out the soldering outfit and
went to work in our shirt sleeves, while
the coolies scrubbed the machine and our
oily leather coats. MacKay fumed and
cursed both at the delay and the enormous
waste of oil. You wouldn’t call that phleg-
matic, would you? It seemed to me that
this fiery Scotchman was exhibiting alto-
gether too much temperament.

“In an hour we ascended again and
turned northward, with the earth slipping
away from us and the horizon spreading in
a wide circle until the altimeter registered
two thousand feet, when we hummed a
parallel flight to the earth’s surface. Far
below the irregular coast line of the penin-
sula wound like a dirty string. Late in the
afternoon I took the controls, and the
Scotchman studied the maps. We were
soaring over the little coast town of Penang,
and we could see its brilliant pagodas and
prachedis rosy tinted in the waning sun-
light. The steady monsoon breeze surged
around us. Then the surface of the earth
turned suddenly black, and the fiery disk
in the west slid out of view.

“ The silent figure in front of me sat
erect, and in the dusk the contour of that
head protector was like that of some immo-
bile Malay god. How far away from that
office in Cheapside! I was riding through
infinite space, steering a rumbling old plan-
et guided by a relentless, unflinching spirit
that sat before me.

“ Then the head moved and an arm
pointed toward our starboard quarter.
There was something shadowy out there in
the gloom, and even as I looked a tiny
fork of light streaked an inky streamer and
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revealed a black storm cloud. There was
a sort of trouble and blackness stirring
out in the beyond, and I felt in my heart
that gloom that comes out of twilight’s ebb
in the lonely spaces. At the same time I
sensed that almost imperceptible lag that
runs through an airplane when it strikes a
lull.

“ ¢ Keep her headed for it,” sang out the
voice in front of me. ‘No time to turn
now.’

“But the words were scarcely flung
when a ruddy glare enveloped us, and I
felt a warm wave at my back. The figure
in front turned, looked back for one brief
instant, shouted ‘ Let me take her!’ then
leaned forward, and I felt the control lever
shoot forward out of my grasp as we
plunged straight downward. Our tail was
afire. Some spark from the exhaust must
have kindled the oil puddles in the em-
pennage neglected by the coolies. Afire
in a black night with tips of flames licking
the stars, nose diving into what? Eternity?
Nothing below, I knew, but a snarling jun-
gle and a relentless sea. Could we make
a landing, somewhere on that dark, treach-
erous octopus below that was already reach-
ing out for us?

“T could only pump and pray. The ter-
rible racing of the old motor jarred my
spine. Suddenly forked fire from the heav-
ens revealed the trees dashing toward us.
Immediately we were plunged into black-
ness, and then I felt the control slipping
back, and the soothing sensation of an up-
ward glide. MacKay had extinguished the
flames in a daring, speed-lashing nose dive.

“ But now a new terror awaited us. The
storm was plunging toward us, and the at-
mosphere milled around with hot pockets
rising and cold taking their places. It was
a region of bumps, and as we struck each
of these we bounced upward with a jar that
shook the old plane to its vitals, and then
crashed down again in a semivacuum to
strike mercilessly another bump, bumps of
soft, filmy air as hard as the hardest rocks.
The gap wires twanged and hummed; every
joint in the old machine screamed in dis-
tress. I heard the crack of a splitting strut,
and the storm tore at us blindly like a
great demon gnashing its teeth.
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“ When I came out of the hut every ape
in the clearing was looking at me. The one
who had come in with Nicky stepped up to
my side. I really recognized him. They
are just like people that way. No two look
alike. I can'’t tell one Chinaman from an-
other, but I could those apes.

“The silence lasted several minutes.
They all just stood and looked. You can’t
imagine how awful it was, At last one huge
ape that stood in front of the others began
to jabber. He turned toward the rest and
made motions with his arms. He pointed
at Nicky, who stood looking like a young
devil.

“When the ape finished talking, the
others stood still, looking from one to an-
other. I hadn’t the slightest idea what was
taking place. They looked from the orator
to the ape beside me, and then at Nicky.

* Tt was evident that the situation, what-
ever it might be, was strained. Then the
ape beside me began to advance on the ora-
tor slowly. The others stood back. The
one who had jabbered crouched and awaited
the attack. I knew instinctively that they
were going to fight. Oh, it was fearful!
They fought for at least an hour. I have
never heard such awful screams. They
fought on the ground, in the trees and in
the air; the others just standing still and
looking.

“ They fought locked in close embrace—
strangling, biting, clawing. For a long
time neither had an apparent advantage.
Then the one who had come into my hut
‘bore his adversary to the ground, and sank
his teeth in the other’s throat. The massive
jaws held like a vise, and after much strug-
aling and sobbing, the talker died.

* The victor was borne away almost ex-
hausted, and Nicky seemed to take com-
mand of the rest of the band. I tried to
question him, but he ordered me to return
to the hut. 1 did so immediately; I had no
desire to be dragged there by a couple of
apes.

‘“ About an hour later Nicky came in with
a gourd of coconut milk, some cooked fish,
and coconut meat. I was hungry enough
and ate heartily. While I ate my meal,
Nicky sat and eyed me with a thoughtful
expression. When I had finished he asked
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me if I had noticed the ape who had accom-
panied him into the tent earlier and who
had been the victor in the death struggle.

“*He is the chief of this band now,’
Nicky told me. ‘ The one he killed used to
be. I am to be the leader of all the tribes,
The former ruler of this one opposed me,
and you know what happened to him!’

“ I saw it was no use to try to dissuade
him or bring him to his senses. He was no
longer a child. Yet I made the attempt
and tried to get him to sit in my lap. How-
ever, it was to no avail. So I said to him::

““Why did you take me outside to see
the fight> You knew I did not want to!?

“‘I took you out to see whether the
people would stand beside Uglub (he called
those hairy things—people!). Uglub was
second in power. He promised to kill the
chief and.support me. You are to stay
with me and help me rule. T desired to see
what the people would think of their new
chief's sister.”

“ There is no need to speak of the effect
the announcement had on me. I a member
of this band of animals. It is a wonder I
did not have hysterics. However, I did my
best to keep my head, and by a miracle suc-
ceeded. ) :

“T knew appealing to him would do no
good, so I said nothing. He left the hut
and I sat by myself all the afternoon,
watching the shadows of the trees slowly
lengthen. I thought of attempting an es-
cape, but rejected the idea when I had con-
sidered it logically. IfI did get away from
the apes, would I be in any better position?
I determined to wait and see what turned
up. I thought Nicky might come to his
senses and then we could escape together.

“When night fell there was a great com-
motion. Nicky came into the hut, and told
me we were going to move. What the rea-
son was I do not know. We went through
the woods, and met another party.”

*“The one whose trail we crossed, no
doubt,” put in Grame. Eleanor continued:

* My shoe came off and they would not
let me stop to pick it up. And then we
came to the clearing. Nicky and several
of the apes sat and jabbered for a long time,
Then they all lay down and went to sleep.

1 could not sleep. T just lay awake for
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and the street piano successfully retrieved,
Hal and Celesta were making their way by
easy stages to Catherine Street, while Roger
remained at home biting his fingers in im-
patience. The once fashionable quarter was
not a good one for business. The boarding
houses seemed to be deserted during the
day, and the landladies not susceptible to
the charms cf such music as Hal had to
purvey.

They turned into the very block at last,
and their hearts beat faster. Hal could not
but remember with a twinge that the last
time he had been in that block he had been
driving his own car, which now rested on
the bed of the Corbyhanna River. They
played through their repertoire at the corner
without eliciting the slightest response, and
moved up in front of Mrs. Blakemore’s.

They had changed, but the immense,
arimy white mansion with all its gables,
turrets, gingerbread work and stained glass
had not. The same row of rockers with
pillows in the seats and pillow cases drawn
down over the backs was still on the porch.
They were untenanted. Nobody was to be
seen around the place; no face was drawn
to any of the windows by the strains of their
music.

“Which were Inchfawn’s
whispered Hal.

“ T don’t know where his bedroom was,”
said Celesta. “ He did his work up in the
carret. Those three little windows in the
front gable must be it. But I remember
they were curtained off. He worked under
a skylight.”

When they had played their six tunes
through they had to move on, feeling very
flat. Was all their careful preparation to
result only in this> How inhospitable a
house appears if you may not ring the bell!

“Tt's likely to be a long job,” said Hal.
“If we came back too often it would cer-
tainly excite suspicion in this quiet street.”

All day long they only took in a few cents
more than a dollar, and things began to
look blue again.

On the following morning they tried
again. This time the door of the house
opened and Mrs. Blakemore herself stepped
forth, rouged to the eyes and wearing a re-
markable hat. She was bound to market.

windows?”

.
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Celesta received another object lesson in the
ways of the world. Mrs. Blakemore was one
thing to an agreeable guest, and another
to intinerant street musicians.

“ Be off with you! Be off with you!”
she said. ‘ Your piano’s all out of tune!
Sets my teeth on edge!” '

The charge was only too true! -They
obeyed disconsolately.

‘“ Anyhow,” said Celesta, trying to find
some comfort in the situation, ¢ she looked
straight at me, and didn’t recognize me.”

After this they had to stop short of the
Blakemore house and resume their music
beyond it. They tried different hours of -
the day without any success. Other board-
ers came and went, but never the man they
were looking for. Meanwhile, the citizens
of Clayton continued to be hard-hearted,
and money was running low.

“ Couldn’t we call up the house?” sug-
gested Roger one night.

“If the house is watched the telephone
wire is certainly tapped,” objected Hal.

‘“The trouble is, Mr. Inchfawn used to
work in his studio all day long,” said
Celesta.

‘“ Such a man often goes out for air just
before dinner,” said Hal. “Let’s try six
o’'clock to-morrow.”

This time their patience was rewarded.
They had been waiting for him so long that
his coming had all the effect of a breathless
surprise. Hal was playing away in the
empty street when Inchfawn suddenly
rounded a corner and bore down on them,
bound homeward.

“ Here he is! - Here he is!” whispered
Celesta, wild with excitement.

He came toward them with his head low-
ered, seeing nothing. Celesta’s hand shook
so she could scarcely hold the tambourine.
She planted herself in his path and smiling
her professional smile, rattled the tambou-
rine under his nose.

He started violently, cast a look of pure
hatred on her which was merely the effect of
exacerbated nerves, and hastened on. The
man looked ill and old. His face was yel-
lowed like old parchment.

Celesta returned to Hal almost ready to
cry. ““Oh, I should have spoken to him!”
she murmured. * My wits deserted me.”
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string of pearls, and the automobile a3 they
appeared.”

In spite of himself Roger betrayed his
consternation in his face. Surely no man
could have hidden it. His enemy in pos-
session of his secret! Little beads of pe:-
spiration sprang out on his forehead. To
have wiped it off would have called atten-
tion to it. He felt absolutely gone inside,
but he said with a sort of bravado:

“1 don’t know what youre talkirg
about.”

“Yes, you do,” Campas asserted sneer-
ingly. “1 see I've said enough to show you
I'm wise.” His tone changed. “ My God,
Roger! I got to take off my hat to you.
My friends and I, we've always made a
good living, but we’re pikers alongside of
you. When I saw the scale you operated
on, I changed my plans entirely. I made
up my mind I'd shake my bunch, and join
yours.”

“ But this is sheer nonsense!” said Roger
out of his white, drawn face. “ You have
no proof!”

“Sure I have proof,” Campas declared
coolly. “ But I wouldn’t need any at that.
All T got to do is go to the Department of
Justice and tell them Gentleman Roger
Manion is living in style up on Eleventh
street, and passing nice new Liberty bonds.
Think of Celesta!”

Roger jumped up. A groan was forced
from him. He gave up.

“ No need for you to take on about it.”
Campas went on in his dogged way. “It's
a genuine offer I'm making you. I admire
you, Roger. I'd be proud to work under
vou. And you need a fellow like me. Lock
at Inchfawn, a nervous wreck. Cora’s all
right, but she’s a woman. And you, you've
got to stick to the gentlemanly. You need
me to do the rough work. I'm not a hog.
1 only ask to be admitted on the same foot-
ing with Inchfawn and Cora.”

Roger felt sick, sick! But he was never
one to hesitate in the face of the inevitable.
« All right, Campas,” he said, “ you have
me! Tl admit you freely to partnership
with the rest of us, and hereafter will de-
pend on you just like one of the others.”

A complacent grin spread across Cam-
pas’s face.
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But Roger had not finished speaking.
“I'm afraid you're due for a disappoint-
ment, though. There's not as much in it as
vou seem to suppose. And that's your fault.
When you kidnaped me out of prison, Inch-
fawn was not finished printing. The bulls-
descended on the boarding house and he
had to destroy—”

“ Wait a minute! Wait a minute!” Cam-
pas interrupted with his malicious grin at
its widest. “I thought vou might try to
pull something like that, so I went to see
Inchfawn first this morning. That’s the
proof 1 spoke of. The poor fish broke
down completely; confessed he'd printed
three thousand bonds, the five hundred dol
lar kind.” :

Roger walked away grinding his teeth.
When he came back he flung up his hands.
“T give in!” he =aid.

“ How do you split>” Campas asked.

“1 take half. Cora and Inchfawn each
a quarter.”

“ All right,” said Campas, “ let’s stick to -
the same proportion. You take two-fifths,
and the rest of us a fifth each.”

Roger shrugged. 7

“1 make one condition,” Campas con-
tinued. “ You got to admit me on the
same social footing as the others. Let me
come here just like thev do. 1 won’t shame
vou, I guess. I'm learning what's what.”
He indicated hiz changed appearance. )

All Roger’s better instincts that centered
around Celesta were revolted. But he was -
helpless. ¢ All right,” he agreed shortly.
To himself he vowed that it should only be
for a few days.

Campas wanted certain guarantees of
Roger's good faith. A meeting was ar-
ranged to take place later in the day at
Inchfawn’s studio, where Campas was to be
formally presented as a partner to the other
members of the ¢ association” (as Roger
termed it) and his share of what had al-
ready been taken out, handed to him.

Even after these details had bheen ar-
ranged, Campas lingered on, watching the
hall in his furtive way, listening for sounds
within the house. Finally he blurted out:

“Where's Celesta?”

“She has gone out,” Roger replied
smoothly.

-
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Presently Roger entered. On the surface
he was all cordiality.

“ He’s going to stay to breakfast and
luncheon and dinner!” cried Celesta.

‘“ Really!” said Roger. Icy overtones
tinkled through his glad voice.

The two men looked at each other. But
i'fthe same trick did not work for Roger a
‘second time. Hal's face reddened a little,
.and turned dogged.

* Celesta was kind enough to ask me,”
ihe said. His eyes added to Roger. “I've
.earned this much, and I'm going to take it!”

“ Fine!” Roger returned.

By and by Celesta went to see if her
{instructions for breakfast were being carried
out. The atmosphere of the drawing-room
became somewhat tense. Roger looked out
of the window with an inattentive air that
was designed to be offensive. It only made
Hal more dogged. Hal thought: “ I owe
this man nothing. But I owe Celesta every-
thing in the world. It’s due to her to try to
find out what’s behind all this.”

He remarked in a determinedly friendly
tone: “ This is rather different from the Cut,
eh?”

« Slightly,” said Roger without looking at
him.

“ 1 didn’t know you were so well off,” Hal
-pursued.

Roger was silent.

“ Have vou had a stroke of luck lately?”
persisted Hal.

“ Are vou catechizing me?” demanded
‘Roger in his high and mighty manner.

Hal met it coolly. It seems so strange
that a man of vour wealth should have been
charged with that petty scheme to work
the Clayton banks last year,” he said.

“So others thought at the time,” Roger
observed acidly.

“But why didn’t you lay evidence of
your means before the court?”

“ 1 didn’t care to take the court into my
confidence.”

“ But surely rather than go to jail—”

“ ¥ don’t care to discuss the matter,” said
Roger loftily. “ You and I don’t see eve
to eyve in such things.”

" Hal’s face hardened.
thought.

Celesta returned.

“ Pretty thin!” he
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On the whole, the day that Hal had
looked forward to with so passionate a de-
sire could hardly have béen called a success.
Roger took care never to leave him alone
with Celesta for more than a moment at a
time; and while he was present he somehow
contrived, with an appearance of the great-
est friendliness, tc wither the pleasure of
their intercourse. The worst of it was Ce-
lesta never saw through him.

Hal bumed with a dull resentment all
day. The older man was at the same time
so clever and so petty you could not com-
pete with him. Nevertheless, Hal got some-
thing out of the day; like a miser he stored
away a hundred lovely fresh impressions of
Celesta to be counted over in secret later.

After dinner there was a peaceful inter-
lude while Celesta played and sang in the
pretty fashion that is taught in convents.
To Hal it was heavenly music. The piano
stood under the arch between the two
rooms. In the front room Roger sat reading
a newspaper like a male duenna.

Cora called. Hal had seen her in the
prison a number of times. ithout appear-
ing to, he watched her and Roger. He
guessed from the glance of intelligence that
passed between them that she had come
with some communication. With all Cora’s
bright charm she made it clear to Hal that
she meant to sit him out. Well, Hal had his
own stubbornness. He had no intention of
leaving for a good while.

A few minutes later Campas was an-
nounced. The faces of the four in the room
offered a study. He had to be admitted, of
course, for the drawing-room opened off the
hall, and he could hear their voices.

Roger, recalling that he had a serious
situation on his hands, bestirred himself to
meet it. “ Glad to see you, Campas,” he
said with quiet heartiness. “ Celesta was
giving us a little musicc. Do you know
Porter? (‘ Porter was for the benefit of
Etienne). He dropped in on us unexpected-

ly to-day. You'll find cigars and cigarettes
on the table yonder. Make yourself at
home.”

Campas having caught sight of Hal, was
literally aware of nobody else in the room.
He paid not the slightest attention to Roger.
His face turned blackish; his head sunk.
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¢ Mr.
briskly.

No, she was informed; Mr. Van Carpen
was busy over an airplane which had just
arrived for him from Santa Fe. The caller,
being a stranger, might not have heard, but
a very prominent young lady of the town
had either been murdered or carried away,
and Mr. Van Carpen was preparing to con-
duct a search for her. Consequently, it was
hard to sav just when he would be in.

“Well, isn’t there anybody else that I
can talk to>” demanded Jean.

“ No,” again returned the stenographer,
but she hesitated slightly. J. P., she knew,
was hidden in his private office; but that
was the answer she had been told to give
if any one inquired for him.

His gloomy forebodings of disaster had
not lessened any since the night before, had
in fact, rather increased as further telephone
messages from Red only reported continued
ill-success in finding that lost ¢ package.”

Everything to him seemed to be heading
for a grand smash-up: and all of Van Car-
pen’s optimistic arguments would not have
persuaded him to remain in Guadaljara City
an hour longer if he had been in any position
to leave.

But he was practically broke; and he
could not quite resign himself to abandoning
that seventy-five thousand of Bob lloore’s
which he had come to look upon as his own.

That morning, spurred by the perils of
the situation, he had made another try at
forging Bob’s signature underneath the un-
signed acknowledgment, and although not
entirely satisfied with the result, had taken
it over to the bank.

“ Have you got enough currency on hand
to pay those three drafts of Moore’s?” he
asked Jeff Taggart, as he presented himself
at the window.

Jeff nodded. “ Yes. I prepared for that.”

“ Then I guess I'll take it,” said J. P. non-
chalantly. “I've got a lot of options I
want to look after.”

“ But, say, look here.” Taggart scruti-
nized the backs of the three drafts and
shook his head. ¢ These indorsements are
no good without an authorization from
Moore stating that you have shown him
satisfactory indications of oil.”

Van Carpen in?” asked Jean
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‘“ Oh, sure,” said J. P. “Didn’t I give
you that? No,” extracting the paper from
his billfold; * my mistatke. Here it is.”

He stood in an attitude of easy uncon-
cern, his expression absolutely serene, as -
Taggart took the paper and looked over it.
But he was far less easy than he appeared.
Why was the teller giving it such prolonged
study? .

Taggart finally raised his head. “ Do vou
mean to tell me that you have found oil on
the Rawlinson tract?” he challenged.

J. P. shrugged his shoulders. ** Moore
seems to be satisfied of it, doesn’t he?”

“ This is the signature of Robert \/Ioore
on this paper, is it?”

“ Certainly. He signed it last night Just
before he took off in his airplane.”

The next instant J. P. could have bitten
his tongue out for making that statement:
Taggart might know of his frenzied seeking
for a fountain pen.

The teller glanced at the paper again.
** That might explain it,” he said reflective-
ly. *“ The instrument itself is in Moore’s
handwriting unquestionably, but there are
discrepancies in the signature that would
strike any one. Since you say, though, that
it was signed hurriedly and under excite-
ment, that might be accounted for.”

J. P. breathed more freely.

** You have a sharp eye,” he laughed. “T
never noticed the slightest difference be-
tween that and Moore’s ordinary signature,
However, it's all right of course, and I can
draw—"

*“Xo.” The teller shook his head. “1I
don't think the bank will care to pay those
drafts to-day, Mr. Perkins.”

*What?” J. P. drew himself up indig-
nantly. “ You question that signature?”

“1 won’t say that. Put it, rather, that I
question the circumstances. I don’t believe
for a moment that there is oil on the Raw-
linson tract, but that is none of my busi-
ness. If Mr. Moore came in here and per-
sonally acknowledged this paper as his, I
would have no alternative but to pay over
the monev. But you want me to act on
an unwitnessed instrument, signed as you
say, under great excitement. Another
thing, if Moore is dead, and that is certainly
a possibility, I have no right to pay those
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fires. It was about the best plan available
under the circumstances, and would prob-
ably have forced Bob to surrender.

But in the lull of firing and as he started
to give his men their instructions, the zoom-
ing of the plane overhead was borne down
to his ears,

He glanced sharply up. Was it a friend
or foe? He could not tell of course: and it
didn’t make much difference. The chances
were that it was Van Carpen who, J. P.
had told him, would be coming out in a
plane; and if it was, he didn’t propose to
let an employer see him playing the cau-
tious old woman. His chief asset was his
reputation as a dare-devil ruffian, who
balked at nothing.

If, on the other hand, it was an enemy
swooping down from above, the quicker he
got hold of Bob and Faith and was able to
use them as a shield against attack, the
better it would be for him.

Abruptly he reversed his plans, and
swearing, swung around upon his men.

“What are vou,” he snarled, “ a lot of
miserable rats?> Twelve of you: and, by
cripes, you let yourself be druv back by
one man and a gal. By Godfrey, you hear
me: you're going in there. You're going in
there, one car on each side of the flivver,
and you're going to get them two. I'll be
right along with you, both my guns out.
But b’ar in mind, I won’t be watchin’ the
flivver; I'll be watchin’ you. And the first
man I see flinchin’ or holdin’ back, I plugs
full o’ holes.

‘ All set now?” He saw his party in their
places, and gave the order to advance.
“Let's go!”

Down the slope toward the hollow whirled
the two big cars. Bob cut loose with all
his artillery, but it did not stay their prog-
ress for an instant. The fear of Red among
those men was greater than any his bullets
could inspire.

At furious speed the two machines
reached the edge of the.quicksand and
plunged into it. Their momentum was so
great that it carried them almost to the fliv-
ver. Then their wheels clogged and they
began to sink.

Whether the fact that they were of heav-
ier build was responsible, or whether it
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was that they struck a more fluid section of
quicksand, they certainly went down much
more rapidly than the flivver.

Almost before the ruffian crew recognized
their plight, the treacherous sand was up
even with the floor on both machines. Then,
seized with panic, the occupants went leap-
ing out over the sides in a mad scramble
to escape.

It was a horrible scene. The air was full
of their shrieks and curses and prayers as
they fought against the irresistible grip of
the sand and felt themselves dragged down.
But gradually, one by one, their voices were
stilled.

And it was not long. In less than three
minutes the churning surface had resumed
its semblance of deceptive calm. All was
over.

One or two of the strongest of the party,
as by a miracle, did manage to flounder out
to shore, where they quickly made them-
selves scarce; but all the rest of the com-
pany, including their leader, perished mis-
erably in the trap. '

During the course of the tragedv Faith
clung sobbing to Bob, hiding her face
against him and trying to shut her ears to
the cries of those doomed wretches. And
he was almost equally beside himself.
Enemies though they were, and murderers,
he would have done anything to save those
men: but he was powerless. To attempt to
aid them in any way would merely have
been to sacrifice himself—equivalent to
suicide.

And for that matter his predicament and
Faith's was not much better. The sand was
now up above the floor of the flivver, and
oozing in at the crevices of the doors. He
could see that they were sinking much more
rapidly.

Feverishly he started to toss overboard
the articles out of which he had built his
barricade: he wrenched loose the top and
flung it out, tore away every movable part—
anything to lighten weight. But the flivver
still continued to sink.

It was at that moment of utter hopeless-
ness that he and Faith suddenly started and
clutched at each other.

Like a great bird of rescue. Northrup’s
plane, which they had hitherto been too en-
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your gun,” returned Northrup. ¢ Nice way
you have of welcoming a gallant rescuer.”

Both of them adopted this rather light
and flippant tone because they were afraid
that Faith would collapse or grow hysterical
as a result of the ordeal through which she
had passed and the tragic scenes she had
witnessed.

But they need not have worried. She
was a true daughter of the Southwest, with
a spirit and resolution that rose superior to
feminine nerves. Indeed, of the three she
was probably the least shaky and the most
composed.

Northrup was already wheeling the plane
up the bank away from the quicksand.

“ Come on,” he said with a shudder;
‘“let’s get away from here.”

“ Not so fast!” protested Faith. “ 1 don’t
leave this spot until we have posted warn-
ing notices all around that patch of quick-
sand. We can’t go away from here, and
perhaps allow other travelers ignorantly to
fall into that awful trap.”

They could not help but agree with her,
and although it proved a longer and some-
what arduous task than they anticipated,
they kept at it until every approach to the
danger spot was fully guarded by their cau-
tioning signs.

As a result of this their return to Guada-
ljara City was considerably delayed, and
they did not reach the landing field be-
yond the railroad tracks until after one
o’clock.

To their surprise they discovered as they
came down another plane already in the
field.

“ Well, what do you know about that?”
exclaimed Northrup. ¢ Van Carpen and his
pal must have come back after all. Prob-
ably they forgot something in the haste of
their get-away and thought they could sneak

in under cover of night and get it. We'll
likely find them at their office.”
“ Then let’s hurry and get there,” said

Bob grimly. “I'd like to have just about
a ten-minute session with those two birds.”
Accordingly, the three of them rushed
over to the station, routed out a sleeping
cabman and told him to get them uptown
the shortest way, and to “ step on her.”
But, although he obeyed instructions in
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a way that left no room for criticism, they
found when they reached the office of the _
Van Carpen Oil Company that the place was
dark and deserted. No glimmer of light
showed from within; rattling at the door
handle evoked no response.

They were just turning away disappoint-
edly when the sound of a dull, muffled ex-
plosion smote their ears from across the
street.

“By George!” Northrup caught his
breath.  Somebody is robbing the bank!"

He was perfectly right. He was right,
too, when he had said down at the landing
field that Van Carpen and J. P. must have
come back for something they had left be-
hind in the hurry of their departure.

That “ something” was Bob Moore's
seventy-five thousand dollars which J. P.
knew from his talk with Jeff Taggart the
previous morning was in the vaults of the
bank in cold cash.

“T must get the sheriff!”” cried Northrup.
“Then we’ll go after them.” '

He dashed away toward the sheriff’s resi-
dence just back of the courthouse; but he
had hardly started when two figures slipped
out of the door of the bank, each carrving a
suit case, and walked away with an air of
unconcern.

Northrup retraced the distance he had
gone in about two steps. ,

“No time to get the sheriff now,” he
hissed. “ You and I will have to land ’em,
Moore.”

“We will,” returned Bob with emphasis;
for just then the two figures passed under
a street light and he recognized Perkins and
Van Carpen.

“ Hey, there!” Involuntarily he gave a
shout. *‘ You two stop!”

The two figures turned, looked over their
shoulders, then as they saw two men com-
ing after them, broke into a run.

¢ Into the cab!” gasped Northrup. “ We
can run them down quicker that way.”

So into the cab the two piled with Faith,
who had not got out when they stopped:
and again the driver was given a peremptory
order to “ step on her.”

He did his best, but the cab was a flivver
of ancient vintage and stalled on him. \While
he was trying to coax its decrepit ignition








































































