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a job in ’most any studio as an English
butler, or a ¢silly ass ’ with a monocle. He
was tall and thin, and his face was natural-
ly sour. Not a laugh or a grin in kis young
life, so I suppose he’ll get to he a famous
comedian some day.”

Haskins nodded comprehendingly.

“T reckon so! I reckon you got to bhe
the people’s pet ’cause you’re such a grouch
offen the screen. I’d heard a lot about the
¢ Bagueville smile,” an’ you've always been
the life o’ the party when I seen you on the
screen.

“ Tt set me back some when the loafers
on the lot here told me to look out an’ not
get in your way ’cause you were apt to bite
any one who spoke to you.”

“ That’s good; that’s the way I've got
’em trained,” chuckled the star. Other-
wise they’d be in here using my make-up
box and trying to bum car fare to the
city.”

Floria Maywood, the Dolores of the
South American drama, walked slowly past
the open door of the dressing room and
nodded haughtily to the star.

“ Coming out to the set this morning,
Mr. Bagueville?” she inquired sarcastical-
ly. “ Don’t bother on my account; it’s
no trouble to make up and stand around
all day.”

“T see how I feel,” answered Bague-
ville disagreeably.

“Tt doesn’t matter, anyhow,” drawled
Miss Maywood. “I’'ve no interest in the
thing. 1 busted my contract this morning,
but Oatman cried all over the place, and
raised me a thousand a week. My nerves
won’t stand another month like this. You
have crabbed the whole picture for me, and
you have walked on every scene I've hada
chance in.”

“T’'m the star,” replied Bagueville su-
perciliously.

“ Oatman said the thing would be a dud
without me,” she retorted; * said it would
not run a week on Broadway without me.”

“ Qatman will say anything!”

“Yah! The public’s getting wise to
you. My Chinese butler has got more tem-
perament than you, and he’s a stone im-
age. A vear from now you’ll be lucky to
fill in on old men’s parts. You can kid the
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managers for awhile, but it’s the public that
gets your number, old dear!”

‘“ Shut the* door, will you?” Bagueville
said to Haskins. ¢ There’s too much noise
outside there.”

“The cold facts get you, eh?” shouted
Miss Maywood, as Haskins rather timidly
closed the door.

“ My gosh!” exclaimed the young cow-
boy in solemn awe. “I thought you two
had a crush on each other. The way you
make love in front of the camera, I thought
sure enough she was vour sweetheart. I
didn’t think you’d talk that way to a lady,
either.”

“I'm always afraid she’ll stick a knife
in me when it comes to a clinch,” laughed
the star. “ And don’t you go calling Floria
a lady to her face: she’ll feel insulted.”

“ Gosh!” the young man exclaimed
again. “ Say, it’s some life, ain’t it?”

“ Oh, Floria’s not so bad,” said Bague-
ville lightly. * Matter of fact, we're pretty
good friends. She's never sent me any poi-
soned candy or tried to throw acid in my
face. She’s a pretty good woman to work
with, if you keep her in her place.

“But it is some life, as you say. Not
that I'm kicking about it, however. Don’t
go away with the idea that I take about
a hundred times as much money as I'm
worth, and then knock my job all the time.
I might have worked fifty years in business
and not pulled down what these people have
given me in a couple of years.”

“And you just tumbled into it!” ex-
claimed Haskins enviously. “ No expe-
rience at all, I hear; and you walked into
the studio as a star right off the bat.”

“But I had the publicity, and that’s a
long way ahead of experience. You know
I rowed on the college crew two years; then
I went in for the single sculls, and when I
cleaned up all the championships at Henley
I came home and found my picture in every
Sunday supplement, and on the news
reels.

“ The picture people chased me all over
the map, insisting that I was a movie star
already, and pretty soon they were shoot-
ing the camera at me, and I was making
love to yellow-haired baby dolls and
bobbed-hair bandits.
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where there’s no scorpion or centipede wait-
ing for you, and sit down. I'm not camping
here because I'm hungry, and I haven’t
much stuff to eat, but a cup of tea braces
you up and rests you, and the horses had
to be fed and rested up.”

She took an enameled metal cup from
a small hamper and poured some tea from
the little teapot that stood close to the fire,
and she offered her guest some hard crack-
ers and a jar of thick jam.

One of the ponies pawed the ground im-
patiently and shook his nosebag to find
the few remaining oats at the bottom of it,
and from a crate on the rear end of the
buckboard, a chicken set up an excited
cackling in a shrill treble.

“ And we might have had broiled chick-
en!” exclaimed the man ruefully. *“Or
would it have been fricassee? So much
depends on age and pedigree!”

“ Judging by the style of the car you
drive, mister, you haven’t money enough
to eat that kind of a broiler,” she replied
crushingly. ¢ That’s the White Leghorn
cockerel that won the blue ribbon at the
last Madison Square Garden show. Just
came out from the East by express, and I
drove in sixty miles to get him. It would
cost you a little over three hundred dollars
to broil that bird.”

“Now, who’s kidding?”" he laughed.
““Three hundred, for a bunch of feathers
and a cackle?”

“ You’re just plumb ignorant'’ she re-
torted, with a flash of anger. “ Why don’t
you read the papers? It happens that this
little rooster is worth twice that sum, but
the Eastern breeder is helping me to get
a good start and establish the strain in
Texas. This bird’s mother holds the egg
record for New York State, and his father
has won half a dozen silver cups.”

« T apologize, very humbly. I'm getting
in wrong pretty fast now, and I suppose I
ought to be moving along. I was going
to ask you about gasoline, but, of course,
you don’t use it for bronchos—they’re pep-
py enough without it—and you don’t keep
a list of filling stations. I have enough to
last me twenty miles or so, but then I may
be stranded in some extra-dry bit of des-
ert.”

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

“Oh, I happen to have a flivver, too,”
she replied, “ and if you'll stop at my chick-
en ranch, about ten miles straight ahead,
my Mex cook will sell you enough gas to
carry you to the next town, I'm Miss Mer-
rick.”

* Thanks, very much! And if I should
rest my flivver there until you- arrived,
would you think I was getting fresh again,
Miss Merrick? By the way, my name is
Ringham—Robert Ringham.”

“ You’re welcome to what little hospital-
ity we have to offer, Mr. Ringham,” she
said cordially enough. “You may have
to wait some time, though; I don’t drive
my horses in high. I don’t want to accuse
you of commercial motives, but most people
that come this way in cars have something
to sell, and I warn you that I'm not a very
good buyer. I'll look at anything you have
to sell, but there isn’t much that I need.”

“ I'll have to disappoint you,” he laughed.
“I haven't a thing to sell. That makes
me appear as a suspicious character, doesn’t
it? I suppose it doesn’t sound reasonable
to say that I have no tangible reason for
being here in this locality, but I'm not pros-
pecting for gold, or oil, or real estate, or
anything in particular; and I'm not selling
anything.”

“1It is odd,” she agreed, “ to find a man
who is looking for nothing, I should say.”

*“ But there you’ve hit it eaxctly!” he ex-
claimed with satisfaction. I am traveling
by motor, busily engaged in an eager search
for nothing. Men have striven mightily for
less worthy objects, you must admit. The
fact is, I've had altogether too much of
something, and I want to rest my soul in
a sort of vacuum, if I can find anything
like that.

“ A young man told me that this—well,
your country all around here, is God’s own
country, but he didn’t make the reasons for
such a distinction very clear. From his
ravings I made out that there was very
little of anything here but sunrises and sun-
sets, and a great deal of space. I thought
it might come fairly close to the vacuum
that I need for myself.”

She peered at him curiously, with a good
deal of interest.

“ Oh, I know all about that sort of feel-
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mortgage on it to help me build. Pretty
soon I may have to ask him to extend the
mortgage, and I know just about how mean
he can be.” :

*“ That young girl over there,” said Ring-

ham gravely, - does he treat her very bad-
ly.”
" “He doesn’t beat her,” answered Miss
Merrick significantly. * It’s the life she has
there that’s awful. She was in high school
in San Antonio, and her father wanted to
send her to college. He bought some lots
out here, from Trempert, and was going to
build a house; then he died and left her
all alone in the world.

“ And the poor—well, he’s dead now,
but he made Trempert her guardian, and
that’s about the worst thing a father could
do for a child. Trempert seemed to be the
only person the man knew, but I can’t im-
agine how he got into his confidence so
far.”

“ She looks like a girl of some spirit,”
Ringham remarked. * Why doesn’t she
strike out for herself, like other girls of
to-day? She must be eighteen, or more.”

“ The sheltered life!” exclaimed Miss
Merrick, with ‘a shrug. “ Emily is almost
eighteen, but her father kept her young
and unsophisticated. No doubt she’d like
to get away from such a guardian, but she’d
be like a cage-bird let loose: she couldn’t
fend for herself in the open.”

Miss Merrick invited the two men to
stay for luncheon, but Ringham declared
that he must be on his way.

« 1 shall come again, vou may be sure,”
he said with conviction. ‘ There are so few
people in vour little colony here, but such
a lot of life! In the big cities you can’t see
the people for the crowds, but in your little
cross-section of civilization here, one doesn’t
need a magnifving glass to study individ-
uals.” )

“ T hope you have found me an interest-
ing specimen,” said the girl with some as-

rity.
it 8h? I'm not as bad as \‘\\t!” he
laughed apologetically. “ And T Wwuldn’t
venture into personalities again, Miss Mer-
rick—after our first encounter. I've been
trving to prove to you that I'm not natu-
rally fresh.”

-,
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“You've behaved very well since that,”
she admitted, smiling. “ And I’m not un-
grateful for what you two men tried to do
for me. But I do have so many irritations
and worries. I shouldn’t be peddling neigh-
borhood gossip, but I'm completely upset
again this morning over this poor little Em-
ily. She has been here this morning—she
came over while Trempert was at court, and
his wife was not watching her.

‘“ She wants me to take her away from
here,” the girl went on, sighing dejectedly,
“and I don’t know what I ought to do
about it. The Tremperts are trying to mar-
ry her to their son, Edwin Trempert. He’s
a worthless young lawyer in San Antonio;
neither good nor bad, and with scarcely
enough character to be called even indiffer-
ent.

“ There’s money back of it all, of course,
but Emily doesn’t know that her father
left any sort of valuable property; they’ve
kept everything from her since his death.
We know well enough that Alvin Trempert
wouldn’t want his son to marry her if there
were not money in it somewhere, and the
poor girl knows what a life it will mean for
her.”

' Why don’t you take her away?” Ring-

ham demanded abruptly. “ But I beg your
pardon: you have your business, and it
would be rather serious anyway.”
_ Tt certainly would!” she returned grave-
ly. “It would be a runaway, with plenty
of pursuit, and I haven’t the resources or
the cunning, to plan and carry out such
business. She can’t walk away from the
Tremperts and defy them to bring her
back.

“ Alvin Trempert is too crafty, and he
has a crafty lawyer working for him. They
would spare her no humiliation, and they’d
break her down completely on a legal fight.
She simply wants to escape, like any cap-
tive, and make a run for it.”

“ So many people wounld like to make a
run for it!” exclaimed Eustace reflectively.
“ That is my profession, you perceive. I
am always on the run—away from people
—the world—from myself!”

“And I, too,” declared Ringham im-
pulsivelv: then flushed as he regretted the
burst of confidence.
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Shelmerdine’s chambers. He can only say
that she was young, and that her face was
very white, and that she didn’t seem to
know what she was doing.

“ He says he can’t describe her, because
all women look alike nowadays with these
little hats, short skirts, and no figures. But
he thinks he would recognize her if he saw
her. Rather like a needle in a bundle of
straw.

“But it’s set Scotland Yard to work
again. The florist’s boy seeing a lady
go up with a man might have been Shel-
merdine, and now this Major White con-
firming it, and having seen a woman come
out of the door about half past four, and
in a state of great excitement.”

Suddenly she leaned toward him, her
green-brown eyes very soft. ‘ What a
shame, Dick, I've reminded vou of your
own trouble! And when you have so much
to think about! Forgive me, my dear. I
know—1I feel it inside me that you’re still
always thinking of your poor little wife.”

He answered her frankly, having got over
his nerves. “1 am sure. more so every
day, that Molly must be dead. Of course,
vour talking of Shelmerdine brings it
back.”

. She patted his hand.

i - “But you mustn’t think of it now; you
really mustn’t. It was my fault. Your poor
little Molly—I’'m afraid it’s as you say.
But now vou’ve got so much to do. Would
vou like me to go through the speech for
the Corn-market at Testerbury with you,
Dick?> You said that was worrying vou.”

Tt would be a help,” he said. “ The
women are said to be awfully strong in
Testerbury.”

“You’ve got it in your head, haven’t
vou?"”

“ Mostly.”

“ Then vou shall recite it, and I'll take
notes.”

She got up to fetch paper and pencil, and
just then her butler came into the room
with a telegram. The man waited.

“ No answer, thank vou,” she said.

When the man had gone she did not
speak. She stood there, swaying from foot
to foot. She put up a hand and patted her
hair. She moved about the room aimless-
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ly, picking up a book here, plucking at a
flower there.

She seemed to have forgotten that she
was not alone. Once Dick caught sight
of her face. There was a grin on it—a per-
fectly senseless grin.

“ Anna!” he called sharply.

“Yes,” she answered, and shook her-
self.

“ Oh, Dick!” She picked up the tele-
gram, and put it down again. “I am a
fool. What are vou thinking? Guy is
dead.”

« Guy‘)”

“My husband.”

Dick sprang to his feet.

“ Oh, I'm sorry! I say-—can I do any-
thing?”

“ No. dear, no. I'm sorry, too, now he’s
gone. But—there is nothing to do. I'm
sorry, ves. 1 suppose one forgets all at
once what a man’s done to one. He was
Killed in a motor smash—in a car I paid
for only last week. He wanted a new
cne.”

Her voice was clear, like a child’s. Dick
thought her wonderful. He remembered
how she had given him a glimpse into her
life months ago. And now this man who
had done her so much injury was dead.

And she was sorry.

He came nearer to her, took her hand.
‘Sit down. Anna. You've had a shock.”

She looked at him through half shut
eyes.

“ Dick, I'm afraid I can't help yvou to-
night. And I shall have to see to things.
I'm going to fail you.”

“ Never. Anna! You couldn’t do that.
You've been wonderful. I shall be all right.
You mustn’t worry a bit.”

She tried to smile, but her face sud-
denly became rigid. He caught her in his
arms; he thought she had fainted. But she
stood up again.

“ Dear Dick. it’s the feeling of failure,”
she whispered. “I've done nothing with
my life.”

Her eyes were quite shut now. Her face
was wan, ghostly, and so voung.

Dick bent his head and kissed her very
gently.

She stirred, but said nothing. In a mo-































































THE BOOBY TRAP.

could see the set faces of the troops as they
sprang to move on with the new engine: of
war.

He could not see the myriad planes, low-
flying, raining death into the enemy strong-
holds, but he knew they were there. He
watched, rather, with a keen fascination,
the flat lane which the tank was making
through the dreaded wire. Pie for the men
on foot, he thought, and wouldn’t it put the
wind up the enemy?

But here was business! Above the wild
sounds without and within, above the dull
crashing of shells and the smash of small
arms fire, came the sudden ping, ping, ping
of missiles striking the tank itself. Faster
and faster it came, settled to a steady me-
tallic rain as the astonished enemy poured
machine gun and rifle fire into the very
teeth of the advancing monster.

Nick chuckled. Fools! Well, he knew,
if they didn’t, that nothing less than a
direct hit from something three inches or
more would penetrate the armor that sur-
rounded him and his companions. Ah! the
trenches!

The nose of the tank thrust itself sky-
ward—so sharply that for an instant Nick
wondered if the thing was about to turn a
backward somersault. He clung grimly to
the handrails and held his breath. Then,
with a lurch that threw him forward so
abruptly that his arm felt as if it were
being wrenched from its socket, the great
lumbering creature came down astraddle of
the first line enemy trench!

On both sides, the white, frightened faces
of would-be defenders stared at the un-
gainly apparition that had come to con-
found them. Swearing through clenched
teeth, Nick let them have it.

From his place of comparative safety he
sprayed his bullets by the hundreds, play-
ing the gun almost as the nozzle of a hose,
upon the scrambling humanity that now
sought only to get away from this horrible
new menace.

The temporary hatred which battle in-
variably brews seethed within him. He
worked his gun viciously. And at this wild
moment his hatred suddenly included Tray-
more! :

He fired mechanically, but his mind flew
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to the man, the swine who had stolen his
girl. He wished Traymore would step into
his line of fire. By Heaven, he did! He'd
fill him so full of steel that—that—bah!

If he were only out there with the in-
fantry now—he might get a chance at
Traymore. He’d do it, too! In the con-
fusion—

With surprise Neck saw that he was
firing at nothing—that is, nothing but black
torn earth, spattered with odd shaped bun-
dles of clothing with arms and legs flung
about at grotesque angles. The enemy had
fled. And now the tank was moving.

Down flopped her tail with a jolt; then
she dragged it up slowly and painfully as
a dog drags a broken leg after him. And
the lumbering on began once more.

Crunch! That would be a machine-gun
emplacement. A sudden retarding of speed,
followed by a slow but steady progress.
That meant, probably, the shot off trunk of
a tree. A splintering of wood or a crushing
of stone, and a building had declined fur-
ther dispute with the irresistible machine
that trampled down everything in its path.

And through it all the canker of jealousy
surged in the heart of Nick Waters! He
realized himself that it was a strange time
to be harboring such feelings; he couldn’t
help it, that was all.

He plumped a snarling burst of fire into
a panic-stricken machine-gun crew, and
laughed aloud at their sprawling contor-
tions.

Now the captain was peering eagerly at
the blackened, smoke-mantled terrain ahead
of him. Nick ceuld make out the half-
destroyed buildings of a village. This and
a lull in the racket without caused him to
suspect, and rightly, that the great drive
was over: the objectives of the British had
been attained.

The captain leaned down and screamed
orders into the ear of the driver.

His eyes on the alert for signs of enemy
stragglers, Nick watched the first buildings
of the town come slowly into view. Straight
down the principal street waddled the tank,
made its squashing way through a mass of
dead artillery horses and came to a halt on
the far outskirts.

Thankfully the four of them scrambled
















































SEVEN FOOTPRINTS TO SATAN.

me. And, still laughing, would have
watched me go to whatever death he had
decreed, unresisting, since I would have
believed that by my oath I was so bound.

‘“ And that, Kirkham, is not to be en-
dured. Not by me!

“ Nor is that all. I have watched manv
men and women take the steps, risking all
on Satan’s word. And I have seen some of
them go to death, as calmly as I would have
done, their honor, like mine, rooted in dis-
honor. And others go broken and willing.
Like Cartright. While Satan laughed. And
there are more who live like me on Satan's
sufferance. And all this on a cast of loaded
dice. If so, then I tell you, Kirkham, it ix
not a thing to be borne! Nor shall it be
borne!”

He plucked at his collar, gasping, as
though it choked him.

“ God!” he whispered. ‘ To pay him
back for that! If it is true—I would face
death—singing—but T must know if it is
true.”

I waited until he had regained control.

‘“ Help me find out whether it is or not,”
I said. “It may well turn out to be an
impossible job for me--alone.”

He shook his head.

“You have Barker to help you,” he re-
plied.

“T don’t want to run him into any more
risks.” I would cover up the little man as
much as I could. * There’'s a certain
amount of prowvling involved, Consardine.
We might run across somebody not so well
disposed as you. But the three of us ought
to be able to settle matters one way or the
other quickly.”

“No,” he said stubbornly.  Why
should I? It is up to you, Kirkham. It is
you who have raised the doubt. It is you
who must resolve it. One way or the other.
After all, your suspicions are based upon
the vaguest evidence. A triviality, and two,
or it may be three, perfectly explicable
happenings. The chances that you are
wrong are enormously greater than those
that you are right. Why should I risk my
life upon them?

“I have already gone far. I have prom-
ised vou neutrality, and somewhat more. 1
will go no further. Take Barker. I prom-
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ise neither to see nor hear vou should T
meet you in your—wanderings. DBut at
this time I will not invite certain death by
joining you in them. I have been reason-
ably content. If you are wrong, I shall still
be. If you are right—ah, then, I repeat,
you will be no longer alone.

“In the meantime—Michael Consardine
holds fast to his place in the sun.”

He chirruped to the black gelding, and
mounted it. There was no use in further
argument, that was plain. We rode away,
through the woods, and after awhile turned
back to the chateau.

I left him at the stable, and went to my
rooms to change. There was a note pinned
te my pillow. It was from Satan. A casual
sort of message. He hoped that I was
enjoying myself as I deserved, and would
see me about nine o’clock that evening.

The rest of the day passed uneventfully.
The more I thought over Consardine’s talk,
the more I sympathized with his viewpoint.
Also, oddly enough, the higher rose my spir-
its. I sat down to dinner in a pleasantly
reckless state of mind.

Consardine was at the head of the board
as on the previous night. I had Cobham for
companion. I saw Eve toward the far end.
She ignored me. It was difficult for me to
do the same toward her.

Cobham had been drinking. For some
reason he seemed to feel a certain responsi-
bility for me. He paid no attention to any
one else, nor would he let me. He was vast-
ly interesting, but as the time wore on I
began to feel a profound distaste for Cob-
ham. He was expounding his theories of
life as a mere electro-chemical reaction. He
made it clear that neither the individual
nor the mass meant anything to him in
terms of what is commonly called humanity.
He was appallingly callous about it.

He seemed to have no more feeling about
men and women than he would have about
his test tubes. Rather less, I fancied. In
fact, that was what men and women ap-
peared to him to be, just a lot of animated
test tubes with minute curiosity-provoking
differences in their contents. And he saw
no reason why they should not be broken,
or emptied or the contents changed in the
way of experimentation. He sketched a
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The sheriff winked genially at Jerry, but
did not venture to deny the soft impeach-
ment.

*That there advice of yours, sheriff,”
young Mr. Van Buren drawled, *‘is sure
good medicine, but I ain’t needing it, hav-
ing been posted on them facts for quite
some spell of time. The old world sure
would run on the rocks if it wasn’t for wom-
en and their brains.”

“Yes, sir, son,” the sheriff added,
“you’ve said it. And I've learned my les-
son, even if it did come late in life. When
a woman says a thing, it’s so, even though
I know for a fact it ain’t. I don’t aim to
get caught any more this yere way.”

¢ Shush! Both of you!” Lois again en-
tered the conversation. ¢ If you talk that
way much more I’ll begin to think you’re
right about not having any brains.”

‘“ Mebbe it’s just as well to keep ’em
fooled at that,” and the sheriff bestowed an-
other solemn wink on Jerry. ‘‘ Catch ’em
young and tell ’em nothing. That's a
danged good motto.”

“ Humph!” young Mr. Van Buren grunt-
ed. “They ain’t nothing a chap can tell
’em. They know it before he does.”

Lois protested against being required to
spend the following day in absolute rest,
but Mrs. Broman remained firm. So there
was nothing to be done about it. Early the
second morning, however, the two prepared
to set forth, bound for Towanda Lake and
the gold.

“ Need any help, Jerry?” Sheriff Broman
banteringly inquired.

*“ No, sir, sheriff,” Jerry assured him. “ I
ain’t feeling the need of any more assistance
this trip. I got all the help I need right
here,” and he grinned cheerfully at Lois.

They naturally went by the most direct
route, rather than around through Pifion
Gap, and thus missed learning certain things
which might have had some bearing on their
plans. The diving suit they found undis-
turbed where Jerry had left it, and delayed
only while he lashed the outfit in place be-
hind his saddle.

“T planted your dad’s strike about four
hundred yards up the line,” Jerry told his
companion. “It’s just around the next
point, where the valley begins to.narrow.”
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“ Are vou going down to the botiom of
the lake in that thing®" Lois asked, with
unccncealed misgivings.

* Sure I am. Why not?”

‘It seems awfully dangerous, somehow.”

“Sa-ay,” he drawled, *‘ what’s the mat-
ter with you? Dor't you think I'm as good
a guy as Hoke Quinlon? He could man-
age it O, K., and if he could, I'm sure I
can.”

“That’s not the point,” Lois cried in-
dignantly. “I don’t want vou to risk your
life—just for some gold.”

“Why not?” Jerry asked, in deep inter-
est, but Lois only hlushed—and glanced
away. ‘“It's safe enough,” he went on,
“and you just forget to worry.

“You handle the pump and feed me
plenty of fresh air, and before you know it
the job’s done. Why, the way I look at
it, we're mighty lucky to have a diving
suit all packed out here for us to use. With-
out it that there gold of yvours is anchored
to the bottom till the lake goes dry.”

Finally Jerry stopped, close by the water,
sending a shrewd glance about him.

‘“ This is the place,” said he. * That big
dead pine’s one of my landmarks. I put
the four buckskin bags under a flat rock;
it ought to be easy to find ’em again. You
don’t mind if I leave you for a few minutes,
do you, Lois?”

“1I guess not.
all right, Jerry?”

“It’s a cinch!” he exclaimed.

Jerry incased himself in the diving suit,
first making sure that the air pump fun-
tioned. Next he lifted the copper helmet
over his head, twisting it tightly into place
with a powerful wrench of his muscular
arms. Through the glass front Lois could
perceive that he was grinning at her.

¢ See you later,” he shouted. The words
sounded faint and far away. With a reas-
suring wave of his hand Jerry walked out
into the water, while Lois began working
the handle of the air pump on which his
safety depended. Her heart was beating
wildly, though she tried to calm herself with
the thought that he was really in no dan-
ger.

But just the same, as the huge helme:
disappeared beneath the water, she felt ter-
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same twenty-four sheet. If he had seen one
more in the following couple of days, he
had seen a hundred of them.

Everywhere he turned he had beheld
himself and his fair companion eternally
nibbling at crackers and cheese. The
Greene Cheese Company had apparently
launched a Napoleonic advertising cam-
paign in which he, John Derwent, was to
play something of the réle of drum-major.

On the first day he had discovered that
he had become, as it were, a public char-
acter, for a strange girl had spoken to him
on the Drive. In the days immediately
following, many other people he could not
identify had greeted him familiarly.

This had puzzled him at first, but then it
dawned on him that these people just
thought they knew him. They had seen his
picture on the widespread twenty-four
sheet, but they did not connect him with
this when they saw him in person. He was
just somebody they had met somewhere
whose face was familiar even if his name
was forgotten, and who, without the slight-
est doubt, deserved a nod of recognition.

At the end of the first week of numerous,
and rapidly increasing, experiences of this
kind, the shy and reserved Mr. Derwent
had withdrawn sourly into himself and had
refused to speak to anybody on the street.

It was bad enough, in the first place, to
have his picture on the billboard at all; and
to be stared at everywhere he went by
people with I'm-sure-I-know-you-but-I-
can’t-quite-place-vou expressions on their
faces added very materially to the first
cause for aggravation.

It was neither of these things, however,
that had converted John Derwent from a
peaceable, retiring citizen to an irritable,
nervous, haggard wreck of his former self.

He had been greatly annoyed, of course,

on the day that he discovered the first bill-

board and then, when he found so many of
the people he met on the street insisted on
speaking to him, he came to the conclusion
that the best thing he could do would be
to remain indoors most of the time. He
had tried this, but quickly had become con-
scious of a desire to see the twenty-four
sheet again.

Then it had dawned on him that the one
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feature of the lithograph which interested
him acutely was the picture of the girl who
sat opposite him at the table,

The " third day after he had decided to
seclude himself, he had ventured out and
taken a walk up the Drive and, finding an
opportunity, had paused in front of one of
the billboards to study the girl in the pic~
ture. It had been his desire to prove to
himself that he was not at all interested in
her, that the vague and alarming suspicien
which he was beginning to feel had no basis
in reality.

Her perfect composure, the proprietary
air with which she regarded his likeness
on the billboard, had irritated him at first.

“ What a nerve she has,” he had told
himself, “sitting there with me as though
I had known her all my life—just as though
we were about to be—well, married.”

But he quickly had decided that she was
not to blame after all because, on the bill-
board, he was regarding her with even more
tenderness than she was revealing for him.
He was making love to her and she, appar-
ently, was only responding as a modest girl
in love would.

He had squinted his eyes and looked at
her again in what he had considered a cold
and analytical manner. He had decided
that she was pretty; there had been no
question about that. He had, at the same
time, come to the conclusion that she was
not like the other girls he had often taken
to lunch or dinner at the Ritz and other
equally exclusive places, or with whom he
had danced and chatted at such affairs as
his social obligations made it necessary for
him to attend.

It would be impossible to imagine one of
those girls sitting up at midnight and eat-
ing crackers and cheese with a young man.
No. The girl on the billboard, he had de-
cided, was different, decidedly different, but
certainly there was something about her
that was charming. :

There then had come to him vividly, the
recollection that some time, somewhere, he
had heard that a man is in love, or danger-
ously close to it, when he believes that any
one woman is different from all other
women.

Calmly and dispassionately he had given
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“ Maybe it was in Deauville,” he sug-
gested. “ Have you ever been there?”

She knew he was bantering, so she
flushed and hastened away when he gave
her his card to take to her boss.

Plummer proved a cordial sort of fellow,
and he extended a hearty greeting to Der-
went when he learned that the latter was a
friend of Rutgers,

“ Bob is the salt of the earth,” he in-
sisted, “ and I'll go the limit for him or for
any one he calls a friend.”

“ That’s fine,” Derwent said, “and I
certainly appreciate your kindness and I
won’t take up much of your time. I’ve got
a friend out in Iowa,” he confided, ¢ an old
college chum, and all that sort of stuff, and
he's just written me and asked me to do
him a little favor. I'm sort of passing the
buck, as it were. He's got a kid sister,
quite a flapper I guess, and a few months
ago she skipped off to New York. Wanted
to be independent and all that sort of
thing.”

Derwent laughed - quietly and convinc-
ingly, he hoped.

“ It seems she didn’t write home, and the
family rather lost track of her. But,” he
continued impressively, “ an odd thing has
happened.  You'll agree that it is an odd
thing.  You just put out a twenty-four
sheet for the Greene Cheese Company. I
inquired there and they told me you were
handling their advertising.”

“Yes,” Plummer agreed. “ We are.”

“ Well, it seems that my friend out in
Towa saw it and he is sure that the girl who
posed for one of the figures on it is his
sister. So, of course, he wrote to me to
see if I could use the clew and trace her
in any way. I'm something of an artist
myself, and when I saw the poster I knew
in a minute that it was Bob's work, but he.
as you know, is in Europe, and when he
went he didn't leave any address behind
him. 1 thought possibly that you might
know who the girl is and where she can be
found. Anyway, I took a chance and
stopped in to see you.”

“Well, well!” ejaculated Plummer.
“ That is a queer case.” His brow was
wrinkled with thought. ‘ \Vhat beats me
is where your friend saw the twenty-four
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sheet in Jowa. We've only covered New
York and Connecticut so far.”

He was lost in thought for a moment.

“ Maybe I can explain that,” said Der-
went slowly. ¢ Her brother is—er—a
traveling man.  He runs back as far as
Buffalo on a flying trip once in awhile, and
perhaps he saw it there.”

“ Ah! that accounts for it then,” said
Plummer. “ We've got fifty boards in
Buffalo.” His eyes lit up with enthusiasm.
“ This Greene Cheese Company campaign
is going to be one of the biggest things in
the history of advertising,” he asserted.
Derwent listened, fascinated. - * That pos-
ter,” Plummer went on, “is a work of art,
and, before we get through, it is going to be
a familiar sight the world over. We'll
paste it on the sides of the Coliseum in
Rome and you'll see it plastered on the
Great Wall of China!”

“I didn’t know the Chinese liked
cheese,” objected Derwent in a faint voice.

China was one country he had not
traveled to, and he wanted to go there some
day without having all the Chinamen star-
ing him out of countenance and insisting
that they had met him before.

“ Perhaps they don’t know it, either,”
agreed Plummer enthusiastically, * but they
will know it before long. Our campaign,”
he continued earnestly, pounding a pudgy
fist on his desk, “ will reveal new gastro-
nomical possibilities in the people of
China.”

He was silent for a moment.

“ That twenty-four sheet,” he continued,
“ will be raised like a banner over the face
of the earth and it will lead the Greene
Cheese Company campaign to victory. The
face of Mary Pickford will be unknown
compared to the face of that brother’s sister
of vours.”

“But do you know who the girl is and
where I can locate her?” queried Derwent,
reverting to the reason for his interview.

“1 haven't the slightest idea,” replied
Plummer, leaning back in his chair.

‘“ Well, thanks, anyway,” said Derwent.
“I hope T haven’t taken up too much of
vour time.”

Plummer pulled out a watch.

“It’s all right,”” he rejoined, “it’s all
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struck the rail with such force that the
piece of spring was twisted around it like
a hook.

“It’s a fine crossing for the main street
of a live town,” declared Bill sarcastically,
pointing to the rut between the rails which
was at least a foot.in depth. *“ You ought
to make the railroad company fix it.”

“ Make ’em fix it!” echoed one of the
panting citizens with a grocer’s apron tied
about his waist. “ I'd like to see somebody
make the company fix it. I'd gladly give
fifty dollars out of my own pocket. We've
begged ’em, threatened ’em and prodded
’em for over a year; and we've appealed
to the Governor and to the public utilities
commission, but look at it—look at it!”

His voice was quivering with indignation.

“ It’s been like that for eighteen months,”

he went on. ‘ The company’s sore at this
burg—there was a little row over the
franchise—and they’ve refused to spend
any money here for repairs. The hole
doesn’t bother them any,” he added bit-
terly, “ but it’s hurting business all along
Main Street. People in cars won’t cross
the tracks.”
" The man with the red bandanna had
flagged the engine and was returning to
the crossing with a group of trainmen in
his wake.

“\What’s the matter here? What’s the
matter here?” angrily sputtered a brass-
buttoned conductor glancing impatiently at
a watch in his hand. “ Don’t you know
that you are holding up the limited. Get
that pile of junk off the rails and get it
off quick!”

Three husky trainmen armed with levers
and sledze hammers tackled the bent spring.
There was the clang of steel against steel
and in two minutes the car was being
shoved clear of the track. .

One of the trainmen stooped to examine
the rail and straightened up with an ex-
clamation of dismay.

“TIt's cracked,” he growled.

« Cracked?” demanded the conductor in-
credulously.

The intcrested group of townspeople
looked on with interest. Apparently there
had been a slight defect in the rail and
the blow of our car, followed by the twist-
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ing and hammering with the levers and
sledges, had struck the defect just right to
cause a break.

There was a hurried consultation at the
end of which a brakeman scooted for the
nearest telephone to call the section house,
while the conductor strode angrily back and
forth and begged for somebody to point
out the owner of the car to him.

Bill and I with becoming modesty re-
mained in the background. We aren’t the
kind to be always seeking glory.

“ The gol dinged railroad ought to pay
for the damage to the car,” muttered Bill.

I agreed with him, but we both felt that
this was not the psychological time to in-
troduce the subject of claims.

Some of the train crew began arguing
with people in the crowd and half a dozen
fights were narrowly averted. It was easy
to see that the present complication wasn’t
going to promote better feeling between the
railroad and the town.

The arrival of the section gang prevented
an outbreak of serious hostilities and an
hour or more later repairs were made and
the belated limited resumed its trip.

Bill and I were roundly berated by the
groceryman and some of his companions,
who pointed out with unnecessarily rough
language that the chances of ever patching
up things with the railroad were now as
slim as a higamist’s hopes of winning the
esteem of his various mothers-in-law.

We sadly canvassed the garages of the
town until we located one which would fix
our front axle for the four dollars we pos-
sessed. Personally I didn’t think the car
was worth it and would have been willing
to resume our journey afoot, but Bill de-
murred.

It was late afternoon before the repairs
were finished. Dusk was beginning to fall
and under ordinary circumstances Bill and
I would have remained in town overnight,
but the feeling of hostility was so strong
that we realized we would have trouble in
digging up food and a place to sleep, so
we decided to press on to the next burg.

We rattled along Main Street and sud-
denly spotted our belligerent grocer friend.

*“ Speed up, maybe he won’t see us,” I
urged Bill,
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" Bill gave the old bus all the gas and we
shot ahead. Just as we got going good I
remembered something.

“The crossing, Bill!™ 1 shouted. * For
the love of Mike slow down.”
The warning came too late. The next

instant we struck the crossing. There was
a violent bang as the front wheels hit the
Lole. Bill and I bounded into the air and
before we came down the rear wheels had
struck it.

There was a sickening crash and for the
second time that day the car stopped with
alarming abruptness. This time it was the
rear end of the car which rested on the
crossing.

“ Suffering cats, the rear axle is busted
now,” groaned Bill.

“ What'll we do?” I demanded.

From the direction of the drug store came
an angry shout:

“Hey, you junk drivers!”

Afar off we heard the shrill whistle of a
train.

“ Holy mackerel!” I ejaculated.

Bill feverishly opened the door of the car
and leaped out.

“ Come on, Jim,” he shouted over his
shoulder, but I was already half out of the
machine.

“ Flag the train!” called Bill to the in-
dividual who had shouted from the drug
store, and then without further ado we sped
up the road from that accursed crossing
and the equally accursed town.

The slow gathering dusk helped us and
though there were several peremptory com-
mands to stop we ignored them and soon
were safe from pursuit.

We heard the train whistle and kept on
moving for about quarter of a mile before
we dared stop to regain our breath. Fully
ten minutes elapsed thereafter before we
heard the train giving the signals calling in
the flagmen.

T wonder what they did to the poor old
bus this time,” sighed Bill mournfully.

“1 hope they smashed the danged old
thing to smithereens,” I snapped. “We
ought never to have bought it in the first
place and we were fools to spend another
four dollars on it.”

“ That was a rough town and a lot of
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tough people.’
subject.

 And a rough crossing.” I added. ¢ Don’t
forget the crossing.”

Bill grumbled a bit and lapsed into si-
lence.

For half the night we trudged through
the darkness before we came to the lights
of another town. There was a sharp chill
in the air and in lieu of any other place to
go, Bill and I located the town hall and ap-
plied for lodging in the tramp room.

The desk sergeant proved a kindly, good-
natured cuss and gave us a pail of coffee

remarked Bill, changing the

.and some sandwiches which were left over

from the prisoners’ supper. The donation
was as welcome as a poultice on a sore
tooth.

1 thought that our worries were over, but
the first thing in the morning, Bill an-
nounced that he was going to find some
work and earn enough money to go back to
Gordonville and get the car out of hock.
That man, certainly, is a glutton for
trcuble.

For three days we sweated on a lumber
job and then with twelve dollars between
us we grubbed a ride on a passing truck
which was headed for Gordonviile. My only
hope was that if the townspeople lynched
us they would riddle our bodies with bul-
lets before we strangled.

Some guys would abandon a pal as bull-
headed as Bill, but we always stick to each
other. :

We got off the truck as it approached the
town and entered the place by a circuitous
route so as to attract as little attention as
possible. All we wanted to do was to get
a line on our car and fade out of the pic-
ture as quickly as possible.

Tor all we knew, the car might still be
at the roadside near the crossing, so we
decided to stop in a restaurant and try to
dig up a bit of information.

We blew into one of those one-armed.
quick lunch palaces and after ordering a
couple of bowls of soup, remarked casually
to the man behind the counter that we
heard there had been two grade crossing
accidents in the town that week.

“Yeh,” he replied sociably. ¢ The same
fellows were mixed up in both of them. ‘A












856

He said this with a boyish pathos that
caused Lucy to put her cool, plump hand in
his and squeeze it.

“T know you can,” she said, “but if I
were you and were as crazy about a girl as
you seem to be about Jeanne Holton I'd
never let a loud-mouthed hen food salesman
like that George Larrimore come in and get
her just for the lack of a few words. I'd
get up and show them, I would.”

When Larry reached his room that night
he picked up one of the textbooks on ship-
ping problems that he was studying, in hope
of getting charge of the Goshen Manufac-
turing Company’s traffic department. But
he found he couldn’t read it. His thoughts
were always returning to what Lucy had
said.

There must be a way, he thought, of
overcoming his shy, stammering bashful-
ness in conversation. He remembered ad-
vertisements he had read in the magazines,
offering to teach public speaking in a few
lessons by mail, but he dismissed the
thought of these, as they took too long for
study. George Larrimore was a fast worker.

YWhen Larry reached the factory the next
morning he found many of the office em-
ployees, including Jeanne and Lucy, gath-
ered about the bulletin board. He walked
up and read this notice, which was posted
there: '

TO ALL EMPLOYEES:

Next Monday night at eight o'clock this
company will inaugurate a series of gel-to-
gether meetings, to be held at the factory
recrcation hall. All the company ofiicials
will be present and all employees are invited.
The pur of these mectings will he to talk
over q@lblems and reccive suggestions
from employces for hetterment of our sys-
tems.

As an inducement a special prize of one
hundred dollars will be given for the best
suggestion, most convincingly put, received
from any employee. Come on! Speak up!
Supper will be served and there will be danc-
fag afterward.

PRESTON B. HAWLEY, President.

As he read the notice, Larry heard Jeanne
say to Lucy:

“Isn’t that just splendid! I know
George will win that one hundred dollars.
You should hear the marvelous ideas he has
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about improving this business. And, of
course, he will convince them. He’s such
a wonderful talker.”

As Larry went about his work pasting
parcel post stickers on packages of the Hen
Coaxer that morning his heart was heavy.
He had ideas. Good ones, too. But it was
just his luck that somebody like George
Larrimore, who could make speeches right
off the bat, would win out.

Now there was one idea that Larry had
been thinking about for a long time. If
he could only get up and talk about it!

Lucy came in at lunch hour and he told
her about it. He hardly stammered at all,
In some way it seemed that he lost his hesi-
tancy when Lucy was his audience.

“You s-see,” he said, «“ we lose two or
three weeks every time we land a new cred-
it customer. The credit manager always
wants about three weeks to look up any
new account the salesmen get. And—
and_”

He started to stammer, and Lucy smiled
understandingly at him.

“Go on, Larry,” she said, “take your
time.”

“ See,” he continued, “ it’s so hard to ex-
plain. We lose lots of time, and the new
customer is bound to get sore about the
delay. Now, all our salesmen get lists of
prospects before they go out. Why
d-d-don’t we look up their credit before our
salesmen see them, and then when an order
comes in we c-can ship it right away if
the customer is g-good.”

“1I think that’s just magnificent, Larry,”
Lucy encouraged him. “ You must spring
it at the meeting.”

“ H-how c-c-can I?”

Lucy had a happy thought.

*“Now, listen, Larry. I know you can
talk if you just feel that you can. You’ve
got five whole days to practice. I know a
reporter on the Star, my sister’s steady boy,
who will write your speech for you. Then
you go down to one of the elocution schools
in the Lombard block and take a few les-
sons. You can practice a lot, and then
you'll give that bunch at the meeting the
surprise of their lives.”

All that week Larry tortured his larynx
and made his arms whip the air like mad-
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