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Rogers’s face paled noticeably and his.
lips twitched, but the hangdog look in his

eyes persisted, and instead of speaking the
words which Tod felt were uppermost in
his mind, he wet his dry lips nervously.

“ What'’s up, Bram?” he queried.

“ Make up his time,” Goud repeated
roughly, “ I've fired him beginnin’ ten min-
utes ago!”

Once more Rogers moistened his lips un-'

certainly; then he glanced at Tod, and the
latter felt his very heart wrenched at the
ook in his old friend’s eyes. It was a look
of fearful helplessness; one that seemed to
whisper of a desire to do one thing and a
necessity for doing exactly the opposite one.

“Tod’s been ridin’ fer me quite a spell,
Bram,” he said finally. ‘“ Ain’t there some
way we kin—”

“Give ’im his time!” Bram Goud
snapped, and as he spoke, he half turned to
face the older man and Tod caught the
threatening glance which he flashed him.
Rogers seemed actually to recoil under the
glare, and the truth of Slim’s suspicion that
Bram had some secret krowledge he was
holding over Rogers’s head was suddenly
made graphically clear to Tod.

It served to stay his hand.  When Goud
had spoken to Rogers in such a manner it
had been Tod’s first impulse to shake the
foreman into some respect for his employer,
but that glance, pregnant as it was with
hidden power, proved a factor unexpected.
To enrage Bram then, to do anything which
might make him use that power, might work
irreparable harm to John Rogers.

So Tod remained quiet, his eyes flashing
from one to the other of the men, and his
mind, stunned a little by the surprising dis-
covery that Slim’s statements had found
verification beyond dispute, groping hope-
lessly for some key to the situation.

“ It makes it right hard, Bram,” Rogers
persisted finally. ¢ Tod, here, was goin’
to marry Nan. I reckon—”

“T wish to the Lawd you’d hand ’im his
time, John!” Bram snarled. “I took all
them things into consid’ration when I fired
him! You ain’t thinkin’ o’ doubtin’ the
wisdom o’ my judgment?” The words came
with a sneer, and a peculiar, faint, yet clear-
ly discernible tone of threat.
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“ No,” Rogers said in a hollow tone.
‘“ No, I ain’t thinkin’ you don’t know what
you’re about, Bram. Only—Tod is young
an’ mebbe apt to say things—well, I was
hopin’—” The rancher was floundering
helplessly, groping about for some unex-
pected idea which might serve to keep Tod
at the ranch, yet wholly terrified at the
thought of crossing the foreman,

“1It’s done, John,” Goud persisted. ¢ The
brand is run an’ it can’t be blotted out!:
This gent is fired to hell off this ranch, an’ I
want him to git his money an’ git out afore
the sun sets! As to marryin’ the gal,” he fin-
ished suggestively, ¢ that ain’t none o’ my
business—but I got a few ambitions in that
there direction myself!”

Tod’s fists clenched as he heard the
words. Mere thought of such as Bram
Goud speaking the name of Nan Rogers
enraged him. But once again he showed
remarkable control of his emotions; for he
caught the look of pain, mistrust, almost
horror that flitted through Rogers’s eyes.

“T reckon you better give me my time,
boss,” he said evenly. ‘ Me an’ this here
cactus chin had a run-in that landed him
flat on his back. I'm right sorry, but—
well, mebbe the other boys might lose their
respect fer him if I was kept on after that!”

Into the last sentence Tod managed to
insert all the cynical tone that was needed
to make Bram Goud see that he had the
respect of none of the boys mentioned. The
foreman began a snarling utterance, then
thought better of it and lapsed into a sullen
but triumphant silence. Rogers shot Tod
a look of infinite gratitude for having made
the difficult decision for him.

“In that case, Tod,” he mumbled half-
heartedly, “1I reckon there ain’t nothin’
else to be done! I'm right sorry you lost
yore head, though. Come along inside an’
we’ll fix up.”

“ He gits paid up to to-day, John,” Bram
Goud snapped. ‘ He don’t git no time ad-
ditional.”

Rogers went into the office, and Tod fol-
lowed silently. Bram remained on the
porch a moment, during which he rolled a
cigarette and vindictively struck a match
into flame with his thumb nail. When he
had lit his smoke he stepped from the porch
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and sauntered toward the corral, where
several horses were penned, Rogers heaved
a sigh as he saw him go.

“Tod,” he said as he reached for the
big check book, “ I'm plumb broke up over
this thing, I don’t—”

“Td like to know what in hell’s wrong
on this place!” Tod said frankly. * Things
have been goin’ to the dogs ever since that
yap landed here. You must see it, boss.
You’re too smart not to know what’s hap-
penin’—” .

Rogers jerked his arm forward so sud-
denly that the check book clattered from
his grasp. His hand clenched Tod’s with a
fervor that made the flesh sting.

“Don’t say nothin’, Tod!” he whispered.
“ My Lawd, lad—don’t make such remarks
as that!”

Then, as if he had again gained some
degree of control over himself, he released
his grip and, in confusion, turned again to
the task at hand. Tod, amazed at the depth
of feeling Rogers had shown, could think
of nothing to say. A million thoughts
crowded his brain, but none of them lent
itself to words.

He watched as Rogers figured the
amount due on a separate slip of paper,
then dipped the pen and wrote the check.
Tod could not miss the trembling of ithe
fingers that held the pen. The room was
silent as a tomb but for the scratching of
the metal over the paper. Finally the
rancher tore the check free, and held it
fumblingly between his fingers. -

“Tod,” he said after again wetting his
lips, “ nothin’ I can say would do any good
toward tellin’ you how I feel over this. I
ain’t got any idee what Nan’ll say!” As
he spoke his eyes roved furtively over the
room, and his face twitched nervously, He
was totally unlike the hale and hearty
rancher that Tod had known for years. His
present attitude was utterly foreign to him;
he seemed broken in spirit.

“T’d like -to know who’s runnin’ this
ranch!” Tod snapped as he rose and
reached for the check.

“Don’t talk like that, Tod!” Rogers
cried. “ Can’t you see how I'm placed.
Bram’s the foreman. I told him to run the
place!”
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‘“ There’s somethin’ damn funny, just
the same!” Tod persisted. “ You ain't
yourself no more’'n day’s night, boss! Why
not speak out an’ let your friends do some-
thin’.”

“My Lawd, Todd,” Rogers exploded,
‘“if you're a friend o’ mine—and if you
love Nan don’t ever say that agin! You
don’t know what you're talkin’ about!
Lawd knows I got trouble enough without
havin’ you start—”"

“Y won’t start nothin’, Rogers,” Tod
snapped a little testily. “ This is your place,
an’ Nan’s your daughter. I allus gave you
the best work I had in me, an’ if this is the
partin’ o’ the ways I don’t s’pose there’s
any use makin’ it last too long!”

He took the check from the rancher’s
nerveless fingers .and glanced at it. It was
drawn just as Bram Goud had said it
should be. The fact rather hurt Tod. He
felt that Rogers should at least have paid
him for the balance of the month to tide
him over until he could locate a new job.
However. he folded the check and pocketed
it without comment.

Then it was that Rogers reached for his
keys, unlocked a small drawer in the upper
portion of the desk, and drew forth a large
roll of bills. He peered through the win-
dow in the direction of the corral, as though
making certain that Bram Goud was not
where he could see what was happening.

T drawed that check like he said,” Rog-
ers muttered as he fingered the money,
“’cause there ain’t any use in makin’ use-
less trouble! But right now, Tod, I'm tell-
in’ you that you don't leave this place like
that!”

As he talked he had been counting out
money, and Tod saw that two hundred dol-
lars in large denomination bills had been
extracted from the roll taken from the
drawer.

“You'll take this here, Tod,” Rogers
announced, “ just to kinda tide you along
till you locate agin! An’ don’t say nothin’
about it.”

Tod snatched the bills and threw them
in a heap on the desk.

“T won’t take a damned cent I didn’t
earn, boss!” he cried angrily. “ You think
I'm goin’ to sneak around like a kid from
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that yawpin’ lizard Goud? Not me! You
can say all you like an’ do as you please,
but I'll say this much: I can see you was
afraid to draw a check ’cause that would
leave a record o’ what you'd paid me. An’
you are afraid he’ll see that record an’
raise more trouble fer you! Lawd only
knows what’s come over you, Rogers—but
you’re a damn poor father for Nan if you
let things go like this!”

“Don’t!” Rogers pleaded stridently.

“ Good Lawd, Tod, are you goin’ back on

me, too?”

“ Goin’ back on you! I'll go through hell
fer you! An’ yet you leave this here Goud
come in an’ run me off the place with a
day’s pay to reward four years o’ work!

“ He’s a dirty lyin’ dog, this Goud, Rog-
ers—an’ I'm tellin’ you so fer your own
good. The quicker you git rid o’ him the
better off you’re goin’ to be!”

Rogers seemed on the point of speaking,
but once again that haggard, fearful look
gripped his face, and he ran his tongue
again over his lips, his hands accompanying
the gesture in a shrug of helplessness. Mis-
taking the meaning of his silence, Tod
wheeled toward the door.

“Sure! Il go!” he snapped.  Keep

your damn sneaky money. An’ when you
grow back into the man you was I’ll stand
by you no matter what this chicken thief
says or does!”’
. He stalked from the room and out onto
the porch. As he passed the window he
could not refrain from a glance through it,
and there he saw Rogers, his arms sprawled
across the desk and his face buried deep
into them. For a second he hesitated; then
from the direction of the corral he saw
Goud returning, a grimace twisting his evil
face.

That decided him against the impulse to
return and attempt again to draw Rogers’s
secret from him. His chin set squarely,
and his shoulders flexed under his riding
shirt as he stepped from the porch, His
course to the bunk house, where he intend-
ed packing his gear, would take him direct-
ly past the grinning foreman. Not by a
fraction of an inch did Tod deviate, and
some twenty yards from the porch they
met.
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“On your way,” Bram Goud sneered
caustically. “ An’ don’t lemme see you on
the premises agin!”

Once more that hard brown fist lashed
forth, and once more Bram Goud measured
his length in the dust. From the direction
of the bunk house came a hilarious shout:

“Crease the stiff, Tod! Crease him
good and proper!” Tod turned and saw
Slim Willett waving an encouraging hand
toward him. “I’'m rushin’ powerful fast
fer the water bucket!” Slim called; then
he sauntered deliberately to the bench
where the water stood, and just as deliber-
ately strolled to the foreman, where he
dumped the entire contents full into the
whiskerad face.

Tod, heedless of the manner in which
his victim fared, went to the corral when
his simple gear was packed. He roped his
pony, threw a saddle onto the animal’s
back, and turned to say a last farewell to
the riders who were there to see him off.
Bram Goud was propped into a chair on the
porch, and Willett smilingly assured Tod
that two of those punches a month was
quota enough for the best of men, whereas
two in one day was sufficient to ‘‘ poison
even a pup like Bram Goud'”

“ S’long, fellahs!” Tod called. “ Don’t
ferget that you promised me somethin’!
You’re goin’ to stick here fer the gal an’ the
old boss—an’ you're goin’ to stick plenty!”

“We're stickin’ fer vou, Tod!” one of
the riders called sharply. ‘ The boss is a
right gent an’ the gal an angel—but we're
stickin’ fer you—an’ we’ll help you git the
gal, too!”

As if the words had summoned Nan
Rogers to the scene, she appeared around
the corner of the bunk house. Her beauti-
ful face was deadly pale, her eves sparkling
with a strange light that bespoke no small
degree of fear.

“ Tod!” she called. “ Tod, wait a min-
ute! Please—please don’t go!”

The young rider reined in as she ap-
proached. The other riders emulated his
example as he removed his sombrero. The
girl was at his side, her small, tanned hand
gripping at his stirrup.

“ Tod—please—what is it> What ter-
rible thing has happened?” she begged.
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order to save her father from some unknown

menace the father was just as apt to meet
the weapons of the foreman in order to save
his daughter.

And as he pondered the endless problems
which had been suddenly presented to him,
Tod saw that the sun was sinking behind
the hills to the west. Purple peaks that
reared themselves into the heavens like
great, jagged teeth reflected the light of
the dying day.
~ He twisted his body that his gaze might
envelop that weird gap in the range which
people had named Spook Hollow. It was
more than just a hollow. As he looked upon
it in the fading light it appeared to him
as a gaping aperture in the phalanx of
mountains that glowed dark and ominous
before the setting sun.

What secret did Spook Hollow hold?
What was the soft, soughing voice that
roused its sleepiness when the shadows of
night lay like a’ blanket over its isolated
‘reaches?

Then, like a flash, his lips reminded him
again of the lingering kisses that Nan
Rogers had placed upon them, and Spook
Hollow, with its weird reputation, its sepul-
chral voice and its mysticism faded into a
happiness that seemed complete in spite of
ebstacles that might be reared before it.
And Tod settled into a wait that was filled
with anticipatory gladness.

The shadows had crept downward from
the peaks and were lurking uncertainly
about Willow Slip before Tod was roused
by the pounding of hoofs. He rose in glad
welcome, and from some distance away ap-
peared the form of Nan Rogers as she
spurred her horse into a gait that only a
girl of the plains could maintain. He wait-
ed, hat in hand, until she came to a sliding
stop, and slipped expertly from the saddle.

Then he held forth both hands, and she
unhesitatingly took them in her own and
looked up into his beaming face.

“ ¥ must talk with you, Tod,” she burst
forth excitedly, and though he craved might-
ily for her lips and words of love from
them he controlled the impulse to hold her
close and spoke to her in kind.

“ Falk away, sweetheart,” he smiled. “1
could listen to you forever!”
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‘“ Tod,” she began in the manner in which
he had come to expect, “ you know that I
love you! You know that there is nothing
under heaven that I would not do for you.
I want you to know just what I think. 1
want to know just what you think!”

She was looking up at him, her lips
slightly parted, her face strained and ani-
mated with the emotion he loved to see
there. He had a feeling that no star which
might rise that night would compare with
the luster of her wondrous eyes. But he
answered impulsively, earnestly:

“T love you, Nan, worship you! There
is nothin’ you could ask that would be half
enough fer me to do fer you!”

She sighed happily, leaned closer to him,
and he yielded to the impulse to embrace
her.

“That is all that matters in a sense,
Tod,” she sighed when again they stood
apart. ‘ For no one ever needed love and
help more!”

Something deep within him stirred. and
he assumed a manner of confident mastery
over the situation.

“Tell me all about it, Nan,” he sug-
gested. “ We gotta stick mighty close to-
gether.”

“You won’t—go far away from me,
Tod?”

“ Not fer all the gold in the world!” he
answered.

“ Then listen. Something terrible has
come over father of late. He is not him-
self. This man, Goud, seems to own him,
body and soul! Whatever he says, father
does.”

Sensing that Nan had guessed the things
which were taking place at the Loop K,
Tod made no pretense of assuring her that
her suspicions were unfounded in fact. He
met the situation with a frankness that
pleased the girl.

“Y reckon I've noticed that, too, Nan,”
he admitted. “ An’ 1 ain’t the only ore
neither. Slim Willett reached a point where
he couldn’t smother his feelin’s no longer—
an’ that was what started my trouble this
afternoon.”

“Tell me what you think, Tod,” she
pleaded. ’

‘“ Honey—1 can’t think!” he declared
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with commendable truthfulness. 1 been
suspectin’ things fer many a long day, but
I never had anythin’ def’nite to tie sus-
picions to till this very day. I saw your
father didn’t want me to go—but when
Bram said I went, an’ even told how much
I should be paid, I knew that he had your
father under his thumb.”

“I've seen it for a long time,” Nan
sighed. ¢ Father has been different, Tod.
He hasn’t been himself at all.”

“T1 should think you’d be able to git
more from him than anybody else. He
thinks more o’ you than anybody on earth
does—but me!”

For that pretty speech he received as a
reward a pressure of the hand that thrilled
him infinitely. However, the girl’s response
to the statement left much to be desired.

“T've asked,him,” she said unhappily.
“ I've pleaded with him, but it does no good.
He evades me, tells me that I am reaching
an age when I think queer things, and that
I mustn’t mind.”

There was a moment of silence, after
which Tod spoke with a deal of conviction
in his tones.

“ Somethin’s happened within the last
six, seven months, Nan. I’ve seen your
father goin’—well, goin’ down hill like fer
about that long. Ever since Bram showed
up at the ranch, in fack!”

“ Do not be afraid to speak out to me,
Tod,” Nan urged. “T can see it all as well
as you. I am not the kind to grow hysteri-
cal over such a thing. That is the last
thing which would help. What I want
most to know is the thing which father
fears, and the thing which will release him
from the spell this Bram Goud seems to
have cast over him!”

“ That’s what we all want most to know,”
Tod burst forth vehemently.

« All?” the girl asked. * Then others
at the ranch have noticed it, too?”

“ There ain’t any sense in hidin’ things
from you, Nan! Yes! Others has noticed
the change in your father. He’s grown a
heap older in these last six months. He’s
lettin’ Bram run the ranch as he likes. An’
he don’t say a thing when Bram sends four
or five o’ the boys hikin’ out over the range
fer no reason whatever.
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“1I hate to hurt you, or scare you, Nan,
but facks is facks. 3lim noticed it. He
busted loose to-day an’ was goin’ to quit—"

“Don’t let the boys quit us, Tod,” the
airl pleaded earnestly. ““ That would be the
last straw. Father seems not to realize that
they are his best friends, his only chance.”

“ They promised they would stick, Nan,”
Tod assured her. “ Stick through thick an’
thin, they said.” And once again he felt
the thankful pressure of her hand, and the
passing <caress of her lips upon his. But
even that failed to dispel the disappoint-
ment which had come to him when he dis-
covered that Nan Rogers could add no mite
of information to the meager store with
which he had to work.

“Your father ain’t ever said a thing
which might show us what’s got hold o’ him
lately, Nan?” Tod urged after a moment of
silence.

“Not a thing, Tod. Time and again I
have tried to make him tell me, but he will
not. All that he does is plead with me not
to speak of things like that, and tell me
that T do not understand, and that my im-
agination is running riot.”

“ Has Bram—bothered you any?” Tod
queried nervously.

“ That—beast!” the girl grated in tones
he never had heard her use before. * Oh,
how I hate that man!”

“ He ain’t—bothered you personally?”
Tod asked, ground between anger and hap-
piness at her denunciation of the foreman.

‘“ He — oh, Tod — he mentioned — mar-
riage to me!” Nan admitted. “ It was all
so sudden—and so ridiculous! I told him
that I could not consider such a thing, that
I—loved you!” ’

“Yeah!” Tod cried eagerly. “ An’ then
what did he say?”

She leaned close again, her hands resting
now upon his forearms, and her eyes dulled
with a light of fear.

“ He said, Tod,” she began slowly, ¢ that
all things change, even love—and that I
would change—or be changed!”

“The dirty rat!” Tod grated hotly.
“What did he think was goin’ to change
you, sweetheart?”

“He didn’'t say—but as he spoke, he
turned away from me and pointed out here
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evenly, “I ain’t tryin’ to make it my
business less’n I can do you a good turn,
Tod. This Bram Goud ain’t my style.”

“I know that, Lem,” Tod assured him
impulsively. “ I reckon I need a heap o’
time to think. 1 figgered in a day or two
T'd have the head an’ tail o’ the thing—"

* Ashamed of it, are you?”

“Nope. I don’t like bein’ fired, but I
reckon anybody that was needin’ a hand
wouldn’t be afraid to put me on just be-
cause Bram Goud fired me from a place
where I'd worked four years!”

“I’'m an older man than you, Tod. I
see some things you don’t, mebbe. If you
ain’t ashamed o’ being fired, then you must
bave some other reason for not wantin’
this thing known.”

The man’s eyes were boring into Tod’s,
and he acted very sure of himself in forcing
what amounted virtually to a cross-exami-
nation.

“T got a reason,” Tod admitted slowly.

“We'll let it rest right there,” Stagg
grunted. “I kin see that you don’t want
to talk about it, But get this: if things
break bad fer either John Rogers or you,
T'm with you right across the boards!”

“ Thanks, Lem. I reckon I know that.
It ain’t that I'm afraid to trust you—”

“ You don’t need to trust me much, Tod.
I'm guessin’ right clost to the truth! It’s
either the gal or the old man that you're
tryin’ to protect! If it was the gal, you'd
go straight to the old man an’ git things
fixed. Therefore it must be the old man
himself, an’ I’m wonderin’ what you'’re try-
in’ to protect him against.”

The penetrant analysis of Lem Stag
thus served to break down all Tod’s elab-
orate schemes for keeping the affair silent
until he could get on the track of the mys-
terious influence which was grinding John
Rogers to the earth. He was confronted by
the fact that already his dismissal from
the Loop K was a known fact, and he
knew that men would be surprised by it be-
cause of his long term of service there and
the general knowledge that Nan Rogers and
himself were in love with each other.

“ Lem,” he said after a pause of several
moments, “ tell me how vou know about
this so quick. I waited out in Willow Slip
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to see a party. Has somebody from the
ranch come in an’ talked?”

“Yep. Bram Goud hisself! He rode in
here an’ told me not to let you have no
credit on the ranch account!”

“Well, the low-down!” Tod fairly
burned the words as he said them, and his
hand dropped instinctively toward his gun.
Such an insult was a little more than he
could stand.

But Stagg grinned slowly and again
reached out with his great hand and
pushed Tod back into his chair.

“ Ain’t that the best thing he could do,
Tod, if he wants you to lose yore head an’
do somethin’ crazy? Ain’t that why he
did it?”

Once again Tod saw the logic of the older
man, and it served to calm his outraged
temper a little. As Stagg talked on he was
rather glad that Bram had done the despic-
able thing.

“I told him that I wouldn’t give you
a dime drink on Loop K credit,” Stagg
said, * but that anythin’ you wanted from
me you could have on yore own face. He
kinda growled somethin’ under his breath
at that, an’ I finished him off by statin’
that I’d rather have yore business on tick
than anybody else’s fer cash.”

“ How'd he take that?” Tod demanded.

“Well, o course I know who you
stopped to see at Willow Slip—”

“You do? How the devil you know
that?”

“ Well, Bram told me. He said—"

“ That skunk followed ’er from the
ranch an’ seen that she met me in the Slip,
huh?”

“ He shore did. An’ when he seen your
goin’ away hadn’t made a bust between you
an’ Nan, he comes hittin’ it fer here an’
tries to put you in bad so’s you won’t hang
around, see?”

Tod smiled a little at what Bram’s
thoughts must have been at seeing Nan
and himself embrace, and knowing that his
dismissal from the Loop K had not altered
the girl’s feelings toward him. Once again
Lem Stagg guessed his thoughts:

‘“ He said that you was right sore, Tod.
He said that Nan only met you out there
to tell you that she had changed her mind
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an’ send you on yore way. That was what
made him think you'd come in here an’
sting us all on ranch credit, he said.”

“He brought her into this damn stuff,
eh? Ain’t he as low a dog as ever lived,
Lem? Il soak his chin every time I meet
him fer that.”

“Don’t be too free with yore hands,
Tod. He’s all that you say of him, I reck-
on—but remember he’s got somethin’ on
John that ’ll play hell if he ever uses it
straight out.”

“You know that?” Tod cried eagerly.
“ Do you know what it is, Lem? I'll damn
quick put a stop to it!”

“If I knowed what it is, Tod, I'd put a
stop to it myself. John Rogers an’ me
lived out here afore you was born, I reck-
on! He’s the kind of a gent we need here!
He built that ranch into what it is, an’ every
man in town has benefited by it.”

“ Have you ever talked with John about
it?  Wouldn’t he talk with you?”

“Tod, I tried. The old man is like a
clam when it comes to talkin’ about it.
He tells us we’re crazy an’ imaginin’ things
—an’ all the time we sit tight an’ see this
crook ruinin’ John an’ the ranch both.”

Before Tod could make answer to that
desolate response the cook appeared with
the supper and spread it before him. He
fell to hungrily despite the turmoil of his
mind, and Lem Stagg remained at the table
as he ate. Between mouthfuls Tod asked a
question here and thgre, but could get no
helpful knowledge. Finally he adroitly
turned the conversation to the subject of
Spook Hollow.

“ There never was a neighborhood ’thout
a ghost, Tod!” Lem grinned. “ Even back
East there’s allus a empty farmhouse in
each town what is haunted—or s’posed to
be. That’s the way it is with Spook Hol-
low. The Injuns used to have speerits that
flew around the pass there in fiery chariots
an’ the like.”

“T reckon I don't believe a heap in the
spooks out there, Lem, but I've heard so
much lately—” Tod grumbled.

“ That killin’ done that!” Stagg snapped.
¢ Back in the old days they was s’posed
to be a claim in the Hollow. Some ol’ pros-
pector showed up an’ struck a vein there,
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the yarn ran. He made friends with the
Injuns, but they finally busted loose an’
scalped him plenty afore they burned him
at the stake.

“ Then the ol’ folks heard that water-
fall in the south end o’ the Hollow an’ said
it was the o’ man amoanin’. The lights
they see is as crazy as the rest o’ the yarn.
Git a man to thinkin’ fool things, an’ he’ll
soon be seein’ ’em too! Each fellah that
tells a ghost story tells it a little bigger’n
the other fellah.”

“But this gent was killed out there,
wasn’t he, Lem?” :

“1 guess so. I.didn’t see him myself.
But a gent kin git hisself killed right easy.
Just ’cause he got hisself shot up out in
Spook Hollow don’t mean a spook done it.
Spooks don’t use six-guns, does they?”

He threw back his head and laughed
rather heartily at the idea of a ghost with
a gun in its hand. Tod joined in, but there
was a hollow note in his voice as he did
so. There was certainly something out at
Spook Hollow—something that John Rog-
ers knew and dared not speak of, something
that Bram Goud knew and would not men-
tion, and which was a great enough thing
to ruin Rogers's life. .

“ Did you know the gent what was sali-
vated, Lem?” Tod asked.

“ Shore! An’ I ain’t s'prised he got it,
neither! He was one o’ these sneaky gents
that’s allus got money an’ never does noth-
in’ fer it.”

“ What was he doin’ at the Hollow?”

“Dunno! You find folks like him ’most
anywhere! Two fellahs from town here
was ridin’ through the pass when they
spots him layin’ aside a bowlder. They
git off an’ find he’s been dead two or three
days; so they ups an’ buries ’im. They
tells about it in here, an’ bring along his
six-gun an’ his hat an’ boots.”

“An’ that ain’t but how long ago?”
Tod insisted quietly.

“ Six months, I guess. Ever since they
been springin’ these here yarns about voices
an’ lights agin.”

“Who was the gents as found ’im
Lem?”

“Mike Trop an’ Rod Caspar. Mike
runs a little saloon down the street, an’
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none could implicate Bram Goud in the
affair directly because at the same time
Bram had been talking to Lem Stagg.

Downstairs he paused long enough to
purchase a bag of tobacco. Lem saw him
and walked over for a few words.

“ Goin’ out, Tod?” he asked.

“Yeah. I thought I'd git a little air,
Lem,” Tod smiled.

“You headin’ fer the Hollow, Tod?"
Lem insisted.

“Shore! You might as well know, in
case the ghost salivates me with his hot
breath an’ leaves me there dead!” There
was lightness in the tone and banter in the
words, but they seemed lost upon the
shrewd Stagg.

*1 ain’t a believer in ghosts, Tod,” the
man said under his breath, ¢ but I knows
George Lenz dern well, an’ what he says he
saw—well, he saw!”"

“I'm only hopin’ I'll have the same
Tuck, Lem!” Tod answered evenly. Then
he strolled casually toward the door, manu-
facturing another cigarette as he walked,
and leaving a faint vellow trail of the to-
bacco flakes behind him on the floor. At
the door he leaned against the jamb, struck
a match, and inhaled the smoke deeply. It
was a bright, clear night, the moon having
climbed into the heavens and spread a
soft black and white light over the earth.

“A good night fer ghosts, I should
think,” he mused as he stepped onto the
porch. “I'm hopin’ they think so, too.”

He sauntered down the street a short
distance, his manner that of a man out
for a stroll and puff before hitting the
blankets for a night’s sleep. But when he
was a little distance away from Lem’s place
his step quickened and he turned a corner
that led toward the stable where his pony
~was kept:

He was on the dark side of the street,
for which he was thankful. He wanted
none to know of his intention. Halfway
down the block there was an open space
for some distance before he could reach the
cluster of buildings of which the stable was
one. He hurried a little as he crossed that
patch, for there were no buildings to cast a
friendly shadow over the street.

He sighed thankfully when he had ne-
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gotiated the strip and had seen no one.
Back in the shadows of the buildings again,
he hurried on toward the stable. There
was the faint glow of a lantern in the low
building, and he knew that he would not
have trouble finding some one to let him in
to his pony.

With the stable still forty yards ahead,
he passed by a narrow alley between two
others of the buildings. Here darkness was
almost complete, and he did not know what
it was that attracted his attention first—
possibly a weird sense of human contiguity
which manifested itself at the first slight
motion in the dark.

Ever suspicious, he whirled to face the
shadows. As he did so, a form appeared
close at hand. He did not have time to
locate it definitely; he was merely certain
that something was there. Then there
came a blinding flash before his eyes, he
felt a mighty crashing in the neighborhood
of his head, and there was a roar that told
him a pistol had been fired.

For a fleeting second he fought for con-
sciousness, then all became black, and his
knees gave way under him. He did not hear
a hoarse curse muttered in the shadows of
the alley nor the sound of running feet as
he crumpled into a heap on the ground. -

CHAPTER VI
A MESSAGE.

HEN next Tod opened his eyes he

found himself back at the hotel,

with Lem Stagg bathing his face

and head in hot and cold water, and a doc-

tor near by preparing bandages and pun-

gent smelling fluids. He made no effort to

speak. He had a feeling that his head

was afire and some one was standing at his

side methodically banging away at his ears
with a sledgehammer.

“ Dern close call that,” he heard the doc-
tor say. “1It’s a wonder the powder an’
flame didn’t burn his eyes out anyhow!”

“They got him when he crossed the
alley next to Trop’s place!” Lem growled.
“ Must 'a’ waited right there an’ stepped
out close to plug him as he walked past.”

“1 don’t see how he’s livin’ this minute,”
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the doctor went on. ‘“How they ever
scraped over his skull at that distance is
beyond me plenty!”

“They was crouched in the shadows,
doc,” Lem answered. ‘ Down low they
was, a-waitin’ fer him to come., When he
crossed that open space with the moon-
light shinin’ on ’im, they marked him sure.
Then when he gits close, whoever it was
steps out an’ blazes away quick. It looks
to me like Tod might ’a’ heard ’em an’
whirled round to fight back.”

“T reckon that’s what he done all right.
It saved his life, too. The ball was fired
from a gun that was pointin’ up from the
ground, an’ it cut across his temple just
under the skin. I swear it’s the closest
shave I ever seen. If he hadn’t turned, it'd
gone plumb clear through his head!”

“ Daylight may show us some marks that
will Jead us to the gent what pulled this
trick,” Lem growled ominously. ‘** A damn
fine thing it is a man what ain't never hurt
anybody can’t walk through the street at
night!”

“ The sheriff’s on the job,” the doctor
grunted. “ That’s his job! Mine is fixin’
up this youngster’s dome, an’ I reckon I'm
plumb ready to git goin’ if you’ll move
that basin an’ git outa my way.”

“The sheriff better do his job, doc,”
came another voice, which surprised Tod
infinitely. “If he don’t, by Heaven, I
will!”

Tod tried to speak, but he was too weak,
too blinded and mentally dulled by the in-
cessant pounding in his head. Lem Stagg
admonished the speaker.

“ Don’t be talkin’ too damn much about
salivatin’ folks, Slim!” he said. * The
sheriff ’ll do his job awright!”

“T said he weuld, Lem!” the other re-
plied, and Tod realized that Slim Willett
from the Loop K was in the room. It was
all inexplicable to him. He tried to fathom
it, but his mind staggered under the bur-
den, and when the doctor poured some
liquid against his head the pungent odor
of it crept into his nostrils and his stomach
was turned to the point of nausea.

Still he fought for consciousness. Some-
times the words of the others came to him
ooherently; at others it seemed that they
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were shouting from miles away, and that
their voices were weak and indistinct. And
through it all the doctor fussed over him
and laid fiery things on his bruised head.
But it ended finally. He felt his head laid
back, and the doctor went away. He was
more than happy over that, and wondered

"why he had been unable to send the. man

away long before,

Again, where had Slim come from? How
had he got back to the hotel? As each of
these perplexing things bore down upon his
mind he felt their weight overcoming him.,
Finally he surrendered to a sweeping drow-
siness that gripped him and minimized the
importance of all things but sleep.

When again he awoke he knew that day
had come. The little window of his room,
bright with the outdoors sunshine, was the
first thing that he saw. He knew that he
had been hurt, but was surprised to find
that his head did not ache badly nor was
his stomach upset.

“ Hello, Tod!” came the voice of Slim
Willett. ¢ Lawd, man, how you can cork
off when you feel like it!”

It was the ideal salutation to bring Tod
back to normalcy. He smiled a little wan-
ly, and rolled his eyes toward the sound of
his friend’s voice.

“ I'm afraid to move my head, Slim,” he
muttered uncertainly. It feels a heap
better where it is!”

Slim came to him and regarded him in-
tently as he rolled himself a cigarette. He
made considerable of a ceremony of lighting
it, and when he had achieved the result Tod
promptly said:

“Now give it to me, Slim!
will put me on my pins.”

Slim Willett surrendered the weed and
grinned as Tod inhaled in deep satisfac-
tion.

“1T guess you ain’t about to shuffle out
after all, Tod!”

¢ Shuffle off?” Tod smiled. “ Not me,
Slim! Derned if I didn’t have all the luck
las’ night, though—judgin’ from what the
doc said.”

“ Did you hear what he said?” Slim de-
manded in surprise.

“ Quite a bit o’ it.”

“Why, yuh big. stiff!” Slim growled.

A smoke
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again amazed at the length to which Bram
could drive his old friend. .

“ Shore it is! Bram wants everythin’,
includin’ the gal, an’ damned if it don't
begin to look like he’s goin’ to git 'em too!
Not that Nan wants the fish—but you
know what she’d do fer the ol’ gent, Tod!”

“ Did he say what he was goin’ to do in
case I sends back word to go to hell?”
Tod smiled. “ He ain’t my boss no more.”

“T told him that’s just what you'd do,
Tod. I says you’d laugh at him.”

“ What did he say to that?”

“ Well, he kinda wet his lips a few times
an’ peeked over his shoulders like he was
afraid Bram might be round an’ catch him
eatin’ his own chow: then he says to tell
you that you got a lot o’ damn fool idees,
an’ vou better drop ’em an’ make a fresh
start som’eres afore you git yoreself in a
heap o’ trouble.

“He says,” Slim went on, ‘that he
knows you’d like fer to help him any way
you kin, but there ain't any way, an’ he
don’t need any help. Then he starts in
sayin’ Nan is just a foolish young gal what
don’t know ’er own mind, an’ he don’t want
you round to keep them silly notions
goin’.” '

“I'm willin’ to leave Nan decide that,
Slim,” Tod avowed.

“T reckon so! I just about told ’im that,
too. An’ when I did he says the one big
reason he shore enough needs to have you
beat it is on account o’ yore run-in with
Bram!”

“ Bram agin!” Tod rasped. ¢ Why
should I beat it from town ’cause o’ that
skunk?”

“ Rogers tells me that you an’ Bram is
shore to cross up agin afore long if you
hangs around town. He says Bram ’ll go
fer iron an’ that ’ll mean a killin’.”

“T reckon it will if he ever goes fer iron
with me!” Tod said and the fervor with
which he spoke removed any taint of boast-
fulness from the words.
best thing could happen to Rogers if the
fool only knowed it, Slim!”

“Tell him that!” Slim suggested. “I
tried to! He goes paler than this here
ghost they’re talkin’ about, an’ grabs me
by the arms so hard I like to choked! Then

“ That’d be the.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

he don’t do nothin’ but state that the death
o’ Bram Goud will be the abs’lute ruin o’
himself an’ Nan both!”

That time Tod sat up in his blankets, so
amazed was he at what the rancher had
said. For a moment his head spun a little
from the effort, but, having got that far he
fought on and gained his feet, Slim taking
him by the arm to steady him some-
what.

“Tod,” Slim went along -earnestly,
“ somethin’ hellish has got that ol’ gent
under its thumb! He can’t break away
from it, an’ he’s afraid somebody that’s
workin’ in the dark like you er me will hang
him while we'’re tryin’ to help him! He’s
afraid to move an’ he’s afraid to let any-
body else move!”

“ Well—I'm goin’ to move!” Tod rasped.
¢ I'm damned if I'm goin’ to see Nan ruined
along with him! Nothin’ could be worse'n
what’s comin’ to ’em if Bram Goud keeps
at it a mite longer!”’

“ Good!” Slim agreed heartily. ¢ While
you was poundin’ yore ear las’ night, Tod,”
he went along casually, ““ I done a mite o’
thinkin’ fer myself. First off, I wonders,
who tried to salivate you—an’ why? There’s
a lot o’ thinkin’ to be done on that point!”’

““ You reckon it goes back to Bram?”

“T reckon it does,” Slim announced.

¢ Just fer the lickin’ I give him?”

“No. I think Bram sees he made a big
mistake when he kicked you off’n the ranch
an’ left you free to do as you damn please!
I think he sees that mistake about now,
Tod! Out there he could watch you; in
here he can’t.” :

“ Why should he think I'll do anythin’?
On ’count o’ Nan?”

“ Partly—but more ’cause he guesses
that you know he’s nailed the ol’ man down
an’ got ’im under his thumb. He knows
you ain’t a fool, an’ he sees you guessed
that out. With you free you'll start huntin’
'round fer that secret, see? An’ he must
think you got a fair chanst o’ findin’ it,
or he wouldn’t be so fast about tryin’ to
have you salivated!”

“ There’s sense in that,” Tod admitted
slowly. ‘It ties in with other things right
good, Slim!”

“ Course’n it does. You ain’t got an en-
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About three miles from town he cut back
across the prairie, doubled toward the west,
and thus worked his way back toward town
arriving just about as darkness fell. In a
little coulee which he and Tod agreed upon
he pulled up and settled himself comfort-
ably to wait.

Back in the hotel Tod, impatiently await-
ing the coming of night, learned from Lem
that their story of his confinement was ac-
cepted at its face value by the townsmen,
and that an escape unseen ought to be com-
paratively easy by making use of the hall-
way to a rear window, and thence across
behind other houses to the open spaces.

Tod looked to his weapon and cartridge
belt, pulled his sombrero low over his taped
forehead that he might not be recognized
by a chance passer-by, then crept to the
hall, peered through the deserted hallway,
and darted quickly to a rear window which
Lem himself had deliberately opened. A
glance outside told him that it was safe to
make the leap to the ground some ten feet
below.

He landed in the soft dirt lightly, though
the shock set up a slight headache in the
region of his wound. Then, like a slinking
shadow he sped toward the rear corner of
the building next door. That point gained,
he paused to make certain of his next step.
At his back twanged the strains of a me-
chanical piano; men’s voices raised in
raucous merriment served to cover any
slight noise he might make.

Across the littered backyard of a store
he went, and toward the shadowy buildings
which loomed ahead facing on the side
street. Ten minutes after he had left the
hotel he was on the outskirts of the town
under cover of the black darkness that pre-
ceded the rising of the moon. Feeling that
he was safe at last, he straightened from
his crouched position and sped toward the
plains.

Far behind him a dog barked suspicious-
ly; the voice of the town faded as he ran,
and he gained, shortly, the coulee where
Slim was impatiently waiting with his horse.

“ Good old Slim!” Tod greeted as he
clasped his hand. “Lawd knows what
you’re goin’ to do the rest o’ the night,
but—" :
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“Lawd an’ me both knows!” Slim an-
swered promptly. “I'm goin’ to stretch
out here fer a reason’ble spell, then I'm goin’
back into town an’ say I returned to be
with you! Arter that I’'m goin’ up to that
room o’ yours, an’ have a sleep while you
an’ the ghosts are doin’ a banshee dance in
this here Spook Hollow!”

Tod laughed softly and agreed to the
plan. He felt ineffably happy to be free,
with a trail ahead to follow and a chance to
fight for Rogers and Nan, Thought of the
girl served to inspire him to dramatic
heights. He was quite willing to face the
weird ghost that had so terrified George
Lenz. He hoped devoutly that his trip to
the Hollow would not be in vain.

With a final whispered good-by he turned
the horse toward the trail to Liberty plan-
ning to ride that until he was ready to cut
up the range toward the Hollow. Lem
had repeated instructions as to directions,
and Tod knew the country with the famil-
iarity of years in the locality.

The night was clear and warm, and he
looked forward to a full moon and ample
light within an hour or two. He planned
to ride close to the Hollow, then to dis-
mount, secure his pony, and explore the
place at will. If the ghost that had been
seen there was willing to show himself at
all, Tod thought he would like to view the
creature in his own way.

His headache fled before the caress of
the soft wind as he put the pony into a keen
gallop. He hoped to reach the Hollow be-
fore ten o’clock, and knew that at least the
last mile must be made afoot. Finally he
came to the steep upward grade, and
pressed the willing little animal onward un-
til he dared go no farther for fear of sound-
ing a warning.

The moon rose over the range as he dis-
mounted and tethered the animal. Great,
lurking shadows reflected from the crags.
above, and the pines about him penciled
their way over the ground at his feet. Huge
bowlders were imbedded in the way he
must travel, and he found it impossible to
make rapid time. However, he soon gained
the opening to Spook Hollow, and wended
a cautious way inward toward the ravine
where the waterfall hummed its ceaseless
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deed, the captain went to no little pains to
foster that illusion.

The effect was purely exotic. Captain
Pennington could not even boast a remote
ancestor from below the Mason and Dixon
line. For himself he had been born in this
little western New York village, and lived
all his sixty years there, except during his
brief army career.

The two strange men who entered the
hotel lobby at this moment, however, did
not even see the slumbering captain, a sim-

ple fact that had a far-reaching effect on .

the future of the sleeper.

They had evidently met there by ap-
pointment, and at once glanced around for
a quiet spot in which to talk, safely out of
the hearing of the acute, curious-eared hotel
clerk.

The writing desk in the corner seemed
best located. It was one of the common
type of double affairs with an upright panel
between, just high enough to conceal the
sleeper. Approaching on the opposite side of
the desk from him, and being preoccupied
in drawing up chairs, they sat down without
noticing the captain.

One man at the desk made notes and
figures on a sheet of letter paper. The
other, beside him, read his notes and dis-
cussed them in low tones.

Slowly the mumble of voices penetrated
to the consciousness of Captain Pennington.
He roused a little, half-opened his eyes,
and seeing no one, dozed off again.

But the mumble of talk continued. The
captain was annoyed. It was getting hard-
er all the while for a gentleman to enjoy
a mid-forenoon nap in peace. What with
a noisy houseful at home, and strangers
flocking in and out of the hotel, a man
might almost as well be a toiling office slave
and done with it.

. He was pretty nearly awake now, and
had about made up his mind to shake him-
self out of his nap long enough to relocate
at the opposite end of the lobby, when the
full meaning of the words of one of the
conferees suddenly struck home,

“ The center of the track and the key to
the whole development is the farm of this
old bird, Captain J. Mortimer Pennington.
We can make a fortune out of that one
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farm alone, because if we keep our mouths
shut we can get it for a song.”

1I.

ATt this mention of a fortune in connec-
tion with his ancestral farm, which had
kept him land poor for so many years, the
cobwebs were swept instantly from Captain
Pennington’s brain.

He snapped upnght and stared in the di-
rection of the voices. Only the tops of two
heads, slightly above the desk panel, were
in sight.

A moment he hesitated. This was eaves-
dropping—no kind of business for an officer
and a gentleman and a Pennington.

But it hadn’t been intentional, he told
himself. Besides, it was too late now. The
mischief had been done, Why cause in-
tense embarrassment to all concerned by
getting up and announcing himself?

Better lie low and pretend to be asleep if
they saw him.

Besides, what was it all about? The cap-
tain ached to know.

So the upshot was that he dropped back
in the chair, closed his eyes again, and eag-
erly drank in the rest of the conversation.

“Here’s a rough map of the layout,”
the first speaker continued. “ This is the
Pennington farm. two hundred acres, one
hundred on each side of the railroad. Right
here in the center of the west one hundred
we’ll build the apartment hotel; just below
it the railroad station. Then on the east
hundred we’ll put up the country club and
lay out the golf course.

“ Then we’ll build a few villas on the rest
of the property, just enough to start ’em
coming. Meantime we’ll have options on
the adjoining farms, and take ’em up as we
go along. I tell you, man, there’s a whale
of a fortune in it. Well-to-do Buffalo peo-
ple will eat it alive as soon as they know
Hollis DeLong is backing it, and is putting
up his own country home out there. De-
Long is the cream of society, you know.
So, if you're interested, we’ll run over thers
now.”

“ But why do you say we can get this
Pennington farm for a song?” asked the
other man.
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ing for the mail was one of the captain’s
daily diversions, but he passed it by to-day.

He was too engrossed even to reply to

the friendly salutes of members of the
group.
i Near the corner of the single cross street
he almost ran into his enemy, Rufus Cole,
‘the new tax collector. His glare was so
fierce that Cole shrank involuntarily as he
dodged to escape a collisien.

“ Dratted little skunk!” the captain
grunted after the man had passed on.
““ He'll sell me out, will he? I'm dead from
the ears up!”

He had turned down the single side street
and was passing the village church and cem-
etery now. He felt fairly safe from living
ears. Leaning against the low stone fence
he broke out freely and with true military
vigor, in language quite out of harmony
with the sacred edifice and the peace of the
sleepers in the sodded graves.

It was a very creditable performance for
a mere Spanish War veteran. Many an
A. E. F. man mired in Flanders mud would
have paused in envy at such a well-rounded-
out production.

Suddenly he stopped in the midst of his
tirade, struck by a chilly thought. Was it
possible that this was a ghastly joke? Had
Rufe Cole set up a couple of traveling men
to spoof him a little?

Well, he’d find out.

With face set in grim lines, he set rapidly
off down the street, his progress followed
by the curious eyes of gossiping housewives
from behind curtains of the half dozen
houses between there and the open fields.

Following the winding country road past
scattering farmhouses for a scant two miles,
he came within a half hour to a tumble-
down, rambling, deserted building near the
railroad, the seat of the ancestral acres of
the Penningtons.

Sure enough! In front of the house stood
a shining roadster of expensive make. The
passengers were not in sight at the present,
but Captain Pennington was morally certain
_they were the same whom he had heard
“plotting.
| He carefully noted down the number of
the car then slipped behind the far corner
of the house and waited.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

Fifteen minutes later he heard wvoices.
The two men he had seen in the hotel ap-
peared around the other corner of the house
and approached the automobile.

“ I'm satisfied to come in on it,” he heard
one of them say as they climbed in.
“ You've got a gold mine. Little does your
old captain realize that he’s letting two hun-
dred acres of treasure slip out of his lazy
fingers.”
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As he watched the strangers disappear
down the road, Captain Pennington’s wrath
and dismay suddenly evaporated under a
return of his constitutional optimism.

Was he going to let a half million dollars’
worth of treasure acres slip out of his
fingers, all for the lack of three thousand
measly dollars, when he had a year to col-
lect it in?

Lazy fingers, huh! Well, he’d show them
whether his brain was lazy or not!

He started back toward the village, in
high spirits now. The old glory of the

Penningtons was going to be restored at

Jast and in greater burst of brilliance than
ever.

Often J. Mortimer had winced inwardly
at overhearing slighting comparisons be-
tween himself and his energetic father.
He’d show ’‘em, by Godfrey! Had his
father ever been worth a half million dol-
lars? Not by any manner of means!

Again Captain Pennington was consid-
ering a financial problem as he marched
sturdily through the April~mud. He still
had his task before him of keeping his per-
sonal cash expenditures for the next ten
days down to ninety-five cents. But it
had faded from his mind for the moment.
The question of raising three thousand dol-
lars was far more befitting the dignity of a
Pennington.

And he’d put it over, by Godfrey!

But how? "

Project after project blazed up in his
seething brain only to pale again as quick-
ly. The trouble was that practically ev-
erything he considered required one or two
things, often both—hard work and capital!

The captain had his heart set on avoiding
the former. As for the latter—well, if he
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“ How about mother?” Dolly ventured
to ask when Mrs. Pennington was conspicu-
ously omitted from the ordeal.

“ Your mother and I are one,” solemnly
rebuked the captain. “My wish and
purpose are hers.

“ Now,” he wént on, “ perhaps you will
realize that your father has not been the
mere idler and dreamer that I'm afraid
many of our neighbors have thought me
all these years,

“ When I came out of the army with this
unfortunate lameness that prevented my
performing any physical task and with it
a nervous condition that rendered office
routine impossible, I set about at once plan-
ning my family’s future. To begin with I
provided for their immediate creature com-
forts by seeing to it that the government
accorded me a proper pension.

“ That done, I attacked the future in a
large way. Big things cannot be done in a
minute. Thirty years ago I saw clearly
that Buffalo within a generation would be-
come a metropolitan center. Which meant
that it would develop fashionable suburbs.
I studied all the region within commuting
distance, earnestly sounding out day after
day, year after year, every one I met and
spending long hours pondering on the re-
sult. The conclusion I came to was that
the trend was in our direction, that this
region was the logical site for Buffalo’s
fashionable and exclusive suburb. T de-
termined to make the Pennington acres the
basis of that development.

“ Well, to be brief, T have at last won the
victory. Hollis DeLong, the Buffalo finan-
cier and social leader, has come to see it
as I do. Not only is he going to build his
own country place out here; he is heading
a company that will buy my farm and the
adjoining lands and build a select commu-
nity. Land you can hardly give away now
will suddenly be worth over a thousand
dollars an acre.

“ The deal is all settled. I saw two rep-
resentatives of the group of promoters at the
hotel this morning. We went out to the
farm and inspected the site thoroughly.
They conservatively estimate that my land
will be worth a half million when the actual
building starts.”
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Here the captain gave an enlarged and
gilded outline of the building plans he had
overheard that morning.

“And T have it in my power to con-
trol the destinies of that fair new city, for
without my acres the project must fail be-
fore it starts. It has even occurred to me
that I should give it a name. What more
fitting and euphonious name for such a com-
munity than Pennington Acres?”

“But where do we come in? How much
money have they paid you down?” asked
Ted pointedly.

Captain Pennington blinked in spite of
himself.

* Well, ah—there’s the rub,” he admitted
at last. “T haven’t actually received any
money as yet. We’ve got to do our part.
Hence, the pledge of industry I have exact-
ed. Hence, the need of secrecy.

“ I—ah—regret to say that the con-
founded scoundrels plan to trim us if they
can, but I propose to thwart it. You see,
we owe three thousand dollars back tax
money and that skunk, Rufus Cole, is going
to sell us out in a year if we don’t pay up.
So they propose simply to wait till the end
of the year and bid in the farm for the
amount of the taxes. They’ll get five hun-
dred thousand dollars’ worth of property
for three thousand dollars.”

“ But they can't do that,” Ted objected.
“ All you'll have to do is spring the story
and there’d be a lot of big bids against
them.- You'd get a good price for the
place.” :

*“No, my son. They’d simply deny the
story and lie low. No. Our only chance
of holding the whip hand is to get the three
thousand dollars and pay up the taxes.
Then we’ll have our own little company
already formed and we’ll threaten to go
through with it ourselves if they won’t.
That Il bring ’em to time.”

A sudden chill fell on the group. It was
as though some one had thrust a pin in a
bright iridescent bubble.

“So!” Ted broke the silence first.
“That’s all we've got to do, is it? Just
raise three thousand dollars over and above
living expenses in the next year! Dad, you
know darmm well this family hasn’t had a
gross income all told of three thousand dol-
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On the little table stood the telephone,
and this he wished to reach. To drag him-
self with a shattered chest to the bed was
a dreadful task. His clawlike hands grasped
the wooden side of the bed, then the mat-
tress, and then the head of the bed, while
the effort forced gasps of mortal agony from
his throat.

Finally, he achieved the bed, and fell, ap-
parently, lifeless upon it, while the sheets
slowly colored dark red. It seemed as
though he could not give the alarm. He
was motionless for a moment or two; then
one long arm reached out and fumbled for
- the base of the telephone, and finally se-
cured it. Even to lift the instrument was a
task; the man was breathing so heavily
that it seemed like the death rattle in his
throat. But he got the mouthpiece to his
mouth, and moved the hook up and down
until a sleepy and careless telephone girl
drawled “ Hello.”

“ Amon Peterson talking.”

“ Louder, please.”

“ A-mon Pe-ter-son.
dered.”

He heard a titter, and ground his gums
together in rage. )

“ Quit ver kiddin’. How could you bhe
murdered and tell me about it?”

“ Shot, dying,” he gasped. ¢ Get police.
Arrest Bill Phillips.”

“ Who—what—d'yer mean it?”

“ Mur-dered. Bill Phillips did it,” re-
peated the old man, his voice dying away
. so as to be inaudible at the end. Then the

‘phone dropped from his hands, his head fell
back; when he died a vengeful smile dis-
torted his hideous face.

And that was the end of Amon Peterson,
who was generally considered the meanest
man in Miltville, most likely the meanest
“man in Massachusetts, and one of the rich-
est. He died alone because he would not
pay a servant; his wife had perished con-
tentedly twenty years before; his daughter
had run away to go on the stage four years
before, and had not communicated with him
since, and his son had been driven from his
home a year or two earlier, and had never
again been seen in Miltville.

The telephone girl, now wide awake,
called the chief of police, Arthur Easton,

I've Dbeen mur-
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and repeated what she had heard. It was
then eleven five or ten P.\., the middle of
the night in Miltville.

* You mean to tell me he was murdered,
and called you up and told you Bill Phil-
lips shot him.”

“ Yes, sir,” whimpered the girl who was
alone in the telephone exchange, and al-
ready imagined that the murderer was com-
ing after her.

*“ Sure it wasn’t some of those drug store
funny fellers?”

* No, sir, I think I recognized his voice;
it was awful weak and then died away.”

‘“ But Bill Phillips! He wouldn’t shoot
anybody.”

‘ That’s the name he said.”

“ Look here, Lulu. Realize you’ll hang
Bill?”

The phone girl sniffled; the chief could
almost see the eyes fill with tears.

“He—he said Bill Phillips,” she re-
peated.

“ Hum. First I'l] go to Peterson’s and
see if he was having a nightmare. Get hold
of Luther Ames, and send him down to
arrest Bill on suspicion. Tell him I told
you.”

The chief was lying in bed as he talked,
his wife, a fat, round-eyed, gray-haired
woman, was listening avidly, and demanded
a complete rehearsal of what had been told
on the phone while her husband was dress-
ing.

“ The old skinflint,” she declared, when
he had finished. “ Somebody had ought to
have killed him long ago, but I can’t believe
it of Bill Phillips.”

“ Imagine the guts of the old man get-
ting to the phone after he was shot,”
chuckled the chief who liked to have his
wife think him hard-boiled.  “ Bet Bill
Phillips never thought of that. He had
ought to cut the wire ’fore he fired -the
fatal bullet.”

Just the same Arthur Easton’s hands were
trembling as he tied his shoes; if Peterson
had been murdered, it was a big case, and
in his twenty years of incumbency of his
office nobody had ever been murdered in
Miltville. .

In ten minutes he had left the house,
plodded out to the chilly garage, and coaxed
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his wheezy auto into activity. Then he
tumbled and rattled his way across the
sleeping town, a town which was beginning
to wake up. He saw lights flashing in bed-
room windows—something incomprehens-
ible to him, because he did not know that
Lulu Blair in the telephone exchange was
relieving her nerves by calling up sub-
scribers with whom she was friendly and
giving them the exciting news. As Milt-
ville was a village of party lines, and when-
ever any of the numbers rang all the women
on the line hastened to listen in, the result
was that on each line five or six persons be-
sides Lulu’s friend got a terrific thrill.

Chief Easton turned up Cedar Street, a
long, wide, unpaved avenue with two rows
of fine cedars upon it, and reached the home
of Amon Peterson in a very few minutes.
It was a bleak house, about as decorative
as a dry goods case, and resembling it in
architecture. The steps sagged, there were
boards missing from the porch flooring, no
paint had been applied for at least ten
years; its air was untidy and dreary.

The chief stopped at the front door,
glanced up, and saw a light against the
curtain of the old man’s bedroom on the
second floor, laid his hand on the door and
hesitated. It had not occurred to him be-
fore, but it was nearly midnight; there was
not a soul in the house except the old man
who was supposed to be dead or dying. If
he was dying, all right, but if he had died—
a shiver convulsed the policeman; he feared
a corpse—particularly to be alone with a
dead man at the witching hour when the
ghosts of murdered men were restless.

Arthur Easton received five hundred dol-
lars a year to be chief of Miltville. It was
nice on Sunday when he put on his blue
uniform with gold bands on the sleeves and
gold leaves on the cap and stood in Central
Square directing the automobiles which shot
continually through the town but rarely
stopped and he did not mind conducting a
tramp to the lockup. But murder—he
wished for the first time that somebody else
was chief of Miltville, whose duty it was to
enter the house of death and touch the
bleeding corpse.

And as he hesitated another machine
grumbled its way to the door and a young

~him, was Amon Peterson.
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man leaped to the ground and came to his
side. With a sigh of relief he recognized
him as Herbert Green, the editor of the
weekly paper. This was different. In the
presence of the press, the police acquired
hoth dignity and authority.

‘“ Hello, chief,” said Herbert.
job, T see.”

* I'm always on the job, How did you
hear about this?”

*“Lulu called me on the phone and told
me about the dying message. Believe me,
this is some piece of news.”

‘It may be a joke of some kind,” replied
the chief. ““J wouldn't be surprised if old
Amon was sound asleep and never called
her at all.”

‘“ How about finding out?” suggested the
editor. “Let’s go in.”

‘“ That was what I was about to do when
you butted in. Come on.”

*“Want me to go in alone first?”’ asked
Herbert, rather maliciously.

“No—o. Now that youre here, you
might as well come along.”

“ Want me to go first>”

¢ Certainly not.”

He tried the front door which opened at
the touch.

“ He always locked it,” said Easton.

They stepped into the musty front hall,
dark as Hades, and about as fearsome.
Easton knew where the hall light was and
pressed the button, and the illumination
gave them courage because no killer was
lurking there.

The chief went up the stairs first, mak-
ing his step intentionally heavy so that
Amon, if he were alive might hear him and
shout, but no sound came from the room
of the owner of the house. The door was
ajar, and an oblong of light lay upon the
hall floor outside. The pair drew close to-
gether; then Easton resolutely pushed the
door open.

On his back on the bed, the telephone,
with the receiver off the hook, lying beside
There was a
pool of blood in the center of the floor, and
a streak of blood on the carpet marking his
snakelike progress to the bed. The sheets
were red in spots, and the whole front of his
pightshirt was dyed crimson.

“On the
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*“ Visitors?” asked Andrews, lifting his
heavy evebrows and giving her a penetrat-
ing glance from cold gray eves. *“ What
visitors? Who's been to see her?”

* Several folks. Mrs. Phillips with her
now.”

*““Hear that, chief?” asked Andrews.
“ We didn’t come none too soon.”

Mrs. Blair went to the foot of the stairs
and in a shrill voice cried:

“ Lulu!” .

“ What is it?” was the reply, equally
shrill,

“ Come on down.
to see you.”

They had to wait a few moments; then
Lulu Blair descended the stairs, followed
by an elderly woman whose face was chalk
white, whose black eyes were like coals,
whose hands were thin and worn and wrin-
kled, and whose cheeks were creased and
tear-stained.

Lulu Blair was a dark, thin, nervous-
looking girl with black bobbed hair, not
pretty, rather wistful; - her brown eyes
looked frightened, and tear drops, which
she tried to wipe away with the back of her
hand, were still coursing down her cheeks.

‘“ What you want, Mr. Easton?”

“ Now, Lulu,” he said gently, ““ we got
to have a little talk. You come into the
parlor with me and this gentleman.”

“Whe'’s he?” she demanded, regarding
the big man suspiciously.

“ This is Mr. Andrews; he’s a detective.”

“ Oh, well, all right.”

“Can I come, too?” asked the older
woman anxiously.

“No, Mrs. Phillips,” replied Easton
gently. “ We'll talk to you later. Please
don’t go away.”

Mrs. Blair cpened the door of the parlor,
which exuded a musty smell. It was a
small room, dark because the curtains were
down. It contained an ancient square
piano with yellow keys, half a dozen horse-
hair stuffed chairs, and an uncomfortable-
looking sofa upholstered in the same ma-
terial, two or three hideous crayon enlarge-
ments of former members of the Blair fam-
ily, and a glass case covering a stuffed bird.

Lulu seated herseli upon one of the
chairs and looked at the officers defiantly.

Chief Easton wants
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“You told me last night that Amon said
Bill Phillips shot him,” said the chief.
“You are prepared to swear to that, ain’t

you?”
“ Well—er—I don’t know,” was the sur-
prising reply.

*“ Of course you are. You heard him.”

“I couldn’t understand him very well.
Tt sounded like Bill Phillips, and I hap-
pened to know him, so I supposed it must
be, but it might have been somebody else.”

“ Ha,” exclaimed Andrews. ‘ She’s re-
neging already. Now listen to me, miss.
You understood him perfectly, didn’t you?”

“ No-0,” she replied hesitatingly. “I
guess he had his teeth out; I couldn’t make
out what he said very well.”

“You heard him say that he had been
shot?” asked the chief.

“ It sounded like that.”

“ Then you heard him say Bill Phillips
shot him.” ’

“I kind of thought he said Bill Phillips,
and I asked him again, but I didn’t get it
last time: his voice kind of faded away.”

“ Are you prepared to swear that he did
not say Bill Phillips?” asked the chief.

“That’s no good as evidence,” inter-
rupted the detective. “ Listen, young wom-
an, it’s a serious offense to lie to an officer.
That old lady out there is this boy’s moth-
er, isn't shee”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ And she’s been over here this morning
trying tc make you think you didn’t hear
her son’s name?”

“ No, sir—yes, sir—I don’t know, sir.”

*“1 asked you last night if vou under-
stood vou'd hang Bill if you stuck to your
story, and you said it was him,” reminded
the chief.

“T didn’t know what I was saying,” she_
retorted, almost weeping.

“ And this morning all you can tell me
is that it sounded like Bill Phillips. Did
you promise Mrs. Phillips you would deny
what you told me last evening?”

“I couldn’t hear Mr. Peterson very good,
and he mumbled so, and all I can say is
that it sounded like Bill Phillips, and that’s
all you can get out of me,” she defied.

“ But you called up several people after
you talked to me, and told them that Bill
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for nothing, she told him with a smile that
they had no money, and if he didn’t get a
job and support her she supposed they
would both starve. Arabella Phillips, Arabel-
la Sears that was, had been the prettiest girl
in Miltville when Arthur Easton was a
young spark; the chief of police had wor-
shiped her from afar because she was one
of the aristocrats of the town, and the ob-
vious match for Thomas Gray Phillips, the
richest man.

To-day she looked much older than her
fifty-five vears because the life that her
husband had led her was not calculated
to keep a woman young and beautiful. In-
heriting three-quarters of a million dollars
at the age of twenty-nine he had run
through it so successfully that when be died,
he left barely fifteen thousand dollars upon
which she had supported herself and her
son and sent him through college.

Of course they had moved from the old
Phillips mansion; it had been taken for
debt. They lived now in a neat little cot-
tage not far from the home of Lulu Blair,
the night telephone operator; a six-room
house in which Mrs. Phillips did all her own
work except for the washing which Bill had
insisted upon sending out.

In commen with everybody in Miltville,
Chief Easton knew that Amon Peterson had
gone up as Thomas Gray Phillips had gone
down? Piece by piece, the Phillips lands
had passed into his hands at a fraction of
their value, and the Phillips securities in the
cotton mills had been pledged with Amon
for loans which had never been redeemed.
Old Peterson had been the town money
lender for thirty years or more; he took
risks that the bank refused, accepted sec-
ond and third mortgages at ten and twelve
per cent interest, in addition to usurious
bonuses, and Phillips was by no means the
only resident who fell into his clutches.

The original Peterson was one of the
weavers imported from England by the
Phillips who founded the cotton mills, and
for a century they had lived in corporation
houses, mean, squalid, and ignorant. Amon,
himself, had gone to work in the mills as
2 boy of ten, never had an education save
what he got during the scant period be-
tween supper time and bedtime. In those
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days children went to work with their elders
at six in the morning and quit at six at
night, a twelve-hour day for which the
youngsters earned two or three dollars per
week, and their parents made eight to
twelve. ‘

But Peterson had got out of the mills
before he was eighteen years old; he worked
in the livery stable, the grocery store, was
office boy for a lawyer from whom he
learned pettifoggery, held a small job in
the bank where he learned figuring, and
when he was twenty-two years old set up
in business as a money lender.

In those distant days there was no State
jurisdiction over money lending; the loan
shark would advance five dollars and charge
a dollar a week. Usually the interest
mounted more rapidly than the payments.
There was a case which, at the time, awak-
ened great indignation in Miltville when an
ignorant weaver had borrowed ten dollars
from Peterson. At the end of six months
he had paid off one hundred dollars on the
loan, and still owed one hundred and ninety
dollars, whereupon the loan shark had
seized his furniture and pulled the bed out
from under the man’s wife who had just had
a baby.

The woman died, and the crazed weaver

got a shotgun and tried to kill Peterson.
One of those stern old Massachusetts
judges had given the man six months in jail
during which time his four children were
cared for by neighbors and the baby, as
was to be expected, died. There was some
talk of riding Peterson out of town on a
rajil, but they were a law-abiding community
and they did nothing. = Those were the
early days of Amon Peterson, so long ago
that they had been forgotten.
. Intime he rose from the réle of loan shark
to be a mortgage broker, and contented
himself with twelve, fifteen, or eighteen per
cent instead of five thousand per cent. He
bought a nice house, married a wife, begot
children, and became a power in the com-
munity. He joined the church, paid his
pew and sustenance fees without very much
grumbling, bought a frock coat and high
hat, and carried his head proudly.

A new generation had grown up which
did not know the early Amon; his children






THE PRINT OF A FRENCH HEEL.

Peterson listened patiently for awhile,
tried to deny the charges, and declared that
he was only acting as agent for the install-
ment houses.

“You lie, you miserable old skinflint,”
shouted Phillips, shaking his fist under the
long-pointed nose.

“You get out of my office,” squealed
Amon. ** You overfed young hog, I'll make
you rue insulting me, that can buy and sell
you and your whole worthless family.
You’re no good and your father before vou
was no good.”

“ Don’t you talk about my father.”

‘““And your mother has no sense, or she
would have put you in the mills instead of
sending you to college. She’s a fool.”

Bam! A big fist had collided with the
big nose, and Amon Peterson bit the dust,
as they say about the Indians in West-
ern novels.

Bill Phillips went home and told his
mother that he had lost his job, while Amon
went to Chief Easton and swore out a war-
rant for assault and battery against his
former employee. The chief had served the
warrant and shaken hands with Bill for a
very popular blow, but the judge called him
a young ruffian and fined him ten dollars.

Since then there had always been bad
blood between Bill Phillips and the usurer.

Then Mary Litchfield had come home
from college. Mary was one-of those exotic
creatures who are occasionally born in drab
New England to prove that there is life in
the old stock after all. She was the daugh-
ter of the president of the Miltville Nation-
al Bank, the richest man in town next to
Amon Peterson, a queenly girl with a wealth
of jet black hair as fine as silk, as glossy as
satin, ,

Her features were small and perfect, a
fine wide brow, eyebrows that arched like
those of a princess of the time of Louis
X1V, a nose which was a copy of that of a
Greek goddess, a sweet little mouth that
smiled when it was closed, and dazzled
when it smiled; a firm, neat chin, a neck
like that of Annie Laurie. Her head was
beautifully shaped, and she was lithe and
graceful and slim. It was no wonder that
all the young men in town went off their
heads about her, including Bill Phillips.
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A small town is a young folks’ democ-
racy until high school is over; then a chosen
few go off to college, while the others buckle
down and become tradesmen and clerks,
salesgirls and housemaids. In four years
the lucky ones come back transformed, as
different from those they left behind as
wine from water, :

They do not forget their old friends;’
they. chat with them and bow to them; but
there is a change, just the same; an aris-
tocracy has been forméd: the old freedom of
high school days has vanished, the stay-at-
homes know they will not he asked to the
parties of the college folk: if they are asked
once theyv go and feel uncomfortable or
stay away: in either case thev know they
do not belong. '

There were only half a dozen boys in
town who had been to college, as Bill Phil-
lips had been; none who had made a repu-
tation as an athlete except him; these were
now Mary Litchfield’s cavaliers,

Of them all, he was the most ineligible,
as her father did not hesitate to tell her;-'
he had no job and no prospects, and she
mustn’t waste_her time with him. Woman-'
like she proceeded to spend as much time
with Bill as he could manage, and that was
a lot.

The chief remembered that he had
stopped Mary for speeding two or three’
times when Bill was in the car. Of course,!
he had not complained; he complained only
of strangers who exceeded the limit; towns-:
folk could go as fast as they pleased with
nothing but a reprimand. ‘

Then Bill had landed a job that should
have caused him to be ostracized by the
elect—mechanic at the town garage; he
would have been, too, only Mary always
had something the matter with her car, and
spent hours at the garage, and as she was
the leader of society it was obvious that the
others could not cut Mary’s friend. ;

So it had gone for a couple of years, de-
spite the protests of John Litchfield and his
wife, and only three nights before the mur-
der the chief had come upon the pair of
them leaning upon the Litchfield gate in the
moonlight. If they had not been kissing,
why had they sprung apart and looked so
guilty as he passed?
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“ No—yes, of course I did.”

“1-doubt if you young folks would be
apt to pay any attention to the town clock.
Lucky you did ”

“Isn’t it,” she smiled.

“ Sounds like a good alibi, Mary. Does
you credit. Seen Bill since?”

«“No.”

*“ Did he tell you he was leaving town?”

* Nlo—o.”

“ Well, he’s gone.
night.”

It seems to me he did say something
about taking the milk train through to
Springfield.”

“ He didn’t, though. Found that out.”

‘“ Anyway, that doesn’t matter.  You
can’t prove he killed Peterson because he
was with me at five minutes after eleven.”

The old man regarded her kindly.

“ Guess you love Bill, don't you, Mary?”

“1 just do,” she declared.

‘“Supposing it turned out he did kill
Peterson, would you still love him?”

“ But he didn’t. I can prove it.
know Bill wouldn’t kill anybody.”

*1 never thought so,” he admitted. “ But
longer I live, Mary, less I know about folks.
There’s something inside of everybody that
nobody ever learns, not even husbands and
wives.”

“I know everything about Bill.
wonderful.”

“ Well, guess you've saved him, less it
turns out you were mistaken about the
time. Did he ever say anything to you
against Amon?”

“No. He always said he admxred and
respected Mr. Peterson.”

The old man leaned his head against the
back of his chair and cackled, and the girl
noticed that when he laughed in this man-
ner his upper set of false teeth quivered
like a leaf in the wind.

“7 won’t make a note of that answer,
he said. “ Don’t want to cast doubts on
your statement. Nobody in this town ad-
mired and respected Amon. Hated him
myself.”

“ Well, maybe he didn’t say just that.”

“You just bet he didn’t. Run along
now, dear, before you incriminate yourself
-and prejudice your case.”

Didn’t go home last

You

He’s
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Mary flushed, then laughed in embarrass-
ment. " They can't do anything to him
after what I've told you, can they, Mr,
Easton?”

" Don’t calculate they can, Mary, ’less
they unearth some direct evidence.”

The girl leaned forward impulsively and
kissed him upon the forehead, thus shaking
the overwhelming sense of duty of Chief
Easton. 1If he had seen Bill Phillips pass-
ing down the street in that instant, he would
have looked the other way. In a few mo-
ments he heard the rumble of Mary’s big
car as it darted away.

Andrews, after having been ferried to the
Peterson house by the chief’s auto, climbed
upon the porch, found the front door ajar,
and entered. He grunted as he climbed the
stairs. The detective was suffering from
overweight and every step was painful, but
it had to be done; and eventually he reached
the top and moved with the ponderosity of
an elephant to the room where the body of
Amon Peterson lay on the bed. He found
the medical examiner standing in the center
of the room looking thoughtfully about.

* Hello, Andrews,” he said casually.
They were old acquaintances and often
met in scenes like the present. The exam-
iner was a tall, thin, clean-shaven, rather
distinguished-looking man; he might have
been a college professor, or the conductor
of a symphony orchestra, instead of which
he was a very able physician and surgeon,
and one of the best medical examiners in
the State of Massachusetts.

* How are you, Dr. Bryce?” replied the
detective doffing his soft black hat. “ Found
anything?” ‘

“1 have made a few observations. Thls
old man had amazing vitality. He should
have died almost instantly; instead, he was
able to live for five or ten minutes, move
himself along the floor, and climb upon the
bed and do some telephoning; fastened a
noose around the neck of a man named
Phillips I understand.” .

“Yep,” said the detective. “ But the
noose come undone. We got to fasten it
again. This telephone girl has cold feet,
denies that she said Bill Phillips, won’t
swear to anything. So we got to prove he
did it. See anything that Il help?”
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“To tell the truth I haven’t looked. I've
only been here a little while, and I've been
examining the body.”

“ Cinch it wasn’t suicide.” .

“ Hardly. Four shots were fired, two
took effect.”

“ Find the weapons?” asked Andrews.

“ No, but there are two bullets in the
body, there is one imbedded in the wood-
work of that closet door, and one went
through the window pane. Surprised you
didn’t discover that last night.”

“T wasn't here, and the hick chief of
police wouldn’t know a bullet if one hit him.
Four shots, hey.. This guy wanted to be
sure.”

“ As well as I can reconstruct the scene,
the old man had gone to bed; I suppose
they retire about nine o’clock in this town.
He heard a noise, got up to investigate, and
was standing in the middle of the room
when the assassin came in through the open
door and fired. Judging by the direction
taken by the bullets in the body they were
discharged by a taller man than the vic-
tim from a distance of at least six feet.”

“ Phillips is a big fellow, so they say.”

“So was the murderer. No signs of a
struggle?”’

‘ None, unless they put the room to rights
last night.”

“Even this chief has more sense than

that. How about robbery?”

“T haven’t looked.”
~ “Well, I'll take a look. Dirty old room,
wasn’t it?”
& “ Yes, the dust is very thick.”

“ Tl say it is.”
¥« You don’t have to bother to probe for
those bullets,” said Andrews. “1I can tell
from this little hole in the window pane
that it was a bullet from a thirty-two.”

“T’ll get them out just the same, part of
the job. See anything else?”

The detective grunted negatively, and
Bryce smiled. He remembered the first
time he had encountered Andrews, some
five or six years previously upon a particu-
larly baffling murder case in Lawrence. He
had felt a pang of pity for the hulking,
clumsy, thick-witted officer, because it was
- a mystery that did not seem possible of so-
lution.
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Andrews was a man with little education,
a recruit from the Boston police depart-
ment, a flatfoot, apparently without
especial gifts of observation and no reason-
ing powers. His methods seemed utterly
futile; he asked stupid questions, over-
looked things which had seemed to Bryce
important, just blundered about—and sud-
denly swooped upon the murderer, a
person whom nobody had suspected, but
who went to the chair because Andrews had
woven a net from which his lawyers ocould
not extricate him.

“Got any theories?” Bryce asked the
officer. To Andrews anything was a good
excuse to sit down; therefore, he squatted
immediately in a big chair, folded his fat
hands over his paunch, and pursed his thick
lips.

“Only been in town an hour,” he said.
“ Haven't got any dope on Peterson yet,
don’t know much about the lay of the land,
met a chief of police that don’t know what
it’s all about. Looked like a cinch to pin
it on this feller Phillips, but the chief was
so dumb he didn’t get an affidavit from
the telephone girl while she still knew her
own mind, and so the dying message is
ruled out.

‘“ However, Phillips has disappeared; so
it looks like him. I don’t know what he’s
like or anything about him; haven’t any
motive in sight yet. On the other hand,
don’t have to wait for a verdict of murder,
got a suspect, easiest thing is to run him
down, give him the works, and pin it on
him.” .

“ Doesn’t it seem too certain? Haven’t
you found that the obvious explanation of
a thing is more often wrong than right?”

‘“Can’t say I have. Say there’s a mur-
der. Whoever did the killing had a strong
reason. Find out all the people who had
motives, investigate them all, eliminate
those who can prove they were somewhere
else, and it usually simmers down to one
or two; and the one with the biggest motive
is guilty. That’s the way with most cases.”

“ But doesn’t it often happen that it is
impossible to find a motive, or you round up
a number of people with good reason for
killing, but fail to discover the motive which
is strongest of all and which caused a per-
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“ Listen,” grinned Andrews. ‘‘I'm fun-
ny; I can see more and think better when
I am loafing on my back chewing the rag
than any other way; so I just chatted any-
thing that came into my mind. I didn’t
really mean what I said.”

“ No, you were just preparing an alibi in
case you found nothing. I understand.”

1 don’t believe this dame fired the shot,
though, because a thirty-two isn’t a wom-
an’s weapon, but she was around when it
happened.”

Andrews returned to the death chamber
and continued his investigations, but made
no further discoveries there. Then he went
downstairs and looked about the rooms on
the lower floor without result, after which
he inspected the porch and the driveway in
front.

He found marks of three or four automo-
biles on the ground, all small cars except
the car of the medical examiner, and these
he assumed to have been made by the ma-
chines of the chief and the newspaper editor
who he knew had visited the house the
night before. He had barely finished in-
specting the driveway when the car of Chief
Easton drew up, and the chief alighted.

“ Heard anything about Bill Phillips?”
he demanded.

“ Tt looks as though he didn’t do it,” re-
plied the local police head. ‘‘ An alibi has
just been established for him.”

“ The hell it has. Is he back?”

“No, but somebody is willing to swear
- where he was at eleven five.”

- That so. Where was he?”

“ Under a clump of trees near the Litch-
field place, half a mile from here.”

“ Who was with him?”

“ One of the most estimable persons in
town, the daughter of our bank president,
Miss Mary Litchfield. She says he was

with her.” )
“ A dame. Who saw them together?”
“ Nobody. But she declares that she was

with him all the evening.”

7T don’t doubt it,” retorted Andrews.
“T believe it. She was with him when he
was shooting old Peterson.”

“Youre crazy,” retorted the chief,
angrily. '

“Crazy as a fox. We just established
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that there was a woman with the murderer.
We've got the print of her heel, and her
handkerchief with perfume on it.”

The chief looked shocked; then he
laughed incredulously.  ‘‘ See here, I've
known Bill Phillips all his life and it’s hard
for me to believe that he committed a crime;
but to assert that Mary Litchfield aided
and abetted it is crazy. I know the gin.
I simply don’t believe it.”

‘“ You small-town guys don’t even believe
in evolution, hut that makes no difference.
Lead me to this Mary Litchfield. I've got
something to show her.”

‘“ All right.” said Easton. ¢ She.will soon
convince you; wait till you see her.”

“ First telephone for a cop to patrol these
grounds. I'm not through with this house,
and T don’t want any rubes around here
mussing up the place.”

Easton entered the house while Andrews
moved about the yard. The grounds of the
Peterson place were not extensive; there
was an old-fashioned barn at the rear, but
the driveway to its entrance was grass-
grown because the old man had given up
horses and never purchased an automobile,
and therefore the stable had not been used
for years.

His sharp eye, however, struck an object
lying upon the disused driveway, and he
was on it like a vulture; it turned out to
be a bundle of yellow straw fastened to-
gether by tiny threads, evidently a portion
of a straw wrapper such as goes about
champagne bottles. How long it had lain
there he did not know, but the straw seemed
fresh; it had not been exposed to storms,
He thrust it in the pocket of his coat. Pres-
ently Easton returned, and they entered the
automobile. o

“ This dead man, how about his family?”
demanded Andrews.

‘“ Son and daughter, He’s about twenty-
six; she’s twenty-two or thereabouts.”

“ Have they been notified? Where are
they?”

‘ Nobody knows unless the old man did,
and he can't tell.”

‘“ Understand he was rich. They are the
heirs.”

“Sure. It will be a change for those
kids; they were starved, and abused, and
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The Daggetts two weeks on the road
were removed by more than distance from
the Daggetts who drove away from the
Missouri farm. The oil wells in Oklahoma
and Texas had intrigued Caleb. Wealth
gushing from the ground! He could un-
derstand and thrill to that. He talked,
enamored, with owners, superintendents,
drillers, and sensed to the full the chancy
romance of it all.

From the time they reached the first field
of derricks he talked of oil, babbled of it.
The sight and sense of the oil fields woke
hope to life in him. Things did happen,
after all—good things! He saw and heard
the evidence that fortune had come to
common, plodding farmers like himself.

The realization of this acted on his
imagination in precisely the same way
splicing a broken connection acts on the
lighting system of a car. The juice of
hope got through to his mind, and dreams
long dark glowed again. He began to think
about making something more than a bare
living, of profits, opportunities, invest-
ments; began to think of Claravue and the
camp there not merely as a destination
and a place where he might eke out an
existence for himself and family, but as
a theater of operations with the stage set
for a man with a brain and two good
hands.

The change in Caleb, though, was slight
to that which had taken place in Emily.
Life had touched her with a magic wand
in an auto camp in El Paso. The manner
of it was this: A big new sedan rolled into
the camp and parked next in line to the
Daggett flivver and tent.

The car was an aristocrat of the tourist
trail. 1t carried a great leather trunk
strapped to a platform in the rear. Riv-
eted to the running board on the left side
was a large, cunningly contrived cupboard
containing everything needful for the prep-
aration of a meal, including a small gasoline
pressure stove, and the cover of which let
down to make a table.

There was fine linen in that cupboard,
and silver cutlery, and grand-looking ther-
mos bottles. The seats inside the car were
arranged so that they fitted together to
make a bed, and in the trunk in the rear,
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among other things, were oodles of fine
linen sheets, and thick, soft blankets that
fairly yelled money.

With the car were a man and a woman
who might have been models for an ad-
vertisement of some famous sport clothes
establishment. The woman—she was prob-
ably in her early forties, but she looked
thirty, and acted twenty-five—beheld Em-
ily and raved. She raved about her com-
plexion, her eyes, her hair. She called her
husband to come and see, posed Emily as
though she were a manikin, and raved and
raved.

Poor Emily was embarrassed, and Mr.
and Mrs. Daggett were incipiently indig-
nant, when the woman suddenly, irresistibly
apologized.

“I'm a talkative, tactless old buttinski,”
she said contritely. “ It would serve me
right if you would tell me to go about my
business, but I do so hope you won’t. I
hate being served right, and I don’t mean
to be rude. The child is so lovely she
shocked me into being frank.”

And then she introduced herself.

“0-0-0h!” said Emily. It was a long-
drawn exclamation of wonder. “ Are you
the Nita Wenwood who—who—"

“ Writes,” Nita Wenwood finished for
her, smiling. “ That’s me.”

“Well, I declare!” Mrs. Daggett said
solemnly. “ I've read stories you wrote—
lots of ‘em. And Emily—why, Emily
thinks the stories you write are just about—
But there now! I s’pose you’ve been told
nice things by people so often that you—"

“TI love it,” Nita Wenwood declared
frankly. It thrills me clear through to
know that you've read things I've written,
and know who I am. I'm a vain, vain
womafl, and I never tire of being flattered
by recognition. And now say you'll for-
give me for chattering about this dear
child’s loveliness.”

“ Why, of course,” Mrs. Daggett agreed,
looking at Emily a little puzzled. “ We've
always thought she was real good-looking,
but—well, it kind o’ makes me feel funny
to have a woman like you admire her.”

Nita Wenwood looked at her curiously.
“ Haven’t you known she was beautiful?”
she asked.
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. “I—I guess not,” Mrs. Daggett said
hesitantly. She felt queerly guilty, as
though she had been convicted of some
gross maternal sin of omission.

Nita Wenwood looked at Emily, smiling.

“You've known it, though, haven’t
you?” she asked.

Emily shook her head. She could not
quite trust herself to speak. She had not
known that she was lovely, for she was cast
in too generous a mold to be appreciated in
a back country community where the
standard of beauty was a weak, pallid pret-
tiness of small features. She had only
hoped that she might be lovely some day;
dreamed vaguely, desperately of some
miracle of experience or treatment that
would endow her with the beauty she
craved.

And the miracle, when it occurred—for
it had occurred—was no working of phys-
ical change, but only the spoken word of
one who knew. Nita Wenwood had said
that she was lovely, and suddenly Emily
knew that it was true.

She knew that she was not just a forlorn,
gawky farm girl with a mouth that was too
wide, and a nose that was too large, and
eyes that were set too far apart. She knew
that she was. lovely, generously, compel-
lingly beautiful, and this knowledge loosed
in her a sublime sense of power that glowed
through her flesh and gave it glory.

“ Lord!” Nita Wenwood said solemnly,
watching.

Emily blushed scarlet and ducked into
the tent.

Caleb scratched his head, perplexed,
watching Nita Wenwood warily as though
he expected her to perform some feat of
magic.

“ She is kind o’ good-lookin’, ain’t she?”
he said wonderingly. * Funny! I never
took much note of it.”

That night after dark came and the eve-
ning meal was eaten, Nita Wenwood and
her husband sat late by the Daggett camp
fire. The Daggetts listened enthralled while
the famous woman talked of her travels,
her acquaintances, amusing and dramatic
experiences the world round.

Visitors from other cars joined the group,
sitting or lying about on the ground in the
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circle of the firelight. Among them was a
bridal couple, a skimpy, washed-out-look-
ing young man, scant of chin and narrow
of shoulder, and a scared slip of a girl with
big eyes and dank, bobbed hair. They
were fresh from a New York department
store—he from the shipping room, and she
from behind a counter of kitchen utensils,
honeymooning in a cut-down flivver, They
had started with the intention of driving
as far west as Cleveland and then hurrying
back to their jobs, but the road had got
them. They were headed for California
and a new start there, scared, thrilled,
atingle with the spirit of an undertaking
that was as much an adventure to them
as any trip across the jungles of Africa could
be to a pair even slightly more sophisti-
cated.

There was a banker and his family from
Minneapolis, an oil man with a string of
tools in Wyoming, another in Oklahoma,
and yet another in southern California, and
whose traveling office was his car. A race-
track habitué, an ex-jockey who rode an
old motorcycle and carried his camping
equipment in a side car, a miniature frying
pan and coffee pot, a pup tent, a roll of
blankets; he was heading for Tia Juana,
planning to work in the cotton fields of
Imperial Valley until the opening of the
race meet on Thanksgiving Day and be
ready for business with a betting stake,
There were retired farmers and small busi-
ness men, workers migrating, tourists.

They talked there in the meeting place of
the firelight, each contributing something
of interest from his or her sphere of expe-
riences, equals for the evening in the
democracy of the road.

In the morning, early, just as the Dag-
getts were finishing a hearty breakfast,
Nita Wenwood bustled over and kidnaped
Emily.

“I'm going to borrow this child for two
hours,” she announced gayly. * For that
time she’s mine, and I'm going to show her
what she really looks like.”

She took Emily in the sedan with her
and drove into El Paso. There was a ses-
sion in the barber shop of the Del Norte
with Emily in the chair and Nita Wenwood
standing critical watch while the barbes
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No useless talk now, just ride and drive
and drive and ride. Hour after hour of air
beating on them, country fading behind,
looking ahead, curves, hills, down grades,
flat straightaways, cars to be passed, towns
to be idled through; and then drive and ride
and ride and drive again.

They made a short stop for lunch, oil,
gas and water between twelve and two,
and another short stop for dinner, oil, gas
and water between six and eight. Then
sundown and dusk, the headlights flaring
along the road ahead, and fligat through
darkness. Ride and drive and drive and
ride till their eyes were red with strain
and their bodies ached and a pleasant dizzy
stupefaction akin to a degree of alcoholic
daze possessed them. And some time be-
tween ten and midnight the one driving
would pull up at a wide place beside the
road and regretfully suggest camping.

They made a simple short business of
bedding down for the night—a few seconds
of stretching cramped muscies, a session
with the canteen and toothbrush, a search
with the flash light for a flat spot not too
covered with bumps or stones; then the
blankets spread, shoes kicked off, socks and
trousers discarded.

A quick dive into the blankets, a little of
grunting and squirming, and immediately
thereafter regular breathing brought sleep,
deep, steady, dreamless sleep. In the morn-
ing, in that electric shivery period just be-
fore the appearance of the first light; there
would be a resentful peek at a relentless
watch, and a groan, then a surly call:
“ Hey! Come out of it!”

Then up out of the blankets, swearing,
shaking, they would rise, make a quick
shift into clothes and a shivery engage-
ment with toothbrush, towel, soap and can-
teen. A quick rolling and lashing of packs,
and away on the road again, the staccato
thunder of the big car’s cut-out would
make a startling smash of sound in a quiet
world with only the occasional crow of a
rooster for a rival. And they loved it,
these two, the strain of it, the speed of it,
the sense of conquest of stubborn distance.
They lived hard and rode hard, and loved
the thrill of it!

In Texas they ran into a hard rain and
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a consequent stretch of gumbo mud, deep,
slithery, clutching stuff, through which
they fought their way in low or second
speed, the driver fighting the wheel all the
while to keep the big car front end forward
until travel established ruts.

Then it was a case of drop into these
ruts and buck through. In one day of this
going they made only eleven miles, another
day but twenty-six, and en the third and
last day of the gumbo thirty-two, Then
they were free of the slick, stiff, stubborn
mud, and on their swift way once more,

They reached Phcenix, Arizona, in the
late afternoon, and there, on the page of
an auto camp register, Walter found his
first trace of the Daggetts. The name was
there in the cramped fist of Caleb under a
two-day-old date.

He returned to the car, his heart racing,
his whole being charged with a fierce impa-
tience.

“Two hundred miles on to Yuma,”
Roach said, glancing at the low sun,
“ How about it? Stick here and get a good
night’s rest or take a long breath and slog
it through to-night?”

“ Aw, let’s go on,” Walter urged eagerly,
“ What’s the sense of layin’ over here?”

Roach smiled wisely. ““ Get some news?”

Walter blushed. “ VYeh. They was
here a couple o’ days ago,” he mumbled.

‘“ All right, kid,” Roach said sympathet-
ically. “ Get in and we’ll step.”

The attendant at a filling station on the
edge of town where they stopped for oil
and gas warned them of the road ahead.

‘“Been some holdups along the road
‘tween here an’ Yuma,” he said. “ Any-
body tries to stop you, you better keep
movin’ along.”

Walter’s heart developed a painful ir-
regularity of movement.

‘“ Been any recently?” he asked huskily.
“ The last few days?”

“I heard they was some held up day
fore yestiddy,” the man informed him.

Walter gulped. ‘ Any—=anybody hurt?”
he asked with difficulty.

“ Naw!” the man exclaimed disgustedly.
“ Damn tourists! No fight in ’em. Only
way they’d get hurt would be histin’ their
arms so fast they’d bust somethin’. Full
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clerkish, though, about the automatic they
exhibited. They frisked Caleb expertly,
and cleaned him down to his last cent.

“ Just leave me a few dollars,” Caleb
begged desperately. ‘I'm most out o’ gas,
an’ I dunno what I'll do if—" .

“You'll be all out 0’ gas in just a minute,
pappy fella,” one of the young men enlight-
ened him, grinning. “ We’re going to drain
your tank for you. If you had gas you
could travel, and if you traveled you might
talk, and if you talked some lop-eared
sheriff might listen. That ’d be terrible,
’cause he might come out here while we was
around, an’ we’d have to shoct him. We
hate to shoot sheriffs, ’cause they’re such
nice old pappy guys an’ they all have big
families.”

They stood then, one on each running
board, and forced Caleb to drive aside from
the main road over a faint wheel track trail
through the chaparral into a wide wash a
mile distant. Here they drained the gas
tank and departed, bidding the Daggetts a
mockingly polite good-by.

The Daggetts held a panicky council, and
decided that Emily and her mother would
wait with the car while Caleb followed the
wheel tracks back to the main road and
begged help from a passing tourist.

“ Somebody ’d ought to lend us a few

gallons o’ gas,” he said hopefully as he pre-.

pared to start. “ We can get into Yuma
then, an’—an’—”

And then what? That was the corrosive
question that ate holes in Caleb’s imagina-
tion, and which he could not abate with any
satisfactory answer. He shook his head,
and wiped a dew of perspiration from his
forehead. ’

¢« T—I dunno what we’ll do then,” he fin-
ished weakly.

“ Oh, pa, buck up,” Emily urged. “ Peo-
ple don’t starve to death.in this country.
Lots of the folks we’ve met along the road
stop and work for awhile whenever they
run out of money. We're in a tough fix, of
course, but there’s nothing to be scared
about.”

Caleb looked at his daughter and found
relief in her steady, confident gaze. For
several days he had been vaguely aware of a
change in her relationship to him, conscious
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of a new strength in her, a daily increasing
assumption of command. And now it was
her voice that saved him from complete
panic, the confident, faintly scornful leok in

.her eyes that shamed him to at least a simu-

lation of cheer and courage.

“ Oh, sure! We'll be all right,” he agreed
with a fair imitation of sincerity. T ain’t
what you’d call scared about it. Well, I'll
go on back to the road an’ see if I can get
some gas from somebody.”

‘ Careful you don’t get lost, Caleb,” Mrs.
Daggett urged anxiously.

“ Oh, T’ll foller the wheel tracks back to
the road,” he assured her.

*They’re awful faint in some o’ them
rocky places,” she reminded him. * Be
careful.”

The silent threat of the desert thrilled
them all unpleasantly. True it was only
about a mile back to the road, and there
were wheel tracks to follow, and the sun
and mountains to go by. But the threat
was there, definite, justified.

A few wrong steps where the wheel marks
were faint, a subsequent wrong guess on
the way back, a moment of panic, a fast
walk, breaking into a run, an unanswered
shout, and a lost, crazed man rushing to
early exhaustion and death; the story of
more than one sun-bleached skeleton on the
desert within a few hundred yards of the
safety of a main traveled trail is as simple
as that.

¢ I’ll watch close,” Caleb promised, and
started on his way.

He had gone but a few steps when Emily
called out sharply: “ Pa! Wait a minute.
What’s that?”

She was standing in the flivver, watching
a swiftly approaching brown ground cloud.
Caleb saw it, and ran back to the car. He
had no more than reached it when the thing
was upon them, and the light of day was
dimmed to a dirty, foggy dusk through
which it was impossible to see for a dozen
feet.

It was a sandstorm, and it lasted for
three hours of shrieking wind and a world
abraded with sand, flying like spume gale-
whipped from wave crests. The Daggetts
sat huddled together in the car, shielding
their faces with blankets, breathing with
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“ Well, say!” he exclaimed in admiration.
“What's happened to you, young lady?
Had your hair bobbed, haven’t you? Say!
You know I like it. Looks fine.”

Caleb grasped him by the arm. * Say,
now look here, Mr. Shackleford,” he said
excitedly, “I—I wonder what I'm goin’
to do.”

“ What’s the matter?”” Shackleford asked.

“ We've—we been held up,” Caleb said
desperately. He told the details of the
robbery. “I dunno what we’re goin’ to
do, Mr, Shackleford,” he concluded. “I—
gosh!”

He wiped his forehead with the back of
his hand, and looked about him, at the
cabins, the camp yard, the far encircling
hills with the frantic gaze of a trapped an-
imal.

Shackleford’s first instinctive sensation
was one of withdrawal. He sensed a touch.
Then he looked at Emily, and admiration
warmed him. The thought processes that
followed were so rapid that he was not
aware that he thought at all. Forced to
an explanation he would have testified hon-
estly that his subsequent action was due to
a sudden, generous impulse.

The action was, nevertheless, the result
_ of the following thoughts: Emily was pretty,
astonishingly pretty, far more charming
than he remembered from their one brief
previous meeting. She was going to Clara-
vue. She was desirable; at the least a nice
kid to play around with. A small loan
would give him the inside track with her
and her family as well. He would, in all
probability, be repaid. It was a good in-
vestment,

He smiled benevolently, and patted Caleb
on the shoulder.

“ Now! Now!” he said soothingly.
“ Don’t be panicky. Nothing to be afraid
of. How much did they get you for?”

“ QOver two hundred dollars,” Caleb said
huskily. “All I had! I tell you, Mr.
Shackleford, I don’t know what I—"

“ Forget it,” Shackleford said largely..

“ Cigarette money, Mr.—Mr.—I1 forget
your name.”
“ Daggett,” said Caleb. “It may not
seem a lot to you, Mr. Shackleford, but—"
“ Chicken feed!” said Shackleford.
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* Now calm down and listen to me, Mr,
Daggett. You're going to Claravue. So
am I. We'’re going to be neighbors. It’s
an easy two-day drive from here. I'll loan
you whatever you need to get through on.
Fifty dollars, if that’s enough, or—"

Burt Shackleford got his money’s worth
right then and there in the sincere protesta-
tions of gratitude that the Daggetts poured
upon him. It is not given to many to buy
as much flattering warmth of honest ap-
preciation for so little.

“ My bus 'l be patched up and ready to
roll by morning,” Shackleford said when
the Daggetts had recovered from a near
hysteria of mingled gratitude and relief.
“You folks hang out here to-night and to-
morrow we'll start together.”

“ Well, sir, I—1I just don’t know how to
say what I feel,” Caleb declared, his eyes
still moist. ““I got title to that camp out
there, an’ I s’pose, if I have to, I can raise
some cash on that to start with an’—”

“Why sure you can,” Shackleford as-
sured him heartily. ¢ You're all right.”

“ We wouldn’t have been all right if you
weren’t so good,” -Emily reminded him
fervently. “ We’'ll just never forget it, Mr.
Shackleford.”

Shackleford’s vanity glowed pleasingly to
the breath of this gratitude.

“ We're going to be neighbors,” he said
jovially. ‘ Any good neighbor would do as
much, I guess. You folks register now and
get settled, and we’ll have a talk about
Claravue. I've been hearing good news of
that place all along the road. There’s a
real boom on there.”

CHAPTER X1V,
AT YUMA,

T was just sundown when Roach and
Walter Frazier drove into Yuma.

‘“ Here we are, kid,” said Roach as he
nosed the roadster into a parking space on
the main street. “I live up on the hill.
Going up there as soon as I see a couple of
people. Come with me and stay the night?*

‘“ No, thanks,” Walter declined, climbing
from the car, and beginning to unlash his
blanket pack. ‘ Where’s the auto camp?”
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difference, and often no relation, between
being out of money and feeling poor. Wal-
ter had often been out of money. Never
before had he felt poor. Feeling poor made
him wonder how the Daggetts would re-
ceive him when he did find them. It not
only made him wonder, but worry as well.

Feeling poor made him doubtful of even
a welcome from Emily. Being doubtful
made him sullenly sensitive, He began to
brood about the Daggetts being absent
when he arrived, to be aggrieved, to feel
that there was, in some way, an affront
connected with it.

And then, seated in a lighted cabin and
clearly visible through an open screened
side, he saw Caleb Daggett. He was un-
conscious of the immediately subsequent
physical movements by which he found him-
self before the door, knocking frantically
thereon. A voice said: ““ Come in.”

Only Caleb and his wife were inside.
They looked with mingled astonishment and
alarm at the boy who opened the door and
stood on the threshold staring at them.

“ Why, Walter!” Caleb exclaimed.
“ Where’d vou come from?”
“ Redburg,” Walter said thickly.

“ Where’s Emily?”

“ Why, she went down town to have din-
ner in a restaurant with Mr. Shackleford,”
Caleb replied.  Where’s your folks?”

¢« Shackleford'!” Walter exclaimed, his
voice rising. ‘ Shackleford, hey? I knew
it! I told you to look out for that guy!
I told you he was a dirty crook!”

“ Oh, now, Walter, you were wrong
about him,” Caleb protested warmly. He
told then of the holdup, and the aid Shackle-
ford had given.

“ An’ you fell for that!” Walter said bit-
terly. ‘“ Why, he just laid here for you,
waitin’ for you to come along so’s he could
work himself in with you somehow! I
wouldn’t put it past him that he framed
that holdup so's he’d have a chance to loan
you a little money an’ make a little tin
hero out of himself! I knew the minute I
seen him back there in Redburg he was
goin’ to pull some stunt to get in with you
folks.”

“ Oh, Walter, no!” Mrs. Daggett insist-
ed. “Mr. Shackleford’s real nice.” |
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“ Got you fooled, too, has he?” Walter
jeered. **You think he’s nice, huh? I
notice he’s off alone with Emily just the
same!”

“ Well, now, look here, what’s wrong with
him an’ Emily goin’ to a restaurant to
eat together?” Caleb demanded, a touch of
anger in his voice.

“ Huh!” said Walter. “ S’pose he asked
you an’ Mrs. Daggett to go with ’em, huh?”

“As a matter of fact, he did,” Caleb
said tartly. “Me an’ ma was tired so we
said we’d just have a bite here an’ then rest
here in his cabin till he an’ Emily—”

“ His cabin!” Walter exclaimed. * This
is Jis cabin, huh? That’s fine, ain’t it?
Just like one big family, huh? Maybe 'm
buttin’ in, bein’ here?  Prob’ly Mr.
Shackleford wouldn’t like me hangin’ around
his cabin, me not bein’ one o’ the family,
an?___n

“ Walter!” Mrs. Daggett said reproving-
ly. “You mustn’t talk like that. You’re
excited.”

“Oh!” said Walter. “You think I'm
just excited, huh? Listen, Mrs. Daggett,
I—lemme tell you somethin’. I come all
the way from—this fella Shackleford—now
—you know you people ain’t ever been
away from home before an’—an’—”

The words piled up and stuck in him
short of his tongue. He wanted so desper-
ately to plead his case well, explain that he
was a wise and rightful protector come a
long, hard journey, and providentially ar-
rived to save them from the wiles of a road
wolf, make them see that they were help-
less innocents in terrible danger; and that
he, wise in the ways of the wicked world,
should be trusted and obeyed. But his
throat shut tight on all the naive, young-
love, dreadfully honest nonsense that
seethed in him, and he stammered and was
silent.

“ An’ what?” Caleb prompted coldly.

It was no use. The words would not
come. Walter took emotionalized youth’s
customary refuge behind a sullen front,

“ Nothin’,” he mumbled.

There was an unpleasant silence. Walter
still stood in the doorway, aching to make
himself understood, and appearing only
stubbornly, childishly disagreeable.”
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a sudden sweat broke out on his face. He
covered his eyes and groaned.

“I—I can’t do it,” he sand desperately
“ TNl drive off sure if I go on.’

“ Can’t you back up to where it’s wider,
Caleb?” Mrs. Daggett suggested anxiously.
“It ain’t far. Maybe we could turn there
and get off this. We might find some other
way that ain’t so—steep and—and narrow.”

“1 don’t dare touch anything,” Caleb
groaned. “If I move this car I'll run it
over the side. I know I will! T just don’t
dast touch anything, Marthy.”

“T’Il drive,” Emily offered calmly.

“You couldn’t!” Caleb insisted fearfully.
“T wouldn’t let you try, Emily.”

Emily opened the door and stepped out
onto the foot or so of road between the car
and the edge of the cliff. Caleb screamed
and grabbed her by the shoulder with fran-
tic hands, his eyes shut tight against the
threat of depth.

“Dad, be still!” Emily commanded
sternly. “ Get in back there with ma and
let me drive.”

A quality of cool confidence in her voice
calmed Caleb somewhat. Keeping his eyes
averted-from the chasm, he crawled over
the back of the front seat, and huddled be-
side Mrs. Daggett.

“ I’m terrible ashamed o’ myself,” he said
miserably. “I dunno what took me. I
just got helpless!”

“ Nothin’ to be ashamed of, pa,” Emily
said comfortingly as she climbed into the
front seat and took the wheel. “T guess
being scared of high places like this is
something you can’t help. It’s like some
people get sick if they eat certain kinds of
food. They’re just that way and they can’t
help it.”

She started the engine and let off the
hand brake. Caleb put his forearm over
his eyes and groaned.

Emily laughed exuitantly as she eased the
car down the steep, narrow grade and
around a sharp, left-hand turn, where for
a moment, they seemed to be hanging pre-
cariously to the mountainside with only
depth in front, behind, and on their right.

“Tt’s all right, pa,” she called assuringly.
“T’'m not scared a bit. Just sit still and
don’t worry.”
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In meeting the challenge of the steep,
narrow grade she experienced a fierce, sweet
easement of the suppressed, unacknowl-
edged anguish that had tortured her since
aer parting from Walter Frazier. The thrill
of driving matched and balanced the denied
love ache in her heart and gave her a soar-
ing sense of power.

She drove joyously, carefully, but with-
out tension, down and down, and around
and about, with the road edge never more
than a foot from the wheels except where
passing places were cut in the side of the
mountain. And still the way showed ahead,
winding level after winding level, down and
down.

A third or more of the way along the
grade she nursed the car carefully around
a sharp left-hand turn where the mountain
wall rose sheer at her left and fell away
abruptly on the right, and stepped hard
on the brake at the sight of a touring car
standing in the road just ahead of her.
Just at the rear of the machine stood a
young man and girl, close pressed against
the cliff wall, their arms about each other.

“ Emily stopped the car, set the hand
brake, and shut off her engine.

“ You broke down?” she called.

The young man stared at her, his mouth
open, his whole face a mask of horror.
His lips worked, but no sound came from
them. With ludicrous caution he signed
to his companion to sit down in the road
with her back to the cliff wall. Then,
dropping to his hands and knees he crawled
up the grade, brushing the mountain wall
with his body all the way.

Reaching the Daggett flivver, he caught
hold with both hands, first on the spokes
of the front wheel, then on the fender, and
then on the windshield support, and thus
inched himself partially upright. His voice
when he spoke was a hoarse, hard, forced
whisper.

“My Lord! Help me, will you? Help
me off here! Get me off here, will you?
My Lord! What am I going to do?”

“What’s the matter?” Emily asked
sharply.

“I-—1 can’t stand it,” the young man
moaned. “ My Lord! How am I going to
get off of here?”



THE ENDLESS CHAIN.

The woman he had left sitting in the road
cried out and braced herself back against
the cliff wall, her heels digging desperately
into the dirt as though she were resisting
a physical pull toward the edge of the road.

“ George! Come get me!” she wailed.
“I'm slipping, George! I'm going to fall!
I—oh!” Her voice rose to a wild scream.
“ George, George!”

“QOh, my Lord!” the young man mut-
tered. And then in a weak call that was
scarcely more than a whisper: “ Hold on,
deary! I’'m—I'm coming.”

He dropped to his hands and knees,
crawled rapidly back to her, and took her
in his arms. They clung to each other,
pressed tight against the cliff wall.

“ Poor feller!” Caleb said, pityingly.
know just how he feels!”

Emily began to laugh.  They look so
funny,” she said. ‘ They couldn’t fall un-
less they walked across the road and jumped
off.”

“ Emily,” her mother said reprovingly.
“ You hadn’t ought to laugh!”

The young man disengaged himself from
the girl’s embrace, turned carefully about
on his hands and knees, and started to
crawl up the grade again. The girl clutched
him by ‘the ankles, and, holding to them,
crawled after him. The sight was too much
for even Caleb and Martha. Mirth grew
in them in spite of their efforts at restraint,
and by the time the frightened pair reached
the front of the auto and drew themselves
carefully erect, squeezing in between the
car and the cliff wall, the Daggetts, father
and mother, had joined Emily in an uncon-
trollable hysteria of laughter.

The young man managed a shamefaced
approximation of a grin.

“1 suppose it must look funny,” he ad-
mitted grudgingly.

‘“ Oh, I think you're mean to laugh!” the
girl sobbed.

Caleb and Mrs. Daggett apologized con-
tritely. Emily offered no excuse, and the
scared girl eyed her resentfully.

_The incident seemed to restore a measure
of control to the man. He introduced him-
self and wife, and explained their predica-
ment. They were from Kansas City, newly
married and on their honeymoon trip. He
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had driven onto the grade unexpectedly,
as had Caleb, gone panicky, feared to at-
tempt backing up, and tried to hold himself
in hand and go through with it.

“] didn’t dare go an inch further than
here,” he declared. “I don’t know how I
ever got the car stopped. I forgot all I ever
knew about driving. I know if I'd gone an-
other foot I'd have driven off the edge, sure.
It’s—it’s just terrible to feel that way.”

“ I know just how it is,” Caleb said sym-
pathetically. * I was the same way. I had
to crawl back here an’ let my daughter
drive. It don’t seem to bother her none.”

“ There's a turrout just a little below,
where I stopped,” the young man said to
Emily. “If vou could drive my car down
to that you could get by.”

“I can't drive a gear-shift car,” Emily
said.

“T'm surprised,” the bride said cattily.
“1 thought you could do anything.”

“ Honey!” her husband exclaimed re-
provingly.

“ At least, I can drive my own car,”
Emily said coldly.

“1 feel a little betier now,” the young
man said. “ Maybe I could get my car -
down to the turnout so you people can
get by.”

“You'll do no such thing!” his bride
declared wildly. ¢ They can stay right here
till somebody comes along to help us. I’ll
not have you risking your life just so they
can get by. They think it’s so funny; let
them sit here and wait!”

“She’s right,” Emily agreed shortly,
“You’d better not try driving while you’re
scared. We’ll wait till some one comes
along who can handle your car.”

“ Oh is that so?” the bride snapped
petulantly. “I'll have you know he’s not
scared. Not a bit of it. He may be a little
hit dizzy, but he’s not scared; and if he
wants to drive his car he’ll drive it without
asking any permission from you, young
lady!”

‘“ We’re both a little excited,” the young
man said apologetically. “ Hush now,
honey. Don’t say any more. Ill get the
car down to the turnout all right.”

“ Better not try it,” Emily repeated.

* You shut up!” the bride said furiously.
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Braced by anger and shame the two who
had crawled up the grade from their car
walked back to it. They walked gingerly,
to be sure, hugging the cliff, but they
walked. The girl insisted on entering the
car with her husband, but he forbade this
and crawled in alone, leaving her standing
in the road behind the machine.

Cautiously he turned on the ignition and
stepped on the starter. Yet more cautious-
1y he threw out his clutch and shifted into
low gear. Handling the emergency brake
as though it were a deadly snake that he
was gripping behind the jaws, he let it free.
Then he eased up carefully on the foot
brake, and very slowly let his clutch catch.

The car moved, and as it did so he
screamed, lifted his feet from brake and
clutch, squirmed from behind the wheel,
and leaped out. He bounced off the run-
ning board and lay flat in the road against
the cliffside, as the unguided car rolled
slowly to the edge, and slowly, awkwardly
tipped off and over and, suddenly gaining
momentum, went bounding thunderously
down the steep rock slope, and reached
the distant bottom with an echo-rousing
final crash.

The bride crawled to her husband, and
clutched him desperately in her arms. He
buried his head on her breast like a scared
child in its mother’s embrace. Emily drove
slowly down, and stopped beside them.

“ Go on,” the bride ordered in a dull,
hostile voice. ¢ There’s nothing more to
laugh at.”

“I'm sorry,” Emily said compassionate-
ly. “You and your husband squeeze in
with us, and I’ll drive you on down till
we come to a town.”

The man tightened his grip on his wife,
and moaned frantically. “ Oh, no, no!” he
cried. “No! I won’t get in there. Go
on, please. Go away! Let usalone. We'll
get down somehow.”

Emily hesitated, troubled. ¢ Shall I send
some one back to get vou?” she asked.

“You go on about ycur business!” the
bride said sullenly. “ Go on now!”

Reluctantly Emily drove on. leaving the
bride seated in the road, her arms tight
about her fear-broken husband, a bitter
shame in her eyes.
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Twice they looked back from points
where the upper levels of the grade were
visible, and saw the bride and groom mak-
ing their way down. They were walking
slowly, the girl in front, her husband hang-
ing to her hand, walking sidewise, his back
brushing the cliff face.

The Daggetts camped that night in an
auto park in a green, warm, sweet-scented
valley well down toward the coast, a cozy,
lazy valley of orange and lemon groves and
small truck ranches. Claravue and their
journey’s end lay ahead an easy day’s drive
over cement-paved highways. Behind was
conquered distance. As they sat in front of
their tent in the warm night they relaxed
to the serene sense of a task accomplished.

“ Golly, ma!” Caleb exclaimed solemnly.
“ Just think o’ them folks that came the
same route we did *way back in the old days
when they traveled in wagons an’ there
was only just a trail to foller, an’ hundreds
o’ miles where there was no towns, an’
Indians to worry about all along the way!
Can you imagine how they must ’'a’ felt
when they finally got here?”

“1 know how they felt,” Mrs. Daggett
declared. ¢ Just the same as we do, only
maybe more so. Kind o’ tuckered out, but
safe an’ warm. Like when you been out in
a storm an’ come in to a nice cozy room
where there’s a fire an’ set down an’ rest.”

“ Well, we had our troubles along the
way, but I'm mighty glad we come,” Caleb
said. “ We got Emily to thank for bein’
here, ma. If ’twasn’t for her we’d o’ stuck
on there on the old farm till we died likely.
You happy you’re here, Emily?”

“ Indeedy, I am!”” Emily replied emphat-
ically. “ We’re all going to be lots happier
out here. I just know it.”

She arose and moved about restlessly.

“I'm going to walk around a little be-
fore I go to bed,” she said, “ Don’t wait
up for me.” ]

“ I’ll come along with you, Emily,” Caleb
offered, rising.

** No,” Emily said a little sharply. “I'm
—I'm—I just want to walk around alone a
little while, pa.”

“ What ails her?” Caleb asked his wife
when Emily was out of earshot. ¢ That
Frazier feller?”
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“Ain’t runnin’!” Caleb exclaimed.
“ Why—why, Miller told me he had a man
out here runnin’ it for him.”

“Oh, yes,” said Hemingway. ‘ He left
a feller by the name o’ Andy Colter in
charge down there, but, o’ course, there
wasn’t any sense o’ his stayin’ on there after
the new road was cut through; so he come
-up here an’ went to work for me.”

“The—the Tmew road?” Caleb said
thickly.

“ Why they took a big bend out of the
old highway, you know,” Hemingway ex-
plained. “ And, of course, that left Mil-
ier’s old camp clear off the road; so there
wasn’t any sense tryin’ to keep it going any
longer. Did you want to see Colter?”

“I—I dunno,” Caleb stammered. “I
dunno what I— I tell you, mister, I
bought that camp o’ Miller’s.”

“ You bought it!” Hemingway exclaimed.
He started to laugh, but the stricken look
on Caleb’s face stopped him. “ Say, friend,
I'm afraid you’ve been stung,” he said,
sympathetically. * Did you pay much for
ite”

“ Around two thousand,” Caleb said.

“ Two thousand!” Hemingway whistled
and shook his head. ‘ Something ought
to be done to that fellow Miller,” he said
angrily. “Say, that’s too bad! Wait a
minute till I get my car, and I'll drive down
there with you and show you what it is.”

“ Maybe he’s just trying to scare us,”
Emily suggested shakily as Hemingway
walked into the yard to get his car. “ May-
be he’s afraid we’ll take his trade away
from him.”

“ Mebbe,” Caleb said dully, hunched
spiritlessly over the wheel. “I dunno.”

None of them spoke as Caleb guided the
flivver in the wake of Hemingway’s road-
ster, back through the town and out along
the highway on the other side. They
turned to the left, then, on a little-traveled,
narrow dirt road, and followed this for a
half mile down into and across a sand and
gravel wash, and on the far side reached a
paved way that had been part of the big
curve in the main road before the short

cut eliminated it.
A few hundred yards to the left on this
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road between tht wash and the base of a
low range of bare brown hills, and Heming-
way stopped his roadster. Caleb stopped
behind him. Hemingway stepped out of
his car and pointed.

“ There she is,” he said.

On the left along the edge of the wash
were a few cottonwoods and oaks. Among
them were a number of small, dilapidated
cabins. The windows in all of them had
been broken or stolen. Just off the road
stood a locked and rusty gas tank, back
of that the shell of a small shack store
from which windows and doors had been
filched. Above the store a faded sign an-
nounced:

MILLER’'S AUTO CAMP
Cabins, $1.00
Camping Space, 25c.

“I'm sorry for you folks,” Hemingway
said sincerely. ¢ Mighty sorry! But
there’s no use trying to make a good matter
out of a bad one. This camp simply isn’t
worth anything. The ground along the
wash there is no good to raise anything.

“ The cabins ain’t fit to rent, an’ they’re
too far from town to be worth fixin’ up for
people staying here that might take them
by the month. And, of course, since they
straightened out this big curve there’s prac-
tically no travel by here at all. It’s tough
on you folks, I guess.”

“ Yes,” Caleb said dully. “It’s tough.”

“ Glad to help you any way I can,” Hem-
ingway offered.

“ That’s real neighborly,” Caleb said
gently. “ But I-—no. 1 guess there isn’t
anything you could do.” '

“Glad to have you come up and stop
at my camp, as my guests,” Hemingway
went on.

Caleb shook his head.
“ We'll stop here.”

Hemingway repeated his regrets and said
good-by. When he had gone Caleb started
his auto once more and drove it slowly into
the desolate, abandoned camp. He stopped
it between two rows of plundered weather-
worn cabins, and shut off the ignition.

“ Well,” he said, looking about him.
‘ Here we are.”

“ No,” he said.

YO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEKEK
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the Independent and Established Order of
Jonahs,

I looked away, and then I seen Bill jump
to his feet, and I turns toward the door.

Margy was a peach, I'll say that for her.
She was everything Bill had said and then
some. Black hair that glistened in the
light an’ was bobbed so it sort of made a
frame for her face, a little nose that turned
up at the end just enough to give her a
teasin’ sort of expression an’ show off the
rosebud of her mouth.

Bill takes her hand and bends low, but
Margy don’t see him; she’s lookin’ over the
top of his varnished hair to where I'm stand-
in’. There’s somethin’ funny about her, ex-
pression.

“ Why, who’s your friend?”

Bill swells back his chest.

' “Margy, may I present Broncho Dick
Ellis? Dick used to ride with me in Ar-
izona, an’ I never had a finer or a truer
bunkmate.”

She extends her hand an’ gives me a
quick once over from them gray eyes of
hers. Sort of cool an’ steady, and yet with
a sparkle in ’em.

“ Why, Bill Digley!
you were in Arizona.”

Bill waves his hand modestly.

“1 really mention it very infrequently,”
he begins in that stilted sort of sing-song
effect that shows he’s written that little
speech down and then memorized it.
“ There was a little trouble over a shootin’
scrape, and when the smoke had blown
away, Four Finger Pete, the terror of the
border, lay dead, and I was headed for
across the line. I could have got out all
right on a plea of seif-defense, but I was
tired of punchin’ cows anyway.”

She looks at him, an’ you could have
knocked her eyes off with a stick, they
stuck out so far.

“ R—e—e-e-e-e-ally and tru-u-uly?”

Bill nods, standin’ there with his shoul-
ders squared and his hand stuck in his vest
like the pictures of Napajeon crossin’ the
Rhine, the light shinin’ down on his baked
enamel hair finish, lookin’ for all the world
like a movin’ picture sheik in the last fifty
feet of film.

“ Certainly,” he says.

ou never told me
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We sits down, and Bill begins to talk.
Almost at once I realized I'd made a mis-
take by not findin’ out more of the particu-
lars. Bill takes a couple of hours runnin’
over his career in the Wild West, appealin’
to me for confirmation every few minutes.

I’d nod an’ say ‘ yes,” but personally, I
thought he was spreadin’ it on too thick.
Margy Bridger kept her eyes shiftin’ from
one to the other of us, but she didn’t say
much. She didn’t have a chance.

* Now tell me something of yourself, Mr.
Ellis,” she says finally.

Shucks, I didn’t know what to say. Some-
how, I hated to look in those eyes an’ lie.
I sort of looked down at my feet, an’ saw
that I'd been rubbin’ my heels around and
the spurs had scraped all the finish off the
chair leg.

Bill rushes to the rescue, handin’ me out
a sop.

*“He won't ever talk about himself,
Margy. He’s the greatest broncho buster
east of San Francisco. When Dick can'’t
bust ’em they ain’t worth bustin’. Why,
I remember one time at one of these here
cowboy circuses, these ridin’ exhibitions,
you know, the kind you read about where
all the cowboys get together an’ bust
bronchos—"

Margy interrupis. “ Yes, I know; a
rodeo is what you mean.”

Bill nods. * Yeah, at one of these here
rodeos, Dick wanted to show ’em what was
what in broncho bustin’ an’ he had‘the sad-
dle put on a horse upside down. You know,
the saddle hangin’ down on the horse’s
stomach, an’ Dick climbs in that saddle,
with his head hangin’ down to the ground,
an’ rides that there bronc upside down.”

Margy didn’t say anything to that. She
got a fit of coughin’. She’d been coughin’
a lot that night. I wondered if maybe she
didn’t have a bad cold or somethin’, but
when she got finished with her coughin’
spell she looked at me out of them wide
eyes of hers.

* W-w-w-onderful!”

After that Bill talked some more about
himeelf. It seemed like an age before we
finaliy got up to go, an’ Margy handed me
that big, high-peaked hat,

I jingied out of the door, sort of feelin’
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“ Why, I thought I could depend on a
brother Jonah!” He makes the grand hail-
ing distress sign of the Independent and Es-
tablished Order of Jonahs, but I don’t soften
a bit,

“I’'m resignin’ from the lodge, effective
right now, an’ I'm only sorry I can’t make
it effective a week ago!” I yells, and slams
out of the door.

The nice part of bein’ a salesman is that
nobody knows where to catch you when
you don’t want to be seen, and the worst
part of havin’ a soda stand and restaurant
counter is that any Jonahs in good stand-
in’ know where to find you any time they
want to hunt you up.

IIL.

WueN Bill sidles up to the counter next
morning he makes the grand hailing sign,
but I give him the glassy eye. He extends
his hand and whispers the pass word.
“ Why, Dick, don’t you know the secret
response to the grand hailing sign?”

I'm still icy. - “I don’t know nothin’
about that lodge. I believe I used to be a
member, but I resigned.”

Bill pulls the paper out of his pocket and
leans over the counter, makin’ a little dot-
ted line—a sure sign that he was gettin’
ready to use some high pressure salesman-
ship.

“ Now listen, Dick, it’s like this. I made
a bet on you, a small bet,—but a bet, just
the same. Also I've got my reputation
and my stand-in with Margy at stake. She
ain’t so cordial as she used to be, and I
can’t afford to fall down on this thing.

“ Now here’s the way I've figured things
out. I’ll go hunt up this stableman at the
Polo Club, and I’ll slip him a twenty to
switch horses and give you a horse that
ain’t got a buck in him.

“ You go down in your cowboy clothes
and climb aboard. Before you swing up
into the saddle I’ll double all bets that you
ride him two minutes—see? It ’ll be a
cinch, and we’ll have a wad of Buck Daw-
son’s money to pay expenses.”

It’s a funny thing about Bill. He can
make blamed near anything sound con-
vincing.
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“ Yeah, but that’s a dirty trick to play
on Buck Dawson. Let’s be open an’ above-
board, an’ throw up the sponge right now.
I don’t want to stoop to none o’ this
bribery business in order to make a hit with
a jane.”

Bill looks worldly wise and patronizing
at the same time.

“ Bosh—all bosh! Don’t you know that
all’s fair in love and war. Why, shucks,
anything goes in love! If you want a girl,
win her, by fair means if possible—but,
anyway, win her.”

I don’t say anything for a minute. I'm
thinkin’ the thing over, and when Bill gets
yuh thinkin, he’s got yuh on the dotted
line. All he wants is for a fellow to hesi-
tate, and after that it’s all off.

Somehow or other I hate to appear to
be a quitter in front of a girl like Margy.
I know she’ll think I'm a vellow dog if 1
just don’t show up, and if there’s any way
on earth I can cinch the thing— Of
course, if I do it I'll just leave a clear field
for Bill, an’ somehow that don’t fill me
with any great enthusiasm; but if I don’t
go through it I'll never see her again, and
I've got to admit that she’s some little
pippin.

“ Why, there’s nothin’ to it,” Bill goes
on, shovin’ the paper over a little bit closer.
‘“ Come on, be a sport. A thousand years
from to-day you won’t know the difference.
Come on'”

I'm weakenin’ fast, an’ Bill knows it.

“ Go on down and see the stable keeper,”
I tells him as I turn to wait on a cash cus-
tomer,

IV.

THAT night Bill drops in and says it’s
all fixed up. I don’t know why I didn’t
wonder right then if he'd have told me the
same thing if it hadn’t all been fixed up.
Bill is a funny sort of a guy. His idea of
sellin’ is to get the order. An’ his idea of
love is that everything’s fair in love and
war,

Sunday rolls around so quick it don’t
seem like no time at all, and here’s Bill
with the cowboy costume. We're all to
have breakfast together, and then we’re
goin’ to pull the heavy stuff.
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By this time I'm keen for the thing.
If I can get by with it, I’'m goin’ to have
an easy out, and I'll get a chance to see
Margy again—often, maybe. As Bill’s
best friend I'd be a welcome visitor at the
house. Maybe I'd be best man at the wed-
din’. And somehow or other that thought
don’t fill me with no great degree of en-
thusiasm.

Breakfast is one great meal. I’d made
up my mind that I'd put it on real thick,
triple plate XXX. I'd been readin’ a
bunch of these Western stories, and I’d
learned a lot of stuff from them about cow-
punchers. :

When we all piled out of the Ter-
min 8 and walked into the restaurant, I
made it a point to walk last, and 1 walked
some bowlegged. I'd read about punchers
walkin’ bowlegged, an’ I sure made a sen-
sation when I walked in there with them
goats’ hair pants an’ my spurs.

Buck Dawson was dressed just like he
was goin’ to a party or somewhere. I did
not know how much he’d bet with Bill, but
I bet it was a considerable chunk of coin,
because he seemed mighty blue when he
got a chance to size up my outfit an’ see
that bowlegged walk o’ mine.

“ Looks sort of new,” he says, rubberin’
over my cowboy clothes, when I'd got sat
down.

“ Yeah, I always keep my clothes clean
an’ neat,” I comes back like a flash; an’ I
could see Margy smile an’ Bill grin.

Buck Dawson’s clothes weren’t pressed
as well as they might have been, and he
didn’t say nothin’ more.

We orders ham and eggs all around.

I’'ve made up my mind I'm goin’ to be
a real puncher. When the waiter brings
my platter with two pieces of ham on each
side of some fried eggs I just take my knife
and cut those eggs in two, then I take an
egg on the knife, tilt my head back an’ drop
it down my throat, an’ if I choked a little
bit I'll never tell. Then I grabs a piece o’
ham an’ does likewise.

All in all, I'm through my breakfast in
just four knifefuls, an’ all finished with
an empty platter in front of me just about
the time Buck Dawson is gettin’ his eggs
lifted over onto his plate.
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“ Gosh! That’s a slim breakfast for a
real puncher,” I says, an’ Margy’s eyes
stuck way out, then she got another of
those coughin’ fits of hers.

I guess that little stunt took some more
of Buck Dawson’s courage. He commenced
to think I was the real stuff as a puncher,
after all, an’ the further he went the more
sorry he’d got about that bet.

Right away I started in arrangin’ the
details.

I wanted to ride that horse first, after
that Buck Dawson could ride*him if he
could. Buck and Bill could draw straws
for the next turn if they wanted to, but I
wanted to climb aboard that horse right
off the reel.

I could see Margy look at me sort of
curious, those gray eyes of hers sizin’ me
up an’ down real serious.

“You know, Mr. Ellis, some of these
horses are quite dangerous. I really didn’t
expect you boys would carry things this
far. Don’t you think we’d better call it
off and all go home now and be good
friends?”

I shake my head.

“ By gosh, I want ’em hard to ridet I
only hope this here horse ain’t one of them
false alarms that won’t buck when he feels
he’s got a master rider on his back. Some
of ’em are that way; they’ve got a streak
of yellow in ’em when they know there’s a
master hand on the reins. I want a real
tough horse. I hope they’ve got one o’
these here outiaws.”

Buck Dawson suddenly loses his appe-
tite for breakfast. I guess I've got him
wishin’ he hadn’t been so wild about his
bets.

Margy keeps lookin’ at me with those
eyes of hers, and they make funny feelin’s
go up and down my spine. There’s some-
thin’ about that girl, sort of a personality
or somethin’. She sure is different from
the most of ’em. If things was different—
oh, well.

It don’t seem no time at all until we’re
at the polo grounds.

Somehow, T don’t like the looks of that
bird in charge of the stables. I can see
that he don’t exactly copper to my cowboy
rig. About that time I'm gettin’ my mus-

6 A
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cles a little sore from walkin’ bowlegged,
.an’ he really didn’t get the full effect. He
should have seen me when I walked into
that restaurant.

He’s got a horse all saddled up, and

when we come up he sticks a blindfold on
him. -
- Now, of course,” says Bill, speakin’ in
general and to no one in particular, * you
understand that many a good puncher’s
been thrown when he had an off day or a
strange saddle or somethin’ like that. What
I'm callin’ your attention to is the fact that
my friend Dick Ellis here is tacklin’ the
proposition, an’ he wouldn’t do that if he
wasn’t an old time rider.”

“Of course,” agrees Dawson, * good
riders /iave been thrown.”

I'm sort of wonderin’ about Bill makin'
a crack like that. Why should it be neces-
sary to start makin’ alibis in advance with
everything all framed?

I slip alongside. ™ Sure everything’s all
fixed?” ‘

He laughs sort o’ funny like. * Now,
don’t go worryin’ about that—just get
aboard. Of course everything's all fixed.”

The stable hand motions for me to get
up in the saddle, and I can see Margy
watchin’ me with the funniest expression
on her face. Her hand’s at her throat an’
her eves are as big as saucers.

I've seen ’em do it in the picture shows
enough so I savvy how she’s done, an’ I
sticks a leg in the stirrup an’ climbs up.
Of course I didn’t do it the way they do
in the pictures, That saddle was higher
than I thought, an’ I had the feelin’ that
I was haulin’ myself up there hand over
hand, but I figured nobody’d notice it.

The last 1 hears from Bill is when he
whispers short and keen: ‘¢ Don’t blame
me. Remember everything’s fair in love
and war.” '

While I'm wonderin’ what makes that
saddle so far from the ground, and tryin’ to
figure what that remark means, the guy
that’s standin’ at the horse’s head says:
“You all ready?” _

1 grab hold of the reins and nod. He
jerks the blindfold off the horse’s eyes and
gives him a slap across the head.

Then’s when the balloon starts goin’ up,

TA
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and it goes up and up—and up—and side-
ways—and up.
V.

Tuey say men that ‘re about to die see
all their past life in a panorama. That
may or may not be, but I sure did some
thinkin® as that blamed horse started
ascendin’,

It didn’t make no difference to Bill if I
got bucked oft or not. Even the best of ’em
had their off days. He had manipulated
things so that the contest was between
Buck Dawson an’ me. He wasn'’t intendin’
to ride any horse. an’ it was easier for him
to have me bucked off than to have the
stableman switch horses an’ give me a gen-
tle one.

I could feel the horse archin’ his back
like a cat that sees a dog, an’ then he
comes down all four feet together an’ stiff-
legged, and I can feel my backbone bein’
driven through the top of my head, and
then when I'm about half lurched over to
one side he starts up again.

This time he sort of bangs me back into
the center of the saddle when he comes
down, but the next spring I can feel my
head jerked to one side, one foot slips out
of the stirrup, an’ I have a sensation of
fallin’,

I must have gone out for a minute or
two, because when I get my eyes open
I'm lyin’ on the ground with my head in
Margy’s lap, and her moppin’ my fore-
head with a wet handkerchief, an’ there’s
tears in her eyes.

*“I'd never have forgiven myself if any-
thing had happened to hurt him,” she was
sayin’. I knew he wasn’t a rider. When
I'm home I live in Texas, and my father
owns a big cattle ranch there. I knew
there wasn’t a one of you that kmew any-
thing about riding, or punching cows. I
could tell it from your conversation.

“I egged you on to put on this riding
exhibition just to see vou all back out, but
Dick, here, was dead game. He’s got
something you two fellows never will have,
something a cow-puncher needs every day
—gameness. Oh, if anything’s happened,
and he’s hurt—"

I open my eyes and look square into hers
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THE GREAT

“ Any other way of getting out?”

*No, sir. Well, there’s the door in the
wall on East —th Street.”

“Let’s go look at it.”’

He followed the trembling butler across
the garden. It was a mild morning in late
March, there had been a thaw, and on the
ground beside the path the sharp eye of
the publicity man observed a number of
bootmarks just at the foot of the steps lead-
ing to the porch of the cottage.

He raised his eyebrows and whistled soft-
ly: “ Dirty work at the crossroads!” he
muttered.

' What, sir?”’

“ Ngthing. Lead on/’

ey continued to the door An the wall.
Rdttenburg turned the knob, and it opened.
He stepped into the street. Immediately a
man jumped out of an automobile at the
curb, ran toward -him and drew a pistol.

i Who are you?” he demanded. ** How
get through that gate?”
was open, you poor boob. How
ou been on duty?

Since four o'clock this mormng

“ Who did you relieve?”

“ There was nobody here. The guards
had been removed for some reason or other.”

“1 see,” said Rottenburg. *All right.
Go to your car and don’t fall asleep. Come,
James. Let's go back to the house.”

“ That door was never open before. It's
always locked,” the butler told him. =1
don’t understand it.”

“Not a peep out .of you about this,”
warned Rottenburg. “ It’s lucky I came
around this morning, or things would be in
a terrible muddle.”

“But what can have become of them?”

“ Nothing. Not a darn ,thing. Can’t
the Commander and his girl leave their own
house without advertising it if they want
to? Officially they are still in the cottage.
Tell anybody who calls that Nelson is ill,
can’t see them to-day. Same with Miss
Nelson. I’ll stick on the job here.”

_The butler disapproved of Mr. Rotten-
burg with a cockney’s distaste for persons
of Oriental origin, but he was in what he
would have described as a ‘‘ state of mind,”
and he was aware that the Hebrew was high
in the confidence of the Commander. Be-
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sides, he did not know where to turn for
aid in this emergency, as Nelson had no
relatives with whom he was on intimate
terms, and he had never given any instruc-
tions as to procedure in the impossible con-
tingency that both himself and his daughter
might vanish into smoke. Therefore, the
servant dumped his burden of responsibility
upon the shoulders of Mr. Rottenburg with
a sigh of relief, and was ready to carry out
his orders.

As soon as he was alone the press agent
seated himself in Nelson’s chair and put his
feet upon the blotter upon the top of Nel-
son’s big, flat-topped mahogany desk. He
lighted a cigar and drew on it with satis-
faction while he ruminated about as fol-
lows:

*“ Nelson expected me here this morning.
He’s too darn methodical to forget the
engagement, and he wouldn't have gone
without leaving some word. If he went
away with his daughter, he would not have
slipped out through the garden gate; he
would have gone by the front door and left
some instructions.

*“ There were five or six men standing in
the mud just off the path near the cottage
last night, and the detectives on guard in
the back street were not found when the
relief came on in the small hours of the
morning. It looks to me very much as if
a gang swooped down on the old boy and
his daughter and carried them off, no doubt
about it.

“ Now the question is who would have
the nerve to pinch the future king of this
grand old nation and the princess royal
and why did they do it? And under the
circumstances what should be the attitude
of Isadore Rottenburg? :

“I've got a good JOb with Nelson and -
I'm getting rich fast, but if he should be
king, he might cut off my head because I
know too much. And he was aiming too
high anyway. riding for a fall, sure to come
a cropper, somebody would bump him off,
some old line fanatical patriot. You can’t
have a king in a country like this,

‘“ Maybe he was grabbed by a gang of
crooks who want to hold up the country for
a ransom of about fifty million dollars. In
that case we shall hear from them soon, and
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we can pay the ransom out of Nelson’s
private fortune. He can stand it. And
perhaps he was dragged out and murdered
by some old-fashioned guys who believe in
the Constitution, in which case the body or
bodies will turn up. And again, he may be
held a prisoner because they are too high-
minded to commit murder. If that’s so we
may be able to round them up, find out
where the prisoners are confined and re-
lease them.

“It’s too much responsibility for me be-
cause if I make any bad break and Nelson
comes back he’ll flay me alive. This looks
to me like a job for Jerrv White, and -the
quicker I get him up here the better.”
© He immediately put in a call for the
head of the White Bureau, who was occu-
pying his New York office while his august
employer was in the city, and found the
great detective entering at the moment.

“ Hell’s broke loose, Jerrv,” he informed

him. * Get up to Nelson's as fast as you
can fly. Tll explain when I see you. All
right.” ‘

He hung up. Then he continued his re-
flections. Suppose Nelson had been perma-
nently removed from the scene of his ac-
tivities. What would happen. His lieuten-
ants in business would have to carry on for
Nelson's heirs. These were cousins and sec-
ond cousins who were not important in busi-
ness or politics and took no interest in big
affairs.

Had Miss Nelson been left behind she
might have operated for her father, held the
fort for him, even functioned as dictator
for a brief period, very brief, of course, for
the politicians would quickly grasp the pow-
er which had been centered in King J. Nel-
son. It would be dangerous to have it
known that he was missing, even for a single
day, therefore the search for him must be
conducted with the greatest secrecy.

In less than a quarter of an hour, he was
joined by Jeremiah White, a short, squat
man with a red face and a small sandy
mustache, whose sharp, grayish-green eyes
.and grimly set mouth alone indicated un-
usual intelligence and great determination.

‘“ Hello, Izzy,” he greeted the press agent.
“ What'’s the trouble with you this morning.
and why sit in the seat of the mighty? Take

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

your feet off that desk or His Nibs will jail
you for lese majesty.”

*“Sit down, you correspondence school
detective. You are responsible for the pro-
tection of the royal palace, aren’t you?”

“ You bet your life.”

“ Well, 'm going to tell you something
to make you wish vou weren’t. Last night
a gang broke in here and carried off Nelson
and his daughter under the nose of your
damn detectives.”

The color rushed from the red face of
the chief detective, leaving it a greenish-
white. He grasped at the edge of the desk,
sank back in his chair: Rottenburg noted
that the man was near to fainting.

* Buck up, Jerry,” he declared. “ We've
got to find the boss and the girl and find
them quick. No time for passing out. How
do you suppose it was done?”

Certain information which had come to
him through police headquarters and which
had seemed hard to explain now made the
plot as clear as daylight to the detective.

“ They entered the garden from the Nel-

_son Building somehow,” he said. “I know
the names of four of the band already, and
"it won’t take long to round them up.”

“ Crooks?>”

“ Not ordinary crooks. One is a Con-
gressman, one a general, and there are a
couple of well-known lawyers.”

“You're not such a bad detective at that.
How the deuce did you find out when I only
just told you what happened.”

‘“ Because the Nelson Building was cap-
tured last night, the employees tied up, the
men T had on guard on East —th Street
taken and hidden in the basement. Head-
quarters thinks it was a plot to rob the
tenants of the office building, but I see now
it was simply to use the building as a base
against this estate.”

“ Great work. Who were concerned in it?”

‘“ Congressman John MacGregor.” ‘

“ Holy Moses! Our next ambassador to
Japan!”

‘ General Bartol, retired.”

‘“ Considered the best strategist in the
A E F”

*“ Gregg Williams and Frank Hopkins,
lawyers.”  * '

“ Don't know them.”
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‘ There are warrants out for all of them.”
*“*Won't do a bit of good. We are up
against it like the deuce if those fellows
pulled off this trick. Jerry, it's a conspir-
_acy to remove the Commander and put an
end to the existing state of things. These
are ¢ Give me liberty or give me death’ boys,
like the old-timers that kicked out King
George. If Bartol engineered it, vou can
bet your life they have Nelson tucked away
in a safe place already, probably got him
out of the country.”

*“ What are you going to do?”

“ Where do vou get that * you '? I don’t
hold the bag for Nelson. For the time be-
ing we cover up his disappearance. He’s
supposed to be sick and his daughter is tak-
ing care of him.”

‘“ But we must give the alarm, watch all
trains and steamers, stop all vachts, make
every airplane give an acount of itself, warn
all foreign governments, send out the entire
police of the country and get the Navy De-
partment to turn over its destrovers and
planes to be used in the search. We must
leave no stone unturned.”

“ Don’t you suppose they expect that?
How long do you imagine he will be dictator
if he isn’t on the job? It’s up to us to cover
up, search quietly without letting a rumor
get out. Meantime, I'm going to send for
six or eight men who run his big industries
for him and hold a conference, and then
I'll jump down to Washington and tip off
the President.”

“ You’re tying my hands,” complained
the detective.

“Can't be helped. I'm sure this is the
way that Nelson would wish it. Now vou
get busy on the strict Q. T. In about an
hour I'm going to get about three billion
dollars’ worth of capitalists in here and give
them the scare of their lives.”

“ 1 haven’t questioned my own operatives
yet. We had a man concealed at a confer-
ence between Bartols and MacGregor and
his gang. They captured him and hid him
in Bartol’s wine cellar, just let him out this
morning and I was going to talk to him
when you called me. I had an operator
on MacGregor’s trail. He followed his man
to the Nelson Building yesterday and they
nabbed him there.”
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A fine lot of detectives!” scoffed Rot-
tenburg. “ What the old boy will do to
vou if he ever comes back! He forgives
everything but failure.”

CHAPTER XXIV.
THREE BILLIONS’ WORTH OF CAPITALISTS,

T two thirty that afternoon a memor-
able conference occurred in the big
office .of King J. Nelson.

Eight great executives of the Nelson com-
bination had been summoned to meet the
chief at his residence, and had dropped ev-
erything, cancelled their important appoint-
ments and hastened to obey the summons.

They were greeted cordially by Isadore
Rottenburg upon their arrival. Even in
1934, the big men of business affected to
despise publicity and to look down upon its
most celebrated exponent, and it was obvi-
ous that they resented his officiousness.

The group consisted of Morton Q. Blunt,
who operated the railroad trust, Herman
Black, Mines, I'rank H. Worth, oil, Jonas
Quigg, motors, Bertram Malone, shipping,
John Beaugard. cotton, Lucius Thomas, the
nation's granaries, and Herbert Lossing,
the secret banking consolidation: men rang-
ing in age from fifty to seventy, hard men
and sharp, highly intelligent, relentless,
forceful, aggressive, resourceful.

Nobody except Nelson could possibly
have driven such a band of wild horses,
but these men knew their master. By this
time it was no secret to them that he con-
trolled the entire group which represented
American industry. One or two absentees,
textiles, meat packing, etc. had their head-
quarters elsewhere and could not be reached
in time,

*“ Where’s Mr. Nelson?” demanded Blunt
of Rottenburg. *‘What's the meaning of
this conference?”

Rottenburg walked boldly to the chief’s
desk and sat down amid utter disapproval.

The press agent was only a millionaire,
the poorest man in the group, but his as-
surance was equal to his task. i

“1 called this conference,” he said.
“There’s the devil to pay. It’s up to us
fellows to decide what to do. A gang of
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patriots have kidnaped Nelson and his
daughter, broke in last night and by this
time have probably got them out of the
country. Maybe they’ll murder him, may-
be just keep him prisoner. What do vou
think of that?”

There was a hubbub. Everybody was ex-
claiming, demanding details, expressing hor-
ror, indignation, asking what had been done.

“ Nothing’s been done except to cover
up, set White quietly on the trail, forbid
publicity. Have you gentlemen ever been
given instructions what to do in this kind
of emergency?”

There was a moment’s silence. Nelson
had never taken any of his subordinates
into his confidence, had made no arrange-
ments for any individual to take charge of
his property; in fact, had concealed from
all the full extent of his control of every-
thing. His dictatorship had made it pos-
sible for him to exact implicit obedience
from the most powerful of his lieutenants
even when they were disaffected as Herman
Black, the mining man, had been since his
public humiliation.

“ It seemed to me,” continued Rotten-
burg, taking advantage of his opportunity,
‘“ that we should form an executive council
to manage things during his absence, which
can’t be for very long. How about it?”

The suggestion was well received. Each
of them was well equipped to conduct his
own department for weeks, even months
without orders, and a general council could
handle unexpected developments affecting
them all. ‘

“ Tt seems to me,” said Herman Black,
‘“ that these gentlemen present might well
adopt the suggestion. However, a press
agent has no place in this council. Mr.
Rottenburg, you will take your orders from
us, but you can have no voice in our de-
liberations.”

“Is that so?” said Rottenburg satirical-
ly. “ Well, let me tell you fellows that the
publicity department is the most important
of all at the present time. How I handle
the press makes or breaks vou. We are all
a lot of hired men together, don’t forget it,
and the only one with any real authority
is absent: this is an unofficial council, we
have no real right to decide anything, and
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1 propose to have a voice in everything that
is decided.”

“ I think Mr. Rottenburg is right,” an-
nounced Morton Blunt. * He has managed
this situation admirably, he has great abili-
ty and can be tremendously useful in the
emergency. And I am sure I speak for all
of us when I say that no executive here
would think of turning this unfortunate af-
fair to his own advantage. Am I right,
gentlemen?”

“ Certainly.”

“ Oh, sure.”

“ The idea!™

“ We are all loyal to Nelson.”

The replies came in chorus, but several of
the big men did not sound enthusiastic, and
they eyed one another uncertainly.

“ Now, first question. Shall we admit the
disappearance of Nelson or try to keep it
dark?™”

‘“ Keep it dark,” they said, unanimously.

“ The government must know, of course,”
said Blunt. “TI’ll go to Washington, and
see the President at once.”

“1T was planning on going myself,” said
Rottenburg.

“You had better take up your head-
quarters in this house and see that no rumor
gets out.” advised Blunt.

* How about Nelson’s private secretary
in Washington?”

“T’ll take care of him,” said Blunt,

The conference broke up and the group
of .great men returned to their offices in the
mood of schoolboys whose teacher has given
them an unexpected holiday.

There was no love for their leader among
them. He had ruled them with a rod of
iron, they obeyed from necessity rather
rather than from inclination, and among
them there was not one who was not won-
dering how he could turn the situation to
his own profit. Rottenburg, who could not
have succeeded if he had not understood
human nature, watched them depart with a
satirical smile. .

“ They’ll be at one another’s throats in
a week if the boss doesn’t come back. I
guess I'll turn my holdings into government
and municipal bonds.”

And this is the explanation of the failure
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built like house blinds, so that a current of
air from the windows of the rooms might
find free passage, descended the broad
staircase, and heard the clink of glass and
crockery at the rear, which conducted her
to the dining room where the general and
his son, Downing, and MacGregor were
sitting at breakfast. The men pushed back
their chairs and rose. The general was
spokesman.

‘“ Miss Nelson, this is the first opportu-
nity we have had to thank you for your
splendid behavior in this sad affair. With-
out your aid I am afraid our efforts would
have come to naught. On behalf of my
friends, I wish to thank vou for your patrio-
tism and to assure you that your father is
in no personal danger from any here.”

“ Thank you, general,”” she replied. *‘1I
am in a very dreadful pasition. I have been
disloval to my father hecause I believe that
I am acting for his own best interest; but I
am heartbroken that I should be in the
situation of having joined in a conspiracy
against him. Only the assurance of John
MacGregor that he would be absolutely
safe among you persuaded me, and I was
alarmed by vour threats on the yacht.”

“ They were for effect only,” he assured
her. “ He shall have every consideration
—the best treatment possible. He is not
to consider himself a prisoner on this island.
We shall not intrude upon him any more
than is necessary. Of course, it is our busi-
ness to see that he does not leave the
island, but nature will guard him better
than we. There is no way of escape.”

“May I have some breakfast?” she
asked with a smile. ** You have relieved
my mind, general. - You sounded very
bloodthirsty on the ship.”

1 have seen too much bloodshed to be
bloodthirsty. It is to save deluging our
country in blood that we have performed
this deed. But I wish you to believe that
we do not consider your father responsible
for his actions in the past few months. We
think that he is suffering from a curable
malady. Rest and time will bring him to
our point of view.”

“ How long do you think we shall have
te remain on the island?” she inquired.

“ Perhaps a month or two, perhaps

7
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longer, depending upon events in the
United States. We believe that a month
or six weeks will restore normal conditions
there so that when he goes home he will
find no opportunity to resume the dicta-
torship. In the meantime make the best of
it. Why don’t you young people go bath-
ing? I understand the beach in the cove is
safe; the reef keeps out the big fish.”

I have no bathing suit,” she demurred.

“In the closet of your room, Miss Nel-
son, you will find three or four ladies’
bathing suiys,” said Downing. ** Help vour-
self.”

Sydney was not loath to follow the sug-
gestion. Already the temperature was as
high as a July day in New York, and
there was considerable humidity in the air.

“TI'll try to find one which fits me,”
she said. ** Just give me a cup of coffee
and some grapefruit. Coming, John?”

“ You bet,” answered the Congressman.

*“Mind if I join you?” asked George
Bartol rather shyly.

She looked on the handsome boy with
favor.

*“ Why not? The more the merrier.”

In half an hour the bathing party left
the house, Sydney in a red one-piece bath-
ing suit which might have been designed
for her, so perfectly did it fit and so ex-
quisitely did it temper her gold red hair
and display her perfect form. She wore
no shoes and stockings, and her limbs and
shoulders gleamed like snow in the sun-
light. John was a fine figure in a bathing
suit, and Bartol was a young Adonis.

Laughing gayly, the three ran across the
lawn toward the water, while King Nelson
looked down upon them from his window
and marveled at the spirit in which his
daughter was accepting her captivity.

Sydney exclaimed with delight when her
bare feet touched the beach, which was a
crescent about a quarter of a mile long, of
sand so fine that it reminded her of talcum
powder. The water near the shore was a
pale green and so transparent that it might
have been colored glass. It was warm, too,
more than seventy-five degrees.

They dashed in without preliminary
shrieks and shivers and soon were swim-
ming swiftly a hundred and fifty feet from



THE GREAT COMMANDER.

shore, splashing one another, chattering,
laughing, reveling in the clear salt fluid
which stimulated both their minds and
bodies.

The colored man whom Sydney had scen
when she first looked out of her window,
fishing out ir the bay, was rowing slowly
in, and they made for the boat. John
lifted himself over the stern, George
dragged himself over the side, almost up-
setting the craft despite the protests of the
darky, then they pulled Sydney in, giggling.

The bottom of the boat contained a doz-
en strange fish. Instead of the gray and
silver of northern seafood, these were as
brilliant as the ocean in which they had
lived, blue and gold, yellow and red, purple
and brown—some of them fantastic in
shape.

There were two or three angel fish amung
them, so called because they were shaped
somewhat like an angel, with outspread
wings. Some were incredibly ugly, some
beautiful.

“Surely you don’t eat these lovely
things?” she asked the boatman.

“ Yes, meledy,” replied the negro, whose
accent was weirdly cockney rather than like
that of a Southern darky. ‘I catched these
for your dinner, so I did.”

“T’ll never eat them. It's a crime!” the
girl exclaimed.

At that moment a long-tailed creature,
which still breathed, suddenly snapped at
her bare white toes, which she pulled away
just in time.

“ Oh!” she shrieked.
He’s bad.”

The men laughed heartily.

“ Who’s for a dive?” demanded John.
Without waiting for an answer, he dived
over the side, and they saw him striking
out toward the bottom as clearly as though
they were looking through a pane of glass
instead of into the ocean.

He touched bottom, turned, and began
to swim for the surface. The bottom did
not look three or four feet away; actually
it was twelve feet or more.

Syvdney plunged next, and George fol-
lowed. Then the three turned and swam
slowly shoreward. Afterward they lay on
the sand for kalf an hour until Sydney re-

“T'Il eat that one.
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membered that with her complexion she
might sunburn badly.

* See you boys soon,” she told them, and
ran to the house. In five minutes she was
lolling in the fresh water of her bathtub in
a mood of complete content. After a rub
down she dressed leisurely, filled with a
sense of well being such as she had not
known for a long time. Surely if she could
persuade her father to join the bathing
parties he would come to understand the
joy of life and lay aside his ambition.

She found Nelson seated at a writing
desk, covering sheets of paper with notes.
He greeted her coldly.

* T suppose it is too much to expect that
vou would take this captivity as T do,” he
said. "I saw you fraternizing with your
jailers.”

“1TIt was only John and the Bartol kid.
He’s a joy,” she said. “ Oh, father, it's
marvelous, the ocean down here. Won't
you come for a swim this afternoon?”

*“ How far do you think it is to the island
I see from my window?” he asked, irrele-
vantly, it seemed.

‘“ Five or six miles. Why?"

“T suppose that negro into whose boat
you climbed is a house servant?”

“Yes. You ought to see the beautiful
fish he caught—all green and gold and red
and blue.”

“If we could get him to take a message
to the mainland, I would pay any price.
Will you talk to him, Sydney>”

It was time for a show-down, so the girl
considered.

*“ Fatker,” she said. “ I am not going to
join in any plot to escape. These men are
doing you a tremendous service. I am sure
you will come to realize that what you were
doing at home wasn't worth the effort and
will settle down to enjoy life here.”

“ So,” he said coldly, ** my daughter has
gone over to the enemy.”

“Oh, no!”

“1 have been considering the events
leading up to our capture. It’s a dreacful
thing to say, but T am wondering if you
had any advance information in regard to
it. You are in love with this man Mac-
Gregor. Since time immemorial daughters
have betrayed their parents for lovers.
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had all abandoned their homes and their
affairs, risked their lives, dared disgrace and
dire punishment from the same stern sense
of duty which drew Cincinnatus from his
plow, Washington from his plantation, and
Grant from his grocery store.

If another than himself had overturned
the cherished institutions of America, he
might have been one of the band, so he
bore them no personal malice. His anzer
burned only against the man whom he be-
lieved had induced his own daughter to turn
her back on her father.

While he was determined to circumvent
them, and his disposition to make them
pay for their audacity was as strong as
ever, he could not hold himself aloof in that
pleasant land. He had to express himself,
and he talked for his own satisfaction, with
no anticipation of converting the general to
his views.

He could never have achieved his com-
mercial success without extraordinary pow-
ers of persuasion. He had a way of making
sophistry convincing, and upon the subject
of the weaknesses of democracy he was
armed with powerful arguments. The
general was no match for him in dis-
cussion; Nelson drove him from pillar to
post. The failure of democracies matched
against despotisms from the earliest times
to the present had to be admitted, but the
old soldier always stuck to his guns.

“ No matter how bad, how corrupt, how
incompetent, how ungrateful a republic
may be, it is better for the people to gov-
ern themselves stupidly than to submit to
a despot as wise as Solomon.”

And secretly Nelson agreed with him,
only he happened to be the despot, and he
loved supreme power.

Nobody knew better than himself how
selfish and heartless his ambition was. He
was fully aware that his plans would cause
multitudes to die of the sword and of fam-
ine, but he wanted immortality, and he felt
that his name would go ringing down the
ages along with other great if execrated
conquerors. He considered the prize worth
the price.

So he would have slain his guardians
without a qualm if it had been possihle.
As it was not, he indulged himself in an
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argument with the old man who was, by
common consent, their leader. And always
he was waiting his opportunity and chafing
lest delay would cause his kingdom to slip
away from him.

A week passed, and two weeks. Nelson
wandered about the island at will, study-
ing it, examining it, cursing it, for there
seemed no opportunity of escape.

Downing kept a thirty-foot power boat
which he used to_.convey supplies from
Nassau, a hundred miles away. He had
made one trip already and brought back
newspapers, provisions, and groceries. He
had cut a little channel from the cove into
a pond, and upon the bank of the pond
constructed a metal boathouse in which the
power vessel was kept.

The door of the boathouse was bolted
and padlocked, and there was a steel gate
which cut off the exit from the pond. Nel-
son had determined to get possession of the
power boat as soon as he discovered it in
its nest, but as vet had been unable to
contrive a way to do it. Once in Nassau
he would announce his identity, and he
knew that all the resources of the colony
would be placed at his disposal.

The newspapers were dated three days
after the capture of the Commander, and
thev explained to the captors why there
had been no pursuit. Paragraphs on the
front page announced that Mr. Nelson was
confined to his house in New York with a
slight cold: that he was being attended by
his daughter and his physician, Admiral
Gray.

There was no alarm, apparently no pub-
lic unrest: things were proceeding as usual
throughout the country, The stock market
was steady, the ship of state was sailing on
a true course.

They kept the papers away from the
prisoner, and they consulted together about
the unexpected course of events.

“1If they can keep up this fiction of ill-
ness,” said MacGregor, “ they have de-
feated our purpose. Should Nelson return
to-morrow he would simply resume con-
trol.”

‘“ But how can they keep it up, my boy?”
asked the general. “ A few days, possibly
a week, but after that the people become
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uneasy. They ask how sick Nelson is,
whether he is dying or already dead.

“It will be necessary to produce him.
At the end of a month things will have to be
decided, important political and business
decisions, and somebody else must make
them. A month’s illness is a very serious
one, two months' confinement to the house
means that it is likely to be fatal. We
never expected that a week’s absence would
do the trick. Perhaps we shall have to hold
him a year. All right, we’ll hold him as
long as it is necessary.”

“Is it possible they are not searching for
him?” asked Downing with a frown.

“Of course, they are using every means
in their power, but secretly.” said Bartol.
“ They can't keep the secret forever, and
Professor Strong will give it away very
soon. You can bank on him.”

“If he doesn’t we shall.” declared the
owner of Candida. * I'm going to send for
the materials and construct a huge broad-
casting station. Then we'll burst in on
their entertainment programs with the facts,
something like this:

“¢King J. Nelson is not ill at his house.
He was taken prisoner as a traitor to his
country, and will never be allowed to re-
turn. He planned a war with Japan for the
purpose of making himself king, and a com-
mittee of patriotic American citizens re-
moved him because he was a madman!’
How’s that?”

The general reflected for a moment.
“Send for the outfit. We can erect it on
tthe other side of the island, and keep Nel-
son under cover until it is completed. I
don’t know whether it will be the thing to
do or not, but ‘we shall be prepared. He
controls the press, but he can’t stop any-
body who has a powerful broadcasting sta-
tion from intruding on his own Radio Trust
wave lengths.”

“ On the other hand,” admonished John,
“ the men who erect the station return to
America. We broadcast this statement. At
once a search is made for such a powerful
station, and these workmen say: -

“¢<Why, we have just built a station
which could send this message in Candida
‘Island, in the Bahamas.’ I don’t suppose
you want to murder the workmen after
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they have completed their work, as Oriental
despots were wont to do.”

There was general laughter.

“T am afraid vou have scuttled that
plan.” smiled General Bartol. ** It would
reveal our hiding place without a doubt.
We must depend upon our friends in New
York to expose the illness varn. I have
confidence in their ability to do it. How
often do mails arrive at Nassau? Daily?”

“1 found that there was a quarantine
cn against Florida ports,” Downing in-
formed him, “and at present their only
mail is weekly. It comes down on the
weekly steamer from New York.”

“ That's exasperating. Then we shall
have to wait another week for any further
information,” grumbled the old man.

One day a beautiful white schooner yacht
was sighted off the island, causing Nelson,
who was prowling about half a mile from
the house, to grow hopeful, and he hastened
toward the cove in the hope of communi-
cating with her before his guardians pre«
vented such a thing, but the yacht never
entered the little harbor.

Downing, in his launch, ran out to her,
and informed her skipper, who was pointing
toward the entrance, that the island was
private property and no visitors were de-
sired. She immediately swung about and
faded into the distance, much to Nelson’s
<chagrin.

TFor what happened a few nights later the
conspirators had only themselves to blame,
but they consisted of a general, a retired
ship owner, a lawver, a clergvman, a Con-
gressman, an aviator, and a young banker,
George Bartol; not a policeman among
them.

Being gentlemen, they disliked spying
upon the slightest motion of the prisoner,
Being confident that he could not escape
from the island, they grew to keep lax
watch, and the corruption of the black ser-
vant was effected under their noses.

Nelson paid him five hundred dollars
in greenbacks to steal a revolver from the
gun room, and the Negro accepted the
bribe, secured the weapon and a supply of
ammunition, and passed them on to the
Commander. They had searched him the
first night when he was unconscious. It
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can hear the noise for a mile in a place like
this, We’ll run him down in the launch.
Don’t worry, Sydney; I am sure John is
not badly hurt.”

Tenderly they lifted MacGregor, who
suppressed his groans lest they distress the
girl. They laid him in his bed while the
general busied himself with Downing’s first
aid kit, and Sydney hovered about with hot
water and bandages. '

Downing, with one man, had hastened to
the boathouse and got out the launch. If
Nelson were still on the island they could
capture him in daylight. If he had found
a boat and had put to sea it was essential
to locate him immediately.

It was the work of ten minutes to open
the gate, start the engine, and run out into
the harbor. The launch was fast, and could
circumnavigate the island in twenty min-
utes. The moon was full, and objects could
be seen at considerable distance

As it happened, they saw Nelson before
thev heard the rowlocks. He was about half
a mile off shore and bending to his oars like
a Trojan. When he heard the launch he
stopped rowing, drew his pistol, and waited
for it. A bullet whistled past Downing’s
head at the wheel.

“Go back!” yelled the Commander.
“ Go back if you don’t want to be shot.
I'm a desperate man.”

He had the pursuers at a great disadvan-
tage because he had no objections to killing
them, while they did not wish to harm him.

Downing and Foster, who was with him,
drew their heads below the gunwale. The
launch was steel, and proof against pistol
bullets.

“ Good heavens! What shall we do?”
demanded the clergyman.

A couple of bullets whanged against the
side of the launch.

“T know,” whispered Downing. ““I'm
going to ram the boat at the bow. When
it sinks we’ll pull him out of the,water.”

Keeping his head as low as possible he
grasped the wheel and headed the launch
at full speed for the boat. XNelson stood
up brandishing his weapon. With a crash
the sharp steel bow struck the wooden skitf
about two feet from its bow, cutting it off
as though with a great knife.

8A
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It sank immediately. Downing circled
round, shut off the engine, and slid close
to the Commander, who was swimming.
Foster stood up with the boat hook. Nel-
son pointed his pistol full at his face and
pulled the trigger, but the weapon was wet
and did not discharge. The minister deftly
caught the boat hook in his coat collar, and
both men dragged the fugitive into the
launch, where he sat dripping and cursing.

Thus ended the mad enterprise of the
greatest man in the world. Fearing lest he
attempt to capture the launch, Foster kept
bhim covered with his revolver until they
were again in the boat pond. There they
found the other members of the company
awaiting them, and they escorted the Com-
mander back to his bed.

“1 am sorry I had to shoot MacGregor.
I hope I did not kill him,” Nelson was
gracious enough to say as they left him at
his door.

“It’s a slight wound. The bullet en-
tered on the left side just under the collar-
bone, and passed completely through and
out. He’ll be all right in a week. That
was a crazy undertaking, Mr. Nelson.”

“You don’t suppose I would permit my-
self to be held by a lot of amateur kidnap-
ers without making an effort to get away,”
he growled. '

“We shall try to be more professional
in the future,” replied the general gravely.
Sydney burst through the throng and faced
her father. I

“ Father,” she said reproachfully, ‘“ you
shot John. You knew I loved him-and you
tried to kill him. Oh, how could you? Oh,
father!”

He attempted to embrace her, and she
drew away with a gesture of repulsion.
The man’s face worked with emotion.

“I'm sorry, Svdney,” he muttered. I
suppose T must have been mad. I thought
I saw a chance to escape, and he blocked
my path. I'm sorry.” !

“If he dies I'll never forgive you.”

““He won’t die,” said the great man
piteously. *‘ They tell me it’s nothing. I
don’t want him to die. Listen, Sydney, if
I get out of this I'll withdraw my objec-
tions; I'll let you marry him, Give up my
plans for you.”
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“T'Il marry him anyway,” she retorted.
“T’lt try to forgive vou, father.”

She turned away, eager to get back to
her lover. Nelson smiled sadly and said to
the general:

* Parents don't stand much chance
against a lover. Thanks for vour consid-
eration, gentlemen. If conditions were re-
versed T suppose I should have done as vou
have done. Good night.”

However, there was a guard that night
in the hall and another beneath his win-
dow. He might tryv to escape once more.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
JERRY WHITE ON THE JOB.

OHN suffered considerably from his
J wound that night, but by morning was
resting easily while Sydney sat by his
“bed, haggard-eved, trembling of lip, ready
to dissolve into tears when he looked up
at her adoringly.

Since her surrender in the Nelson gar-
den she had changed from a confident, self-
_reliant, headstrong and buoyant girl to a
tender. dependent woman.

She had suffered greatly. It had torn
her heart to turn against her father and
aid in his capture; she had hated the hypoc-
risv which had persuaded her to pretend,
for a time, that she was also a reluctant
captive: she had accepted it as her due,
but winced none the less, when the stern
parent had accused her of syvmpathizing
with his enemies and refused her ministra-
tions. This last stroke, the shooting of her
lover by her father, had been overpowering:;
even his repentance, his impulsive consent
to her eventual marriage had not consoled
her much. She was sure he would withdraw
it for reasons of state if he ever got back
his supremacy.

In the morning she implored the general
to send to Nassau for a physician, in fact,
demanded it, careless of what result it
might have upon their plans. It was John
who vetoed that.

“It’s not a serious wound. I received
immediate attention, and the general knows
what to do in such a case. I will not havea
doctor brought here.” ...
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“ Then put him in the launch, general,
and let me take him to Nassau.”

“No, dear,” said John. ¢ They know
that I am mixed up in the disappearance of
vour father. My presence there would
make it evident that he was hidden not
far from Nassau. Please don't worry, I feel
much better this morning.”

“ Not a sign of inflammation. no bullet
to extract, nothing to worry about, Miss
Nelson,” the general assured her. “ He will
be on his feet in two weeks.”

The girl still protested, but less vehe-
mently, and presently consented to be led
to her room, for she was half dead from
shock and loss of sleep. And the normal
routine at Candida resumed.

Three days later Downing and the Rev.
Mr. Foster started for Nassau in the launch
for fresh supplies and newspapers. They de-
parted shortly after noon, would spend the
night on the boat in Nassau Harbor, and
return next morning, which left five men in
charge of the prisoner, including John, who
was flat on his back.

The other four arranged an eight-hour
shift. even the general standing watch.
Nelson had sulked for several days, refused
to leave his room, occupied his time by writ-
ing in his journal. planning, plotting, build-
ing schemes, one after another to he dis-
carded as abortive.

From midnight to eight in the morning,
George Bartol and Frank Hopkins were on
guard, George in the garden below the
Commander’s window, Hopkins in the up-
per hall outside Nelson’s door. Sydney
was sitting beside John, who was not sleep-
ing. although his wound was healing rapid-
lv. They conversed in whispers.

George was sitting in a deck chair on
the lawn looking toward the harbor about
one in the morning. He was wide awake,
watchful. but he did not have eyes in the
back of his head. There was no moon that
night and the stars, though bright, did not
shed much light upon the island.

Around the side of the house, from the
rear, came stealing a file of men, four, six,
eight, twelve, sixteen. One of them stum-
bled and uttered a smothered exclamation,
but George overheard, turned like a flash
and attempted to draw his gun.
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three conspirators, and the supporters of a
lost cause went disconsolately to their
staterooms. About nine next morning the
Juno was off Nassau and sighted the Can-
dida launch which had rounded Hog Is-
land and headed eastward. The vacht in-
tercepted her and, through a megaphone.
Jerry White shouted:

“ The jig is up, Downing. We’ve got the
Commander and all vour gang. Come on
board or we’ll blow vou out of the water.”

“So that’s that,” commented Downing.
¢ Throw the newspapers overboard.” Fos-
ter dumped the heavy bundle, which sank
immediately. Then they ran the launch
under the ladder put over the side by the
captain of the vacht. As soon as the pair
were on board they hoisted in the launch
and White said to the skipper:

“New York, as fast as vou can get
there!™

Without ceremony Downing and Foster
were locked up in separate staterooms.
Nelson had breakfasted leisurely in his
cabin. and when be had finished sent for
his Secret Service chief. ‘

¢ Sit down, Jerrv. Have a cigar.
are things at home?”

¢« All right, I guess.”

“Send a wireless to the President right
away that I am returning.”

“Well, I don’t know, chief. You are
supposed to be in New York, sick at your
house. Nobody knows vou were captured.
Do you want to blow the gaff>”

“ No,” he said thoughtfully. “ That was
a wise move. Now tell how you discovered
me.”

“It was like this,” said Jerry as he
crossed his legs and puffed contentedly on
the cigar. “ Rottenburg found out you had
been spirited away. Instead of giving an
alarm he sent for your big bosses and they
held a conference. They decided to pretend
you were on the job and carry on for you.

“ Meanwhile they put me to work to
find out where you had been taken and to
get you back. Of course we knew right
away that MacGregor and Williams were
mixed up in it. They operated from Wil-
liams’s office in the Nelson Building.

“ They had a conference at Gregg’s
apartment the night before, and one of my

How
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men was hiding in a closet. They caught
him and hid him in the wine cellar of
General Bartol’s house. That incriminated
him and his son. Then I tried to find out
what prominent men with whom these fel-
lows were chummy had disappeared, and I
found out that this minister had gone and
Downing had started south the day of the
kidnaping.

“ This took some days, you know. It
did us no good to know who was in the
plot because they had all gone off with vou.
Find you and I'd get them.

It was up to me to find out where
they had taken vou and I investigated them
all.  Downing, it seemed, had a summer
home somewhere in the Bahamas, and that
looked like a good bet, all we had to go
on. Of course I wasn’t sure that he was in
the plot at all, but none of the others
seemed to give me an opening.

“1 took wvour vacht, forged an order
from you to the.captain, took on board
sixteen of my nerviest operatives and we
sailed down to Nassau. Took me a couple
of days to find out he didn’t own a place
there. Then I got the government people
to look him up, but Saturday was a holi-
day and the next day was Sunday, so I lost
two days that way. And, would you be-
lieve it, it took them three days to find
out what island Downing owned?> Tt
seems that some lazy clerk had never en-
tered the transfer from the last island own-
er, and they gave me the wrong latitude
and I landed on four other islands before
I found out that this was the one.”

“ But how would you have accounted for
vour raid if you found that Downing was
alone and T was not his prisoner?”

‘“We’d have pretended to be bootleggers.
It didn’t worry me, and there’s no law down
here, anyway.

“1 had a map of the island and I knew
if we entered the harbor they’'d spot us and
hide you, perhaps. So we waited until mid-
night and then lay off the far side of the
place while T landed my men and crept
up to the rear of the house. We found
one guard below and surprised him, and
you know the rest.”

‘“ Jerry,” exclaimed Nelson, ¢ you are a
great detective and a fine executive and you






278

lations of the butler, he headed for his
room, followed by Sydney, whose eyes were
veiled with resentment. To her this was
not home. The house on the island had
been the happiest home she had ever known.

“Shall T wake Mr. Rottenburg, sir?”
asked the butler.

“Yes. Tell him to get a taxi and come
here at once.”

“1 don’t have to do that, sir.
here.”

“1In this house> Why?”

“71 don’t know, sir. He just moved in.
He has been living here since you—ahem—
since you went away.”

“T’ll be damned! Fetch him right away.
Talk about gall. Did vou hear that, Syd-
ney?> This fellow, Rottenburg, coolly takes
up residence in my house. Hanged if I
don’t send him a bill!”

Sydney said nothing, but glided away to
her own room, where her maid fell on her

“neck. Nelson paced his chamber impatient-
ly for two or three minutes, then saw the
door open and the publicity man appeared
in the entrance.

“Well, welcome to our city.,” breczed
Isador. “ This is a surprise!”

There was an air of impudence about
him which annoved the Commander, and he
had had the audacity to enter the presence
without dressing. He wore a brilliant col-
ored silk dressing gown, and his hair was
rumpled.

“Why are you living in my house?”

“1 moved in to watch. You know we
had a plot to keep vour disappearance dark.
You were supposed to be sick. I was sta-
tioned here to handle persistent visitors.”

“1 see. That was well conceived. But

I'm back and on the job. You leave in the
morning.”

“Tickled to death,” retorted Rotten-

He is

burg. “I'm glad it’s not my house. Too
damp. I'm delighted that those fellows
didn’t murder you. How did you get
away?”

“ I'll ask the questions, please. Is every-
thing all right?”

“ Depends on what you call all right.”

“Look here, Rottenburg,” said Nelson,
sternly. “ T don’t like your manner. What
in hell do you mean?”

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

“T'll try to change my manner.
be hard, but persistence will win.”

“You are talking to the Commander,
sir.”

“The ex-Commander.”

Rottenburg enjoved the astonishment
and consternation of his emplover. Nel-
son’s eyes bulged, his lips moved, his hands
opened and shut.

*“ Perhaps you, will explain,” he said,
rather mildly.

**In view of the continued illness of our
illustrious King J. Nelson, and the reéstab-
lishment of stability and prosperity in the
nation at large. we have decided to accept
his resignation, :0 often tendered, from the
post of National Commander, with grati-
tude for great services and in the firn hope
that never again will it be necessary to
call in a private citizen to administer the
government.’ Quotation from message to
Congress of President Cushing.”

“ He wouldn't dare.”

“ Upon receipt of which Congress, by a
great majority, passed an act abolishing the
office, which was signed yesterday by the
President. That's what vou get for leaving
the country in the lurch for three weeks.”

A cold sweat broke out upon the fore-
head of the Commander. He recognized
the symptoms of a faint and fell heavily
into a chair.

Rottenburg dropped his disagreeable,
mocking manner and approached him.

“ Honest, boss, I did all I could for vou,
but three weeks was too long to keep up
the bluff. They got on to it.”

“ I’ll soon bring those dogs to heel. I'll
show them who runs this country.”

“You can’t do a thing, Mr. Nelson.
You've heen frozen out,” the press agent
told him.

“1 can’t do a thing!” repeated Nelson,
scornfully. *“In forty-eight hours I'll have
them screaming for help.”

“You don’t know the half of it yet,
boss,” said Rottenburg, taking possession
of a chair and drawing it close. ¢ When
you went away you controlled all the in-
dustries of this country.”

“1 did and T do.”

“ You did and you don't.”

“ Do you mean—"

It may
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“You were cracking the whip over a lot
of tigers, but you turned your back. You
had the nation’s business tied up in a
bundle, but it was tied with thread and they
broke the thread.”

“ Omit figures of speech, please, and tell
me what happened.”

“ Mind if I smoke? Thanks. I called
in all your big boys the day vou disap-
peared. They agreed to cover up, carry on
and play the game. I thought they would
be on the level, but they were a lot of
crooks.

* It was all right for a week. Then Pro-
fessor Strong, who was in with the kid-
napers, went to Herman Black and told
him what had happened. He said you had
been taken out of the country and would be
kept out for a vear. 1If vou tried to escape
you would be killed.

‘That was enough for Black, who was
still sore on you for threatening to shoot
him for obeying your own orders about the
coal strike. He tipped off some of the
others and they started bearing the stocks
you held on margin. They got at vour
books, found out just where you stood.
Your bankers and brokers didn’t know what
to do. Lossing was in the gang, wouldn’t
support the market, and they sold you out
to protect themselves.

“ There was a panic on the market last
week and when it was all over Black came
up in control of the mines, Blunt had the
railroads and various combinations had
most of your other enterprises.”

“ I suppose you profited with the other
traitors,” said Nelson bitterly.

“No, sir. I stuck to vou. I didn't make
a dollar, but I did buy up a couple of news-
papers that were going cheap when the
combination busted.”

" “ Thanks for so much.”

“ Having stolen your property, the next
thing that worried the boys was that you
might come back and, as Commander, con-
fiscate it all and line them up against the
wall to be shot.”

“ A fate they richly deserved.”

“ Oh, sure. So they brought pressure to
bear on the President, gave orders to all
your Congressmen, and they just neatly
oozed you out of the job of Commander
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so you couldn’t occupy it again. ‘i!ou see,
it was a swell job, but you had to work at
it all the time.”

“I see. 1 am no longer Commander‘
My great combination has been dissolved,
and they have stolen about half my
fortune.”

“You still got enough to have a crood
time on and, honestly, you’re lucky. You
were going to get a bullet in you from some
patriotic bug as sure as fate. Now you are
the noblest citizen the republic ever had.

“You saved them all, fixed up every-
thing nice, and resigned just as you always
said you would do. You become the first
citizen. Washington was the father of his
country, you can be the mother if you like,
but the king business is ¢ blah,’ gone into the
ash can. Nobody ever knew about it but
you and me, and neither of us will tell.”

Nelson smiled feebly. “I am really
much obliged to you, Rottenburg. I think,
at that, you were probably my most loyal
supporter and you enjoved my fullest con-
fidence. I wish you good night. Come to
see me in the morning.”

The fallen giant dxsmxssed the valet who
intruded. He undressed himself, crept be-
tween the sheets and contemplated ~ the
wreck of his ambition. He might achieve
it again, but it meant a long bitter fight
with his former associates to win back the
control they had stolen from him.

He could then throw the country into a
situation like that which had brought him
to the Commandership, build slowly, per-
haps in ten years reach the point from
which he had been toppled by the general
and his band.

Was it worth it?> He did not think it
was, He was tired, he was shocked at the
ingratitude of men he had made, Black,
Blunt, Cushing, Lossing, the whole crowd.
Presently he fell into a deep sleep.

When Nelson woke up in the morning,
his first thought was that the revelations of
Rottenburg had been part of his sleep, a
bad dream. But a glance at the financial
pages of the newspapers told his experi-
enced eye that it was true enough. He
turned to the editorial page of the Planet
and read in the leading article his obituary
as a monarch.

COMMANDER.
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It was couched in the most compliment-
ary terms, it praised his rare judgment, his
firmness, his public-spiritedness and his no-
bility.

Few men in the proud position of King J.

Nelson would not have tried to take advan-
tage of it, to perpetuate it. From such a
post men have stepped into kingship in the
past. But Nelson is a grcat and patriotic
" American, a lover of our institutions, prob-
ably the fincst citizen of our republic, for he
voluntarily laid down his scepter, stepped out
of his mighty scat into the ranks of private
citizens, just as he has always said he in-
tended to do. leaving as his monument a
restored and reinvigorated nation, again a
free republic.

He asked nothing from the people he has
saved, but he has their love and gratitude.
And history will not forget him.

Ie will be a model to gencrations to come,

He smiled grimly as he read the editorial
in a paper which he no longer controlled,
perhaps written by an editor with his
tongue in his cheek, but an editorial which
would be believed by the people who read it.

And suppose that were the estimate of the
nation, suppose he did go down in history
as a noble, self-sacrificing, patriotic Ameri-
cafl, a lover of Democracy, one who had
turned away like Casar and Washington
from the proffer of a crown.

It would depend upon his attitude from
this minute on. . This man had never before
lost a battle, but he had the makings of a
good loser. On impulse he seated himself at
his desk and penned the following note to
the President of the United States:

Dear PReESIDENT CUSHING:

I am deeply grateful for the splendid trib-
ute paid me in accepting my resignation from
the Commandership, a post which was only
justified by an intolerable situation. now hap-
pily passed away. I have recovered from my
illness, but I could not again bear the weight
of such great responsibility as was mine dur-
ing the past eight or nine months. My ad-
monition to you and to Congress and to my
countrvmen is to so revise and amend the
Constitution that such crises as that through
which we recently passed can be firmly met
by the legally elected officers of the nation.
Despotism is intolerable to a free people. Let
us never again have a dictator.

' He signed it with a flourish, called for
Rotvenburﬂ and handed it to him. watching

\
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his countenance as he read it.
agent laughed in admiration.

‘“ Can you imagine the astonishment of
the gang when they get this?> Boss, it’s
the only way out. If you raised the deuce
they would laugh at you and expose you.
You are playing their game, and they have
ﬂot to play yours.”

“ I mean every word of it,” asserted Nel-
son. ‘“I'm going to use the remainder of
my fortune, which is considerable, to see
that we never have a dictator again. I'm
going to fight corruption in politics, get rid
of Cushing, who is not honest, and back a
man for President who will be independent
like those who have held the office before.”

“I'm with you,” said the press agent
eagerly. “I'm a rich man myself, and 1
don’t want any crooks in office. Let’s clean
up the country, expose graft, bust the trusts
and go down in history as a couple of re-
formers.”

Nelson Jaughed heartily. He was genu-
inely amused, and he was astonished at his
state of mind. To hold his power he would
have gone down fighting tooth and nail,
have permitted his enemies to tear him to
pieces before he would have surrendered.
Now that it had disappeared during his
absence he found himself experiencing a
deep sentiment of relief.

He had been like a man trying to swim
and hold on to a big bag of gold. Although
he would have drowned before he let go,
when a wave happened to tear it from him,
he struck out for the surface and rejoiced
to find he could remain there.

Jerry White intruded now upon the con-
ference, and in him also the ex-Commander
observed a certain change of manner which
caused his keen eyes to twinkle satirically.

“ Chief, what do you want to do with
those kidnapers?’”” he demanded. * You've
been double-crossed while you were gone
and they abolished your job. Of course,
you know that. So they wouldn’t accept
the prisoners at the jail. You can charge
them with kidnaping and prosecute them
in the criminal courts; otherwise they go
scot free.

“ Suppose you round them up and bring
them here at twelve, Jerry. I want to have
a talk with them.”

The press
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Six of the seven conspirators assembled
in the antechamber of the office of King
Nelson at noon were filled with curiosity
rather than apprehension. When the Now
York officials had refused to honor an order
from the Commander to lock them up over-
night, they had understood that the great
man had fallen. Professor Streng, whom
théy roused from his bed, supplied the de-
tails, and they had retired jubilant because
victory had been hidden in the jaws of de-
feat.

Of course, they were liable to long im-
prisonment for kidnaping Nelson and his
daughter if he wished to proceed against
them in the criminal courts, but they were
reasonably certain he would not take such
steps. Nevertheless, thev iwere eager to
hear what he had to say.

John MacGregor had not been taken to
the jail, but conveyed at once to a hospital
and put to bed with instructions from the
doctor to stay there for another week, but
the general had sent word to him of the
marvelous change in their prospects.

Their former prisoner was sitting at his
big desk as they entered, bowed to them
and invited them to take chairs. Then he
pressed a .buzzer for his stenographer and
asked her to summon his daughter. He
maintained silence until Sydney entered,
looking apprehensive. As yet she knew
nothing of the change in her father’s estate.

. “You know these gentlemen, Sydnev.”
he said with a smile. “ It’s a sort of re-
union. I am informed that Mr. MacGregor
is doing nicely at the hospital.”

Svdnev seated herself without replying
and looked about, exchanging friendly
smiles with her companions of the island.

“ Undoubtedly you have learned of the
situation in America,” said Nelson quietly.
“It was my intention as Commander to
punish you severely for vour crime. In-
stead you seem to have accomplished your
purpose in much less time than you antici-
pated. You did me too much honor in sup-
posing that it would be several months be-
fore my grip on this country could be
shaken off. It was done in less than three

. weeks. My dear and trusted associates not
only abolished my political office, but they
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raided my enterprises and succeeded in
stealing more than half my fortune.”

““That I did not expect,” said the gen-
eral. I am‘sorry to hear of it.”

I have plenty left,” said Nelson. “In
destroving my power, gentlemen, I have
come to helieve that you did me a great
service. I have called you here to express
my thanks for your action, to tell you that
[ shall take no steps against you. In en-
slaving the nation it seems that I made my-
self the greatest slave of all, and vou have
set me free. I am heartily glad of it. I
ask your congratulations.”

There was a buzz of comment. Then Gen-
eral Bartol stood up, assumed the position
of “attention” and saluted in military
fashion.

“ 1 salute a great man, Mr. Nelson,” he
said. *‘ You are a greater man than I be-
lieved. We had no intention of doing vou
a service, I assure you, but since it has
turned out so, I am very glad, and I speak
for all my friends.”

Sydney had listened to her father’s state-
ment in bewilderment, which changed to
rapture. Now she rushed him, fell upon
him, devoured him with kisses. .

“ Father!” she exclaimed. * How did it
all happen? Isn't it wonderful? Oh, I
never loved vou so much.”

“ Now, Sydney,” he said, “I can take
vou on that world cruise you have always
wished for.”

The girl hesitated, blushed.
—can we take John?”

“Would you rather take John and leave
me behind?”

“ No," she said. “ We'll go on our honey-
moon and take vou as chaperon.”

** If he has no objections to sailing with a
man who put a bullet in him.”

“ He won’t.”

“ That’s all T have to say. gentlemen. Do
vou play chess, general?”

*“Love it.”

“Let’s play a game some night soon. I
wager you can't checkmate my king in
chess.”

“I’ll wager I can,” said General Bartol.

And that is the inside story of the rise
and fall of the American dictator.

END

“ Well—er
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for northbound traffic. He was brought up
sharply by a policeman, who caught him
by the arm—such is the city’s solicitude for
its inhabitants and guests. Stepping back
into the front rank of those waiting to
cross, he looked at his watch impatiently
and found that he would be late in arriving
at the office—all on account of those
damnable cats.

Gloomily meditating this, he failed to sce
that the man to whom he had given a light,
and who had made an ass of himself by his
misdirected zeal, was talking excitedly to
the policeman, and that both were looking
at him. He turned haughtily when the of-
ficer’s hand gripped his shoulder, and he
was about to demand arr explanation in his
most overbearing manner; but just then he
caught sight of the man of the match, and
his indignation gave way to a feeling of
guiit.

Under slight propulsion he found him-
self once more before the rubbish can in
the center of an interested crowd. The
meddling stranger rescued the package for
the second time and handed it to the officer,
who demanded:

“Is this yours?”

“ 1t was mine,” Mr. Parley conceded.

“ What’s in it?”

His truthful answer brought a titter from
the bystanders, which added nothing to his
self-possession; he began to feel very warm
and uncomfortable. Suppose some one
should recognize him in this ridiculous sit-
uation!

The policeman did not join in the merri-
ment,

“Let’s see if it is cats,” he commanded,
shoving the package at Mr. Parley.

“You can feel them,” he ventured: but
that was what the policeman had been
doing, and he was unconvinced.

“ Open it up,” be insisted.

Mr. Parley complied, awkwardly sup-
porting the package on one knee, which he
elevated by placing his foot on the rubbish
can. He had difficulty with the knot, and
he didn’t wish to cut it—the string was
just long enough, and he intended to re-
make the parcel as soon as might be—
-but the officer grew impatient, produced a
pocketknife, and severed the cord.
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A hush fell upon the curious spectators.
Those who were not close enough for a
good view began to push: and the police-
man’s order to stand back came too late to
save Mr. Parlev, who lost his balance as
some one fell against him, and sprawled
among a litter of—surely there had only
been five Kkittens, yet as he got up and
hastily began to collect them there seemed
to be at least a dozen.

“M-e-0-w, m-e-0o-w!” wailed a street
urchin. Others took up the chorus, while
the older members of the crowd broke into
idiotic shouts of laughter.

By the time he had picked up the last
kitten and with trembling fingers had made
a bulging, misshapen bundle, another po-
liceman arrived. Mr. Parley was turned -
over to him by the traffic officer with this

explication:
‘“He's been throwing dead cats in the
rubbish can. This gentleman here—” He

turned to point out the officious stranger,
and Mr. Parley sent a hateful glance in
that direction, but the stranger was gone.
* Well, here’s his card, anyway,” the officer
went on. * The sergeant can get hold of
him if he wants to, but it ain’t necessary.
Anyhow, he saw this man acting suspi-
cious; he tried to leave that package down
the street. and then he chucked it in there.
He ain’t got any right to put dead cats in
the rubbish can.”

Jeers went up as a way was forced for
Mr. Parley between the tight-packed on-
lookers. Cat-calls followed him as he slunk
along toward the police station, continually
pausing to pick up kittens, which seemed
to fall out of one side of their wrapping
as fast as he could poke them in at the
other.

The sergeant listened to the story with
little show of interest. His attitude was
preferable to that of the policeman, how-
ever, who was inclinied to be jocose.

When Mr. Parlev gave his version, ear-
nestly asserting that he had transgressed
unwittingly, he seemed not unsympathetic;
he even accepted a cigar. But for all that,
the culprit found himself charged with de-
filing the public highways, and was sum-
moned to appear in court that afternoon to
answer for his offense.
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“Can’t I plead guilty now and pay a
fine?” he petitioned.

Assured that this was impossible, he asked
anxiously: “ They can’t put yvou in jail for
that, can they?”

“Is this the first offense?” inquired the
sergeant. Mr. Parley assured him that it
was. *‘ Ever been arested before?”

“ Certainly not,” he protested.

“You'll get off with a fine, then,” the
sergeant told him,

But this was not completely satisfying,
and Mr. Parlev asked: *‘ Does the statute
provide a jail penalty.”

‘ Sure it does,” said the sergeant. “ He
can send you up for sixty days if he wants
to, but he won’t. Unless,” he added, as an
afterthought, ‘it just happens he's got a
lot of these cases and he wants to make an
example out of vou; but you don’t need
to worry.”

In a way this was comforting and in
another it wasn't. The possibility of going
to jail however remote could not be faced
with composure,

: V.

ARRIVING at the office very late, Mr. Par-
ley spent the rest of the morning in a state
of nervousness that caused some whispered
comment among his subordinates, and that
would certainly have caused his superiors
to order an audit of his accounts had the
day’s business called him into their pres-
ence.

He was restlessly undecided whether to
call in his lawyer. He spoke of Fred Hat-
field as /s {awver because he had once paid
Fred fifteen dollars for drawing up his will.
Except for this, he had never before re-
quired the services of a legal adviser; but
he had often heard of the dangers besetting
laymen caught in the legal web, who at-
tempt to free themselves without the aid of
expert counsel.

He believed these dangers existed; it
seemed foolhardy to brave them alone, but
—here was the inhibiting factor—Mrs. Hat-
field and Mrs. Parley were friends. It was
probable, it was almost certain, that Mrs,
Hatfield was one of those to whom his wife

had appealed in her efforts to find a home *

for Spotty, and the prospect of spending _
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sixty days in jail was hardly more disturb-
ing than the prospect of Mrs. Parley’s dis-
covering the sequel to his taking the dispo-
sition of the cats into his own hands.

True, he could get another lawyer, but
he didn’t know any; and he shrank from in-
trusting a matter of such delicacy to one
of whose trustworthiness he could not be
sure,

Five times during the morning he looked
for Hatfield’s number in the telephone book
and wrote it on little slips of paper—which
he invariably mislaid a few minutes after-
ward. Ten times, at least, he picked up the
receiver to give the number to the operator,
but each time he thought better of it and
decided to delay a little longer.

Two o’clock found him in the court room
unprotected save by his resolve to tell a

“straightforward story without attempting

to palliate his offense, and to rely on the
magistrate’s clemency to recognize the miti-
gating circumstances, his irreproachable
record and his ignorance of the ordinance
he had violated.

Most culprits, so he reasoned, would
would plead, and equivocate, and make ex-
cuses. He hoped that the frankness of his
avowal would, by contrast, create a iavor-
able impression.

At first he cast a withering glance around
for his accuser, but, on the whole, he was
relieved to find only the policeman to ap-
pear against him. When he was summoned
before the bar, after what seemed an in-
terminable wait he was given no oppor-
tunity to tell the story so carefully thought
out down to the inflection of every word.

With an apathy that would have been in-
sulting if it had not been so reassuring the
magistrate listened to the policeman’s tale,
asked Mr. Parley if the facts were as re-
cited, and closed the matter by sentencing
him to a fine of ten dollars, and costs.

It was an ironic coincidence that the costs
amounted to exactly two dollars. But for
the moment, Mr. Parley was too light-heart-
ed at his escape to indulge in bitter reflec-
tions. Almost joyfully, he paid the twelve
dollars—just what the cruelty-to-animals
people would have . charged, unless, of
- course, they accepted Mrs. Parley’s view
that this was exorbitant,
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turb this state of affairs? If Portheris, the
king of the bees, still lived, Cabot could not
imagine him siding with Yuri.

But, whatever had happened, it was clear
that the bees were at the bottom of it.
Time would tell very speedily.

Traveling on foot at night on the planet
Poros is necessarily slow and tedious, for
the blackness of the Porovian night is dense
beyond anything conceivable on earth. On
earth even the light of a few stars would
enable a man to distinguish between a con-
crete road and the adjoining fields and
woods and bushes, but on Poros no stars
are visible, Accordingly Myles had to feel
his way with his feet, and fell off the road
many times before he reached his destina-
tion. Due to the mountainous character
of the country, most of these falls were ex-
tremely painful, and some were positively
dangerous.

Yet on he kept, and before long the lights
of Luno village loomed ahead. FEven here
it would not do to reveal himself in his
present state of appearance, so he skirted
the town and made his way down the steep
path which led to the lake shore.

If his island dwelling had been disturbed
he haif expected to find that his beats were
gone from this landing place; but upon grop-
ing -about in the dark he came aeross sev-
eral of them, tied up just where they ought
to be. This cheered him immensely.

But wherr he stared across toward the
island and saw no sign of any light there,
his spirits fell again. It was not the custom
at Luno Castle to go through the night
totally unillumined.

He would soon find out what the trouble
was. So stepping into one of the boats he
cast off, and paddled vigorously toward the
middle of the lake. Keeping his bearings
was difficult in the jet-black darkness, but
he was guided somewhat by the faint illu-
mination sent skyward by the little village.

Finally he bumped against the rocky and
precipitous sides of the island, but misjudg-
ing his location he had to paddle nearly
clear around the island before he came to
the landing beach. This gained, he pulled
his craft ashore, and groped his way up the
narrow path to the summit, thence across
the lawns, which sloped gently down toward
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the center of the island, where lay a little
pond with Luno Castle standing beside it.

Myles ran into several shrubs, got com-
pletely mixed up as to his directions, and
finally fell into the pond. This gave him a
new starting point, from which to orient
himself. Walking around its edge, with
one foot in the water, he would diverge
outward from time to time, until at last his
groping hand touched a wall of masonry.
It was his castle! He was home! But
wbat did that home hold? His heart beat
tumultuously with anticipation,

Feeling his way along the wall, he came
tc the steps. and crawled up them to the
great arched doorway. The door was
closed, but it turned out not to be locked.
Mpyles flung it open softly, and entered,
closing it behind him. Then closing his
eves, he tumed an electric switch, floeding
the hall with the light of many vapor-
lamps.

Gradually opening his eyelids, he glanced
around him. Everywhere was the musty
odor of unoccupancy. He had expected
either his family or a sacked and ruined
castle; he had found neither.

It would not do for the surrounding pop-
ulace to discover his return until he was
ready; so he hastily found a flash light, and
then switched off the vapor-lamps again.

Flash light in hand, he made a tour of the
castle. Everything was in perfect order,
Lilla was a good housekeeper, and had evi-
dently been given plenty of time by Yuri
to prepare for her departure. This spoke
volumes for her safety and that of the baby
king.

Mpyles even found his own rooms undis-
turbed. This surprised him greatly, He
had not expected this much consideration
from Yuri. But then he reflected that Yuri
must have been pretty sure that he would
niot return from the earth, and had wanted
to do nothing to antagonize Lilla any more
than absolutely necessary. This time Yuri
had been playing the game of love-and-
empire with a little more finesse than usual,

Myles, in his own dressing room, switched
on the light; this was safe, as its windows
cpened only onto the courtyard. Then he
bathed, shaved, trimmed his hair, and
donned a blue-bordered toga, in place of his
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the earth-man asked: ¢ What has become
of the loyal Prince Toron and my chief of
staff, Hah Babbuh, and Poblath the Phil-
osopher, and all my other friends and sup-
porters?”

‘“ Every one of them, so far as I know.
is safe,” replied the voung cleric. ‘ Most
of them are hiding in the hill towns. Yuri
has not risked the wrath of the populace
by molesting them, and in fact has given
notice that so long as they behave they will
be let alone.”

Then Cabot related all that had occurred
to him from the time he transmitted him-
self earthward from Poros down to the
present date.

When he concluded he remarked:

“That will be an antennaful for the
Holy Leader. But now to get to work.
On whom can I best depend in this
vicinity?”

“On Emsul, the veterinary,” replied
Nan-nan. “ He lives in this village now.
Return to the island, and I will bring him
to you.”

Myles did so, and in a short time the
three were in conference in the castle. It
seemed to Myles that the first thing to do
was to recover his airplane, rifle, and am-
munition from the waters of the pit, but
Emsul demurred.

Said he: “ Huge dark-green water-insects
inhabit that pool. They are very like the
red parasites which cling to the sides of the
anks, and which we roast for food, but they
are much larger and the bite of their claws
means death.”

The parasites to which the veterinary
atluded had always tasted to Cabot exactly
like earth-born lobsters. The description of
these new beasts was further suggestive of
lobsters. He asked Emsul for a more de-
tailed description, and found that this tal-
lied still further with the earthly proto-
type.

This reminded Myles of an interesting
experiment which he had seen tried in a
zoological laboratory, and which he now
hoped to put to a practical use.

So he asked: ¢ Have these creatures a
gravitational sense organ?”

“ Yes,” replied the Cupian veterinary,
“ although it is unlike ours. We Cupians,
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and I suppose vou Minorians, have inside
the skull on each side of the head a group
of three tubes like the spirit levels of a
carpenter.

“ The corresponding organ of the scissor-
clawed beasts is different, although serving
the same end. On each side of the thorax
of these creatures there is a spherical cavity,
with a small opening to the outside. This
opening is just large enough to admit a
grain of sand at a time.

“ The membrane, which lines the cavity,
exudes a liquid cement which unites into
a little ball the grains of sand which enter.
The cavity is lined with nerve ends; and,
as the ball always rolls to the bottom side
of the cavity, the beast is able to tell which
direction is up, and which is down.”

Cabot clapped his hands in glee. This
was exactly as in the case of earth-born
lobsters.

“They won't know which is up and
which is down. when 1 get through with
them,” he exclaimed cryptically.

It was quickly arranged that Nan-nan
should go at once to .the village near the
lobster pool, and engage a gang of Cupian
men to cut a swath through the thick
woods which hem in the pool. When this
was completed, he was to send a messenger
to Luno Castle to summon Cabot, who,
meanwhile, would be engaged in preparing
certain mysterious electrical apparatus. For
the present, the fact of the earth-man’s re-
turn was to be kept a strict secret.

The plan worked out to perfection. Only
one day was consumed in chopping the path*
through the woods. On the second day
after his meeting with Nan-nan and Emsul,
Myles proceeded to the lobster pool by
kerkool. with his electric equipment and
several boats.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE LOBSTEROID CIRCUIT,

YLES could not help comparing his
present ease of passage down the
swath cut by the Cupians with his

difficult grubbing through the shrubs a few
feet an hour, or even with forcing his way
behind the wedge-faced insect.
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Upon his arrival at the brink of the
abyss, his first act was to test the black
sand with an electric coil. As he had ex-
pected, it was magnetite, the only iron
which will respond in ore form to a magnet.
It was the same ore as he had used in his
crucibles while making his radio set in. Vair-
Kkingi.

This preliminary disposed of, cables were
quickly stretched back and forth across the
pit, and from these cables large electro-mag-
nets were hung close to the surface of the
water.  Wires were run from the lighting
system of the near-by town to a master con-
troller at the top of the cliff.

When all was in readiness, the earth-
man threw the current into all the circuits.
The result was immediate. To the surface
of the water, there floated, bottom side up,
a score or more of lobsterlike creatures,
each the size of a freight car. Poor beasts!

The pellets of sand and cement,. in the
cavities of their gravity-sense organs, were
composed of magnetite; and this being at-
tracted upwardly by the suspended electro-
magnets, gave the poor creatures the im-
pression that up was down, and down was
up. Consequently, reversing their. position
and floating to the surface, they imagined
—with what little imagination their primi-
tive brains were capable of—that they were
resting peacefully at the bottom of the lake.

Next there were turned on, in place of
the suspended magnets, a number of mag-
nets lying against the steep side of the pit
near the surface of the water; and instantly
all the lobsteroids rolled over, with their
bellies toward that side of the pit. The ex-
periment was a complete success.

Grappling hooks and blocks and tackle
were then brought, and dragging was begun
for the airplane, the ant-rifle, and the
bandoleer of cartridges which Myles had
lost on the night of his landing in Cupia.

The radio man himself, stationed at his
switchboard, manipulated the instruments.
Presumably all three of the sought articles
" were near the bank where Cabot had land-
ed, so fishing was begun at that point, while
energized magnets, across the pond, drew
the huge crustaceans away. Even so, sev-
eral of them swam back and snapped at
the grapple hooks. .
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This gave Myles an oppertunity to. prac-
tice his controls. Whenever one of the
monsters of the deep would approach any
of the dredging apparatus, the radio man
would close the switch which controlled
some near-by magnet, whereat the bewil-
dered beast would be thrown completely. off
his balance, and would require several para-
parths before he could orient himself to the
new lines of force. By the time that this
had been accomplished, Cabot would have
switched on some other magnet, thus again
upsetting the beast’s equilibrium.

It was truly a weird and novel tune which
this electrical genius of two worlds played
upon his keyboard, while huge blood-green
shapes moved at his command.

Finally Myles got so expert at this
strange game, that it became safe for his
workmen to descend into the pit without
fear of the denizens of the deep. At last
the ropes were securely fastened to the ant-
plane, and it was drawn up the bank to
safety. The firearm and ammunition fol-
lowed shortly thereafter.

The forces of the true king—Baby Kew
—were now armed with one small airship,
one rifle, and one bandoleer of cartridges.

“You must attack at once!” asserted
Nan-nan.

The earth-man looked at his Cupian
friend in surprise.

“ Why?” he asked.

‘“ Because,” explained the young c]enc
“if you don’t, some one in this village is
going to get word to Prince Yuri of vour
return. Although no anrouncement has
yet been made of your identity, this feat of
vours of overcoming the scissor-beasts is
as good as a verbal introduction. Runners
will soon be notifying the usurper.”

‘*“ Why runners?” asked Myles,
not radio?”

“ Because,” replied Nan-nan, “ I took the
precaution to throw an adjusting-tool into .
the local motor-generator set early this
morning. One of the solenoids is hopelessly
jammed, and it will take several days and
nights of steady work to restore it.”

“ Great are the ramifications of the lost
re]igion murmured Cabot approvmgly

But the young cleric pouted, in spnte of
the tone of approval.

“ Why
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Said he: “ There were no ramifications
to this accomplishment. I did it all my-
self.”

“ Have it your own way,” returned Myles
conciliatorily, ¢ but to get back to what we
were discussing, how am I to attack the
usurper with no troops, and only one plane,
and one rifle?”

“ But you must attack!’” objected Nan-
nan. “ As for planes, every plane in the
kingdom, save only yours, is under lock
and key at Wautoosa, the old naval air
base, which now is the headquarters of the
whistling bees. Every firearm, save two,
your rifle and Prince Yuri’s automatic, is
under heavy guard at the Kuana arsenal.
Only the pretender himself and the arsenal
guards—who are trusted henchmen of his
—are permitted to be armed.”

“ And I suppose,” interjected the earth-
man, with a shrug, “ that you expect me,
alone and single-handed, to seize the Kuana
arsenal, and distribute arms to my people.”

“ Not exactly,” replied the priest. “ You

) see—”

At which poing the conversation was in-
terrupted by a body ef troops, four abreast,
which came marching toward them down the
aisle which had been cut through the trees.

Cabot stepped back aghast. Trapped!
The soldiers swung along in the perfect ca-
dence which had been taught them by gen-
erations spent in the marching clubs—or
“ hundreds ’—of Cupia. True, they were
unarmed, but what could one armed human
do against such numbers. Cabot glanced
down the path, and saw hundred after hun-
dred turn into it at the farther end.

There was only one possibility of escape,
his plane. But the plane was still dripping
from its submergence in the pond. Would
its trophil-engine start while wet? Had
enough water leaked into the alcohol tanks
to damage the fuel? He would see.

Shouting to Nan-nan and Emsul to fol-
low, he started toward his craft; but the
young cleric blocked his way. Treachery?
No.

For the young priest cried: “ Fear not,
defender of the, faith. These be friends!
They are the armies which you are to lead
against Yuri. They are the marching clubs
of the loyal hill towns, which have been

-

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

called together here, ostensibly for an ati-
letic tournament.”

Cabot stopped his mad scramble of re-
treat, and smilet.. With such men he would
reconquer Cupia, Yuri or no Yuri, bees or
no bees!

The foremost hundred debouched and
formed in company-front. Then from the
ranks there stepped a Cupian, who snatched
off his blond wig, revealing ruddy locks
beneath. Onto his own right breast he
pinned a red circle, the insignia of Field
Marshal, It was Hah Babbuh, Chief of
Staff of the Armies of Cupia, who had been
Cabot’s right-hand man in the two wars
of liberation.

Facing the troops he gave a crisp com-
mand. Up shot every left hand. Then,
wheeling about, he held his own hand aloft
and shouted: ¢ Yahoo, Myles Cabot! We
are ready to follow where you lead!”

“Yahoo!” echoed the troops in unison.

Then, giving his men order and at ease,
Hah strode up to the earth-man. Warmly,
the two friends patted each other on the
cheek. It was many sangths since they had
seen each other, and much had happened
in the meantime.

A council of war was immediately held
between Myles, Hah, Nan-nan, and Emsul,
at the plane.

“Won’t this gathering come to the at-
tention .of Yuri?” Myles .asked. “ And
won’t he at once suspect its cause, in view
of its nearness to Luno Castle, and in view
of my recent radio announcements from
Vairkingi?”

“1 doubt it,” replied Babbuh, “for
we have wrecked every radio set in the
vicinity.”

But. this did not reassure the earth-man
as much as it might.

“It would seem to me,” he asserted,
“ that this very fact would put Prince Yuri
on his guard.”

“ Possibly so,” admitted Nan-nan rue-
fully, ““but it will take four days for in-
vestigators to cover the thousand stads from
lI)(uana to here by kerkool, two days by

ee.”

“And in the meantime,” countered
Myles, “ it will take our plane two days to
reach Kuana, and our kerkools four.”
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“ Then,” suggested Emsul, “ had we not
better march openly and at once?”

This suggestion was accepted, with the
reservation, however, that the return of
Cabot and the existence of their plane were
to be kept as secret as possible.

Accordingly, the main body of the troops
were put on the march toward Kuana, under
Emsul, with instructions to requisition ev-
erv available kerkool, wreck every radio
set, and place every settlement under mar-
tial law. The kerkools, as fast as seized,
were to be manned by the best sharpshoot-
ers, and sent ahead.

The local village and the lobster pond
were placed under heavy guard, and the
earth-man, with his plane and rifle, re-
mained under cover.

That night, just at sunset, he started
forth. The airship had been stripped to its
lightest, and in it were crowded Myles
Cabot, Hah Babbuh, Nan-nan, and half
a dozen sharpshooters. Long before morn-
ing, they came up with the lights of the
foremost kerkools, and so were forced to
stay their advance, whereupon they landed,
and encamped for the rest of the night and
the following day.

All day long, kerkools passed them on the
road, stopping to report as they passed.
Apparently a surprising number of these
swift two-wheeled Porovian autos had been
captured.

The following night the plane again took
wing, and continued until it caught up once
" more with the advance guard of the “ taxi-
cab army.” These men reported that, at
the last radio station seized, they had
learned that Prince Yuri had put censorship
on the air, thus showing conclusively that
the usurper had learned at least something
of what was going on. Then the kerkools
swept ahead, and Cabot encamped as be-
fore. He was now halfway to Kuana. his
loved ones, and Prince Yuri.

Toward the end of the day which fol-
lowed, the advancing kerkools met a bomb-
ing squadron of whistling bees, and were
forced to halt and take cover as best they
could. Most of the men escaped, but many
of the machines had to be left on the road,
where they were demolished by the bombs
of the enemy.
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During all this confusion, a kerkool from
the capital, bearing crossed sticks as a flag
of truce, drew up at the vanguard, with the
following message: ‘‘ King Yuri cannot
but regard the steady procession of ker-
kools toward Kuana as a menace directed
against him. If it is not so intended, then
let a delegation in one kerkool proceed
under crossed sticks, to convince him of
vour sincerity. -From now on, if more than
one kerkool advances, it will be taken as a
hostile act, and Prince Kew, the heir to
the throne, will be sacrificed as a hostage.”

Upon receiving this message, Emsul at
once directed his followers to stay where
they were until Myles Cabot should catch
up with them, Then, with a picked body
of men, in one kerkool, under crossed sticks,
he took up the road toward Kuana, pre-
ceded by the delegation which had brought
the message from Yuri.

Not a word would he give them as to the
purpose of the advance. ’

** The message is from Prince Yuri,” said
he, ““ and therefore to Prince Yuri shall be
the reply. But it does seem a bit thought-
less of the Hymernians to drop bombs on
our men, before even attempting to as-
certain whether or not our advance was in-
tended to be peaceful.”

To this, they in turn made no answer.

About midnight, Myles Cabot, in his air-
plane, reached the point where the kerkools
had halted. He found the Cupians con-
fused and more or less leaderless. He, as
they, was horrified at the threat which the
usurper, Yuri, held nver the head of the
little king.

But while he and Nan-nan and Hah Bab-
buh were conferring on the situation, word
was brought in, by a party who had just de-
molished a near-by radio set, that they had
picked the following unaddressed and un-
signed message out of the air:

Fear not. Baby Kew has been kidnaped
from the palace, and is safe.

Somehow this news carried conviction,
and appeared more and more authentic, tha
longer they considered it. Certainly, it
could not have emanated from Yuri, for he
could have no possible object in deceiving
them into thinking that the little king was
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through the guardhouse, onto the wall,
along it, and down the rope ladder. The
ladder was then hauled up again. The poo-
tah looked around him.

“ Where is your vast army?” he asked.

“On the other side of the wall,” replied
Oya Buh, with a smile. * Now run along
. away from here.””

But the officer and his followers started
circling the wall to investigate. Before he
gained the main gate, however, it had been
opened and, for all he could tell, the  vast
army” had passed inside. A guard sta-
tioned there advised him to get out of rifle
range as speedily as possible, and twelve
sentinels, who by now had manned the wall,
bore out this menace; so, grumbling some-
what, the pootah led his men off toward the
city.

Thus did Myles Cabot and forty-seven
practically unarmed followers capture the
Kuana arsenal with over one hundred de-
-fenders.

Straggling Cupians now began to drift
in from the city. These were put to work
carting' arms and ammunition out of the
arsenal and stacking it up in widely sepa-
rated piles wherever cover could be found.
Every Cupian who reported was issued a
rifle and a full bandoleer of cartridges.

“ We may perhaps thus arm some ene-
mies,” said Myles, “ but we must take a
chance. The majority will be friends.”

It was well that they removed all the
ammunition which they could. It would
have been better if they could have removed
more. They all worked feverishly for half
the morning, even taking the guards off the
wall for this purpose, but they had scarcely
made a dent in the supplies stored in the
arsenal when a fleet of bees appeared cn
the southern horizon.

In spite of the approaching menace,
Myles and his men continued to work. The
Hymernians flew low straight at the arsenal,
until a volley from Cabot’s men brought
down two of them and caused the rest to
soar into the sky. Whereupon they started
dropping bombs on the arsenal, and on the
men carting materials therefrom.

Naturally, this put an abrupt end to
Cabot’s operations. His men scattered as
rapidly as possible; and individually, keep-
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ing to cover as well as they could, made for
the city with small quantities of arms.
Cupians from Kuana helped themselves to
the rest, and by nightfall the captured sup-
plies were pretty well distributed. Also the
arsenal was a smoking ruin.

All through the afternoon the bees, fly-
ing low, harassed whoever they saw moving
on the streets, especially such as were car-
rying rifles; but these retaliated by firing
at all bees that came within range, in spite
of which very few bees were killed. Night
brought a cessation of this sort of warfare.

Emsul arrived and of course at once gave
up the idea of his projected peace mission
to Yuri. He and Cabot and Nan-nan and
Oya Buh spent the night, under heavy guard
at separated points throughout the city, se-
curing much-needed sleep. Under cover of
the darkness, many of their followers for-
aged in the ruins of the arsenal and secured
a surprising quantity of undamaged materi-
al, being joined in this toward morning by
the army in kerkools from the north.

Before daybreak a resolute band of sev-
eral thousand loyal Cupians had gathered
in the streets and houses surrounding the
palace, and promptly at sunrise they
launched an attack. They had expected to
find the palace guard unarmed; but evi-
dently a large quantity of the rifles and am-
munition, which had been distributed
throughout the city, had found its way
to the palace, for the assault was at once
repulsed by heavy fire from the palace
guards.

As they reformed for a second attack,
they were deluged with explosives from
above. The hee-people had evidently not
returned to their base at Wautoosa, but had
spent the night near by, so-as to be on hand
to protect the palace. And at hand they
certainly were. .

Whenever they sighted even a small
group of Cupians, or wherever they had
reason to suspect that some building was
hostilely occupied, there they would drop
one of their devastating bombs. Cabot’s
forces were completely at the mercy. of the
Hymernians. There was but one thing to
do—flee,

In vain, the earth-man and his able lieu-
tenants tried to rally their troops. What

9A
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was the use in assembling, when assembly
was the signal for a bomb from above?
What was the use of attacking the invincible
bees?

Myles Cabot stood irresolute in one of
the public squares. He was as near to
despairing as he had ever been in his many
vicissitudes on the planet Poros, since his
first arrival there, over five earth-years ago.
Oh, if only he had airplanes with which to
subdue the Hymernians as in the days of
old! Almost was he tempted to return to
the vicinity of the arsenal, ascertain whether
his one plane was intact, and if so fly alone
in a last desperate attempt to give battle to
his winged enemies.

The more he thought of the plan, the
more it appealed to him. There seemed to
be no other way out. His bravely engineered
revolution had crumbled. If he stayed
where he was, he would undoubtedly be
tracked down, and put to some ignominious
end by Yuri, the usurper. How much bet-
ter, then, to die bravely fighting for his
Lilla and his adopted country.

And his baby? He wondered where the
little darling had disappeared to. At least
the infant king was out of Yuri’s clutches.

So, his mind made up, Myles set out on
a run for the wood overlooking the arsenal.
After a few paraparths he reached it. There
stood his plane. Rapidly he went over all
the struts, and stays, and engine parts.
Everything appeared to be in first class
order. The fuel tanks contained plenty of
alcohol. How this machine had escaped
capture or destruction was a marvel, but
prokably the bees had been too busy bomb-
ing groups of Cupians, to take the time to
explore the apparently deserted grove.

Myles sprang aboard and was just about
to start the trophil engine, when a familiar
sound, smiting upon his earthborn ears,
caused him to delay for a moment. From
the southward came the purr of many
motors.

Was the wish the father to the thought?
His longing for an air fleet, with which to
vanquish the bees, had been so intense;
had it affected his mind and caused him to
hear things which did not exist? Impos-
sible, for the purr of the motors was un-
mistakable.

10 A
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He strained his eyes toward the southern
horizon, so that they might see what his
ears heard; but there was nothing there.
The radiant silver sky was untouched save
by an occasional small cloud.

The bees still kept up their bombing of
the city. He could see them flying low over
the housetops, and up and down the prin-
cipal thoroughfares, ferreting out any
groups of Cupians who dared to gather in
Cabot’s cause, dropping bombs on any
houses which presumed to fly the blue pen-
nant of the Kew dynasty in place of the
yellow of Yuri.

The bees did not heed the approaching
planes from the south. Of course not! For
the whistling bees of Poros had no ears.
They heard with their antennz, and heard
only radio waves at that, in fact, only short-
length radio waves,

The noise of a large fleet of airships
swept on out of the south. Nearer and
nearer it came, until it was right over the
city, and still not a single plane appeared in
sight. Meanwhile the bees continued their
depredations, and the earth-man sat in his
own plane and watched and waited. .

As he watched, he saw one of the bees,
who happened to be flying higher than the
rest, suddenly vanish in a puff of smoke.
And then another and another.

The Hymernians, too, saw this and rose
to investigate, whereat there came the shut-
off whir of descending planes.

Fascinated, Myles stared into thé~Sky,
whence came these sounds, and saw occa-
sionally, against gathering clouds, a glint
of silver light.

Several more of the ascending bees ex-
ploded. And now Myles was able to glimpse
from time to time, silhouetted on a back-
ground of cloud, the ghostly form of an air-
ship. The bees, too, saw, and flew to the
attack. What was this shadow fleet? Had
the spirits of the brave Cupian aviators of
the past returned to free their beloved coun-
try from Hvmernian domination?

The two fleets, bees and ghostly planes,
had now completely joined battle, and were
drifting slowly to the southeast. Myles
came out of his trance, started his engine,
and rose into the air, intent on joining the
fray.
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On his way, he circled over the city, and
gave it a glance in passing. Then he gave
it a second glance, for the Cupians, relieved
of the menace of the bees, were forming for
a second attack on the palace.

Instantly his plans changed. What busi-
ness had he running off to watch, however
interesting, a sky battle when right here
before him lay a chance to do what he had
braved so many misfortunes to accomplish,
namely, free his Lilla from the unspeakable
Yuri! Veering sharply, he landed on one
of the upper terraces of the palace.’

He still wore his bandoleer of cartridges,
“and still carried his purloined rifle. Filling
the magazine, he boldly descended into the
building. No one guarded the approaches
from the air, for they depended on their
aerial allies to do that for them. The upper
rooms were deserted, doubtless because the
womenfolk were cowering in the basements
and because the palace guards and Yuri's
other henchmen were resisting the attack
by Cabot’s Cupians at the ground levels.

Cabot himself explored the palace un-
impeded and unchallenged. Here he was
at last at his journey’s end, but where was
Lilla? Lilla the blue-eyed princess, Lilla
of the golden curls, his Lilla!

The rooms which he and she had occu-
pied showed every sign of continued and
present occupancy, even to the crib of the
baby king emblazoned with the arms of the
House of Kew. Cabot looked reverently
around the living rooms of his wife and
child, and then swept on into the lower
levels of the palace.

Occasionally he would come upon groups
of defenders; but they, naturally assuming
that he was one of them—especially as he
still wore the black toga of the arsenal
guard—gave him but little heed. When-
ever the group was not too numerous he
would shoot them, He hated to do this,
but he knew he had to in order to save his
loved ones.

Thus he traversed practically the whole
of the upper reaches of the palace without
encountering his arch enemy Yuri, or any
of the womenfolk. Yuri was no coward.
However much of a scoundrel he might be,
no one would ever accuse him of that.
Thetéfore he was not in hiding, He was
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apparently not in command of the defense.
Therefore he must be either away from the
palace, or concocting some devilment
within.

Figuring thus, Cabot continued to de-
scend to levels below the ground floor.
While treading these subterranean pas-
sages, searching, ever searching for either
Lilla or Yuri, he came upon one of the
palace guards. The fellow was unarmed,
so Cabot did not shoot.

Instead he ordered, “ Up with your
hands.”

The guard promptly obeved.

“Now,” said his captor, “ the price of
vour life is to lead me to vour king.”

“Indeed, I will with pleasure,” replied
the soldier with a sneer, ¢ for King Yuri will
make short work of one who turns traitor
to his black garb.” ‘

The earth-man smiled.

“1 am no traitor,” he announced, “ and

this black toga is mere borrowed fur. Do
vou not know Cabot the Minorian?”

The other blanched.

“ My Builder!” he exclaimed. “ We did

not believe the story that you had returned
from the planet Minos, But I am at your
orders, for I am one of the old guard who
served under King Kew the Twelfth, the
father of Princess Lilla, may he rest beyond
the waves.”

“Lead on, and no treachery,” Myles
curtly replied. “I trust no one who has
ever worn the livery of Prince Yuri.”

So the guard led him through many a
winding passage, down into the very bowels
of the subterranean labyrinths of the palace.
What could Prince Yuri be doing way down
here unless he was hiding, which seemed
unlikely? Cabot became very suspicious,
and, rifle in hand and finger on trigger,
watched his guide with eagle eye.

Finally they came upon a form in an
elaborate yellow toga, huddled in a corner.

“ King Yuri,” said the soldier laconically.

At the sound of the voice the usurper
looked around; and now it became evident
that he was crouching there not for fear,
but rather because he was engaged in re-
pairing something with a set of typical
Porovian queer looking tools.

Apparently not at all surprised, he hailed
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his deadliest enemy and rival as though the
latter were a long lost friend: ¢ Yahoo!
Cabot the Minorian. I rather expected you
would turn up sooner or later. Just a min-
ute until I fix this wire, and then I will be
at your service. You see, one of my mines
wouldn’t explode; no one else seemed able
to get at the cause of the trouble, and so I
had to come down here in person.”

And so saying he turned back to his
work. Myles stepped forward to see what
Prince Yuri was doing. For a brief moment
the earth-man’s scientific curiosity got the
better of his caution, But that moment,
brief as it was, proved long enough for the
watchful soldier, who had led him hither,
to snatch Myles’s rifle from his hand, and
cover him with its muzzle.

“ Up with your hands!” commanded the
soldier peremptorily.

Cabot obeyed. Not to do so would have
been suicide.

Yuri, still unperturbed, remarked, “ Well
done, Tobo; vou shall be promoted for
this.”

“ Shall T shoot him, sire?” asked Tobo.

“ N-no,” ruminated the usurper, waving
his antennz thoughtfully, “ not just now.
Wait until I finish with this wire. In the
meantime you might let the Minorian lean
against the wall, so that he will be more
comfortable.”

So Myles leaned against the wall and
waited, his hands still held high, while the
prince puttered around in the corner. Fi-
nally, after a seemingly interminable period,
Yuri arose, slung his tools together, brushed
one hand against the other, and looked at
his victim with a cruel smile.

“Shall T kill him now?” asked Tobo
eagerly.

“No. I am reserving that pleasure for
myself,” replied the prince; then to Cabot:
“ At last, you are in my power—”’

But Yuri continued hurriedly, “T intend
to shoot you myself. I intend to shoot you
down, unarmed.”

Turning to Tobo, the prince asked,
“ How is our battle going?”

“Very well, sire,” replied the soldier.
“We are repulsing all assaults, in spite of
the departure of the bees to the southward.”

A momentary cloud of doubt spread over
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the sinister, handsome visage of Prince Yuri,
Then he smiled and said, ““ Doubtless the
bees know what they are about, and will
soon return to the fray. So let us proceed
with the execution. Follow me!”

\Iyles followed. Almost was he tempted
to spring upon his enemy and attempt to
throttle him before the inevitable bullet
from Tobo could do its work. It would be
well worth the sacrifice of his own life to
rid Cupia of this incubus. But what if
Yuri should survive? No, it would never
do to risk this. So he meekly followed.

The prince led the way up several levels,
until they came to a small circular cham-
ber hung with curtains. At one side was a
dais. An electric vapor-lamp on the ceiling
furnished the light.

Prince Yuri took the rifle from the guard,
stood Myles in the center of the room, and
sat down himself on the dais.

Then he directed Tobo, *“ Go and sum-
mon the Princess Lilla hither, for I wish
her to see me kill this lover of hers, this

.beast from another world.”

Myles winced at the mention of his be-
loved, and thereat his tormentors smiled.

The soldier departed on his errand. Yuri
toved with the weapon, and watched his
victim, with a sneer on his handsome lips.
Myles returned his stare without flinching.

“You can put down your hands now,
if you wish, vou fur-faced mathlab,” re-
marked the prince.

Cabot did so, and mstmctwely felt of
his face. The msult was unwarranted, for
he had shaved only that morning.

“Don’t go too far!” he admonished his
captor. ‘ Remember Poblath’s proverb:
‘You cannot kill a Minorian.” ”

“I've a mind to kill you right now,”
replied the prince, ¢ just to prove to you
that vour friend is wrong.”

“ Go ahead and try it,”” challenged
Myles, half hoping that Yuri would take
him at his word, and thus spare Lilla the
pain of attending the execution.

A grim look settled on the usurper’s
face as he slowly raised the rifle and point-
ed it at the earth-man’s right side.

“ Other side,” admonished Myles.' “ Re-
member that my heart is on the other side
than is the case with you Cupians.”
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paper. One or another of the training
camps had claimed most of the men of
military age.  That only two Burnside
boys had actually reached France could not
dim the glory of what the town had offered.

One of the two, Lester Graham, had been
killed within a few weeks after he landed
at Brest; the other, Ben Simpson, had done
his bit as sergeant in a mechanical transport
unit at the base. But because he had ““ got
over ” and came home wearing overstas
regalia, there was about him a glamour that
clung.

It was no more than natural that Ben
should feel a certain superiority to the boys
who had done nothing more thrilling than
foot-slog on monotonous route marches and
deliver vicious bayonet attacks against lines
of straw-stuffed dummies. Ben never dwelt
much on his service at the base.

He needed no urging to tell about the
perils of the crossing through submarine-
infested waters and at times he managed to
convey the impression that he had been
nearer the front than the safe and fairly
comfortable post which his company occu-
pied throughout its sojourn in Europe. He
was a bit careful where he let his remarks
fall. -

And in the year nineteen hundred and
twenty-four—at the time Andrew returned
after eight years in Chicago, Ben was back
at his job in the Burnside National Bank,
the most tangible living hero Burnside pos-
sessed, and practically engaged to Ruth
Demarest, heiress to something like a half
million dollars which had been assembled by
a canny and thrifty dad.
was “ sitting pretty.”

He did not make any particular effort
to conceal his contempt for Andrew Lord
when the latter came into the bank to cush
a check, a day or two after his arrival in
Burnside. Nor did he show the bad taste
of rubbing it in.

Andrew’s mother was fatally ill at the
time, it must be remembered. But about
Ben’s greeting there was a coolness that
would not be likely to obtain when two
young men who have been schoolmates and
playmates meet after years of separation,
even though they had not been chums.

However, Andrew appeared not to notice
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the other’s lack of enthusiasm and cordial-
ity. He was his own quiet self—perhaps
a little more grave than usual, which was to
be expected.

11.

It was not until Andrew had announced
that he was going to work the farm and
had begun to settle down to the routine of
life in Burnside that ill-feeling began to
crop out.

At first this took the form of whisperings
which did not reach the ears of the subject.
Later Andrew noticed that frequently, when
he came suddenly upon a group of men at
the Burnside Golf Club in which his father
had purchased a family life membership,
there would be a sudden hush.

And, being possessed of a mind far from
dull, he was not long in recognizing what
the trouble was. He gave no sign, how-
ever.

Of all Andrew’s denouncers, Ben Simp-
son was the most outspoken.

“He’s certainly got gall!” Ben said to
a group of admirers, one afternoon. “ Here
we’ve tried to show him that he isn’t wanted
by treating him as if he didn’t exist and
he’s so thick-skinned that it rolls right off.
And the nerve of him to settle down here
gets my goat! I tell vou, there isn’t any
room in Burnside for a slacker!”

Nods of approval greeted this assertion,
but nobody offered any plan for ridding the
town of the offending individual. Jack
Houston went so far as to suggest: “ We
can’t be sure. He may have a perfectly
good alibi.”

Ben swmorted in derision.

“ What a chance! Believe me, if he had
any alibi—perfectly good, as you say, or
otherwise—he’d trot it out! That’s the
damned insolence of it; he completely ig-
nores the fact that there has been a war!
Never asked me a thing about it and, of
course, he knows that I was over.”

Thus Ben Simpson’s bitterness
placed on record.

Perhaps his attitude would have been
understood better if some of the others had
seen what Ben had seen the afternoon be-
fore—Andrew strolling along Maple Street
with Ruth Demarest, with Ruth talking and

was
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Ben, under a constant struggle to control
his rage over the tactics of Andrew, fostered
the general feeling in every manner and in-
stance that offered. As chief of the local
American Legion post, he was bound to be
something of a figure in Burnside and he
seized every available opportunity to deliver
his opinion regarding men who had not
served.

And it must be said that his efforts bore
fruit. With the war six years in the past,
it is likely that no open hostility would have
been shown toward Andrew had it not been
for the continuous agitation on the part of
Ben Simpson. He permitted no one to for-
get that Andrew Lord was a slacker.

Thus the stigma was applied and kept
vivid by the effort of Ben-alone.

How much of all this Ruth Demarest
knew was not entirely clear. Probably con-
siderable. She was pretty well occupied
with her own feelings—with the process of
self-analysis that was so hard to bring to a
satisfactory termination.

She repeatedly asked herself if she was in
love with Andrew and just as often decided
that she would love him if his war record
had been right. She tried to picture herself
married to a man at whom others would
point with the scornful remark: “ He fought
the war at his desk in Chicago.”

Ruth was a sensitive soul and she knew
that the thing would hurt—hurt terrifically
and despite any determination she might
have not to permit it to do so. She tried
to decide if her love for Andrew was such
that it would withstand the sufferings she
knew would fall to her lot if she were to
marry him.

When she was with Andrew, she was hap-
pier than at any other time; it seemed to
her then that if he asked her to marry him,
she must say yes. When she was alcne,
doubts crept in and all of these doubts piv-
oted on the war. One thing she knew—she
could not consider Ben Simpson in the light
of a possible husband.

v,
IN keeping his own counsel, Andrew was

running true to form. Those who had
known him early in life should have realized
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that it would be utterly foreign to his na-

" ture to offer an explanation or an excuse of

any kind.

So there was the unpleasant fact that
while the other boys of Burnside were in the
army, serving for a pittance, Andrew Lord
was sitting tight, sending home money reg-
ularly and entirely avoiding all mention of
the war in his letters to his mother. And
against this nothing had been offered in
extenuation.

To a lot of people it seemed that Andrew
would be in better taste if he at least showed
that the stigma hurt.

How it all would end was uncertain—un-
til one day the problem solved itself. A
visit which Andy paid to the bank during
the noon hour was primarily responsible.

Making his way leisurely along the de-
serted street, he was congratulating himself
on the fact that he was beginning to get
returns from the farm. In his pocket was
the first decent-sized check which he had
received. His thoughts were pleasant as
he ascended the stone steps and entered the
rotunda. Then his heart gave a queer flop
at what he saw.

From the teller’s window, Ben Simpson
faced him—a white-faced Ben with sagging
jaw and terror-stricken eyes. And in the
foreground, in tense attitude stood a wiry
individual whose right hand leveled an ugly
automatic at the cowering figure behind the
grille.

At the sound of Andrew’s footsteps, this
figure swung quickly about.

A whirlwind rush—the clatter of feet on
the polished granite floor—the roar of a
pistol shot—a tangle of arms and legs and
bodies—as Andrew closed with the robber.
Then the latter crumpled under a blow
from the butt of the pistol which Andrew
had wrenched loose and Andrew himself
slumped in a heap, a spreading splotch of
blood darkening the left side of his chest!

A crowd collected from nowhere instantly
~—stood in uncertain attitudes while the
shaking and unnerved Ben tried to give a
coherent account of the affair.

Dr. Davis pushed through the jam, fol-
lowed an instant later by the constable.
After a hasty examination by the physician,
both of the injured men were removed to
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The dog ducked under a building,
emerged from the opposite side, and joined
the amazed Sport. The remainder of the
day was spent on the waterfront.

It was old stuff to the tramp, but mighty
interesting to Sport. Later they played in
a muddy pond, retrieving sticks that a
chance small boy tossed in.

Shortly before sunset Sport invited the
tramp home for the night. It was quite a
long distance to travel, and several streets
filled with traffic had to be crossed.

The tramp noticed Sport had some diffi-

culty in making his way through traffic, but
for the tramp it was less than nothing, A
dart here, a leap there, a rush, and he was
on the opposite sidewalk.
* Sport ran up the front steps of a fine
looking place and peered in the window.
Immediately a voice cried, “ Here he is,
He’s come back!”

The door opened and a young boy yelled
excitedly, “ Sport! Hey, Sport!”

So that was his name? It was the first
time the tramp knew that a dog had a
name. Well, there were a number of things
he must acquire now.

First, he must find somebody that want-
ed him, then he’d get himself a collar—one
with brass studs, a numbered brass plate,
and a silver plate with a name. Yes, he
must get himself a name by all means,
otherwise how could he know when to come,
or how would people call him?

Rather suddenly he realized that he did
have a name. These people who owned
“Sport, do this; Sport, do
that!” The man who had followed the boy
from the house had said, “ Sport, you bad
fellow, you chewed your rope in half. From
now on you’ll have a chain.” And the
beautiful lady had said, “ Sport, get down;
you'’re all dirt!”

As the tramp reflected he recalled that
people addressed him as ¢ Hey-you!” The
butcher said, “ Hey! You! Get out of
here"’ Others said, “ Hey-you, beat it!”

r ¢ Hey-you, leave that cat alone!” ©

Yes Hey-you was a good name, one to
be proud of. Where one or two people
seemed to know the name Sport, everybody
knew Hey-you. He realized he was a popu-
lar dog.
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The "people had opened the door that
Sport might enter. As an invited guest,
Hey-you prepared to follow.

He caught a glimpse of deep, soft rugs,
far superior to grain sacks of the docks, a
faint odor of broiling fowl, and a disdainful
cat. Hey-you smiled inwardly at the
thought of what he would do to that cat
when the opportunity afforded.

Sport seemed perfectly at home, and Hey-
you was following closely at his heels when
a man’s foot blocked the way.

“ Hey-you,” he shouted, “ get out.” Evi-
dently there had been some slip-up, and.
Sport’s friends were not recognized. The
door closed. Hey-you was alone.

And such a night as he put in! Rare bits
from refined garbage cans, aristocratic cats
and some not so aristocratic. It would
seem that he was the only loose dog in the
district. He saw, scented, and heard many
others, but they were tied up.

Some of them lived in small houses,
painted exactly like the structures in which
their masters resided. Hey-you resolved he
would own a house some day.

Dawn found him again on the water-
front, glad, and sorry to be back. He was
tired, but there would be no rest to-day.
The man with the net was after him again.

Besides, he had a purpose in life now.
Ambition’s urge would never be stilled until
he owned a collar, studded with brass; a
master, and a house in which he could lie
and watch without being seen.

The roar of the city grew swiftly this
morning. Steamers in the bay whistled,
trucks rumbled over docks and pavements,
freight cars rattled and banged as they
were shunted about.

Hey-vou’s course was purposeless, yet
TFate was guiding him along the channels
of life mapped out for him. He chased a
cat under a building, explored the place for
several moments, and emerged covered with
dust and cobwebs. The cat vanished, as
cats have a habit of doing.

A new alley attracted his interest and he
hurried along, turned a half block, and
found himself in a forest of moving legs.
Shoes pressed in on all sides, and though -
he frequently turned an appealing gaze to
the faces-so high above, none looked down









