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contrary—a small house that stood alone
in its narrow, sunken lot, but upon which
lofty apartment houses looked down over-
hangingly.

Then, Gosling!

In the meantime, though, there had
been Miss Dewbody. She was a shriveled,
efficient, little person—one who had lived in
New York for thirty years and yet who her-
self, so far as looks, words, actions were
concerned, might also have just arrived from
Millville. It was Miss Dewbody who had
put Clarice on Gosling’s trail. The trail had
been indicated by an advertisement in the
morning paper:

Young Ladies, genteel, uplift work; big
money for the bright ones; come dressed in
your best. Ing. Gosling.

“ And the address is not more than a
dozen blocks from here,” Miss Dewbody
had enlightened her. “If I were you I'd
go right over and not waste a minute.”

It may have been that the experienced
Miss Dewbody had coniemplated the pos-
sibility of having a discouraged and penni-
less girl on her hands. She could have been
no unfriendlier to such an outlook, however,
than Clarice would have been.

But Clarice had paused for a rather long
interval outside of Gosling’s shop—not
fearfully now, although some puppy of mis-
giving had dogged her all the way over from
Miss Dewbody’s; it was gratefully, feeling
that indeed here was proof positive of that
pearl about which she had speculated earlier
in the day. The proof was here in Gos-
ling’s window.

To a more experienced eye, this window
would have revealed itself as that of a store
only temporarily occupied—very tempor-
arily. Not to Clarice though. She had an
eye for the nature of the window-display
only.

This comprised an almost countless
variety of cards, some of them framed, some
of them hung on ribbons, but most of them
piled pell-mell in pseudo-artistic heaps. And
all these cards were prettily, not to say
beautifully, printed—delicate colors, attrac-
tive compositions in which babies and
pansies, newly hatched chickens and fluffy
white rabbits largely predominated.

The pearl, so to speak, though, made it-
self apparent in the literary material that
was thus embellished. Each card con-
tained a text, or a poem, or even a little
essay designed to refresh—* to engladden,”
the word was Clarice’s own—the human
soul.

Anyway, the sun was now out and shin-
ing brightly on this display of cheerful
philosophy and friendly advice.

She read carefully that little sermon en-
titled ¢ Directions for the Ladies ”—framed
and ready for hanging. “ Avoid contradict-
ing your husband,” it said. “ Occupy your-
self only with household affairs, and do not
give advice to your husband till he asks it.
Never take upon yourself to be a censor of
vour husband's morals, but practice virtue
yourself to make him in love with it. Ap-
pear always flattered by the little he does
for you, which will excite him to do more.
Choose well your female friends—have but
few, and be careful of accepting their
opinions.”

Possibly by the same author was this
pretty sentiment: ‘“ A woman destitute of
a love for flowers seems to us a mistake of
nature. The delicate, the fragile, and the
beautiful should have sympathies with all
in nature that possesses the same quali-
ties.”

On a card containing a picture of kittens
playing with a spool was the indisputable
quatrain:

Oh! Love is to the human heart
What sunshine is to flowers;
And friendship is the fairest thing

In this cold world of ours.

Some of the sentiments expressed brought
tears to Clarice Beldon’s eyes. They were
tears partly of contrition, partly of grati-
tude. To think that only this morning she
had doubted the old precepts, their truth
and efficacy, as applied to this great city.
And yet here was the evidence before her
eyes—evidence the worth of which was so
well recognized, obviously, that great artists
were willing to embellish it with pictures
and a merchant would make it his entire
stock in trade. Things like this:

Early to bed and early to rise,
Makes a man healthy, wealthy, and wise,
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—the day of my graduation—when you sat
on the rostrum?”

“ Well, well!” Skyblue intoned. * Well,
well! Me! Dr. Godie!” He had got off
his hat and into his ccat by this time. He
was feeling fit and proper. He went over to
his caller and fearlessly, fondly beamed
down at her through his gold spectacles.
“ Well, well!” he repeated. ‘ And I betcha
I know what first name he was usin’, too.
What ‘Il you bet me I can't guess it?
Betcha it was Amos, wasn’t it? Think
hard, now—wasn’t that what he was call-
in’ himself? The old rascal! The old
devil, and you’ll forgive me usin’ harsh
words, won’t you, pet?”’ But his tone was
not harsh. A gentle warmth, a sense of
pliant and elastic sympathy that was like
an electric current, reached him from the
girl’s responsive eyes, filled his whole frame
with a sense of well-being.

“I knew there was a mistake some-
where,” the girl repeated.

Skyblue allowed tears to dim his own
eyes; but he continued to smile bravely.

‘““ His whole life has been a mistake,” he
said softly. ““ You’ve been talkin’ about my
pore half-brother—I call him that, although
really he ain’t no blood relation—"

“ But he looks like you——dreadfully.”

Skyblue was thinking fast. “ That,” he
explained, “ was what caused my poor ma
to adopt him. ¢ He looked so much like my
Sammy,’ she always used to say. Sammy—
that was me; and at the time I was took
with measles and she was like to lose me.
And so she took in Amos. Looked like me,
but a viper—a viper. And to think that
my own ma warmed him in her bosom, as
the Good Book says.” He was perfectly
at home now, and ready for a friendly chat.
He saw that the girl was properly seated—
in Wiener’s recent chair. He drew a chair
up beside her. ¢ Whatcha got there, pet?”
And he prepared to look.

Once, long ago, these present quarters
of the Continental Dentists, Inc., had been
occupied as a fur shop, and then as a tailor-
ing establishment, and after that as a chop-
suey restaurant; next as the Hunyadi Local
of the Dishwashers’ Union, these tenants
being succeeded by a jobber in hair dyes,
and him by a Greek who maintained a
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Social and Recreation Club. As may be
guessed, the building was an old one—one
of the oldest on Seventh Avenue—brick,
and only two stories high. Doc had fol-
lowed the Greek. But all these tenants had
left their, so to speak, perfumes here—to
which Doc himself had contributed an add-
ed flavor, but not very strong, of mouth-
wash and the cheap cologne to which he
himself had always been partial. Added to
this general and complex atmiosphere was,
of course, the aroma of the street—itself
something complex ard ancient, ranging
from old vegetables to boiling tar.

And it was this sort of a smell that had
always been sweetness to Skyblue. He had
always found it satisfying, complete. Now,
however, he discovered that he had been
mistaken, There had always been a missing
element in it. Doubtless it had been his
subconscious knowledge of this that had
hitherto driven him forth on his campaigns
into the country—to sniff the new-mown
hay, as he was wont to say; to refresh him-
self with a few inhales of pansies and but-
tercups, featherbeds and chicken gravy.

In the back of his brain he was thinking
of these things now. It was as if all these
things, and everything else that made the
country dear, had invaded Seventh Ave-
nue, invaded these particular premises—in
the person of Clarice Beldon.

“Well, well,” he muttesed fondly. ““ Now
that’s a sweet and tender sentiment: ¢ Noth-
ing is impossible to a willing heart.” VYes,
I'll take this one, too—for my sister Amy’s
child. How many does that make now—
an even dozen?”

It was the special aroma of the girl that
was in his nostrils—and in his mind—all
the time that he was sitting here beside
her, talking to her, killing time, speculating
on the generosity of that fate, either real
or apparent, that had sent her his way.

For awhile he was visualizing her as his
principal assistant here in the dental par-
lors—sort of a head nurse. She'd be classy
in white—hold the gentlemen customers’
hands while one of the dirty little hired
dentists yanked a tooth. Build up trade,
you know; and Skyblue could imagine a
cue of Bull Tuckers and such, down the
steps and up the avenue, all waiting to have



























. THE MOTTO MAN.

He knew it now: he had been almost on
the point of doubting Clarice—of believing
that she was almost too good to be true.
They didn’t make girls like her any more.
This was the jazz age; all the newspapers
said so. Girls bobbed their hair, talked
slang, smoked, had their own bootleggers,
knew more than their grandmothers did.
Then, Clarice! A buttercup! A primrose!
A pansy!

He greeted the Reverend Doctor Amos
Godie—as the meek and respectful man-
servant had announced him—at the door of
the sumptuous and heavily sedate room that
served him as library and also, to some
extent, as office.

“ Mebbe I hadn’t ought,” said Skyblue,
after the greeting was over, “ to have kept
the carriage waiting. I forgot to tell Dugan
—dear soul, he’s been drivin’ me about for
years.”

“My man will tell him,” said Mr.
Whipple.

“Hold on, till I find my chink ”—and
Skyblue began to fumble. I give him a
dollar.”

“That’s all right,” smiled Mr. Whipple,
who loved innocence. He nodded at the
man-servant, who understood and disap-
peared. This flustered Skyblue who, how-
ever, reconciled himself to the circumstances
by writing in a little notebook. * And
what, may I ask,” Mr. Whipple gleamed,
with his bluish-white smile, “are you
putting down—a record of your indebted-
ness?”

Skyblue didn’t answer immediately. He
had seated himself. He was grave and
reverend while he finished his little task,
then explained:

“I’ve done that for vears,” he said; “a
little weakness of mine—if it’s only a penny,
pass it on; every little deed of kindness,
pass it on; every little ray of sunshine—"

His recent agitation had now completely
disappeared. He was looking at his host
with smiling benevolence.

“ My niece,” he said falteringly, and
paused long enough to measure accurately
Mr. Whipple’s reaction to the word, “is
even more set on doin’ that than I am. It’s
been ¢ dear Mr. Whipple this’ and ‘ dear
Mr. Whipple that ’ ever since she saw you,
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and all keyed up to pay back—sort of all
eagerness. What’s that the Good Book
says about thanks servin’ as checks for the
poor?”’

‘ Beautiful child,” Mr. Whipple intoned.
“But what is this vou were telling me
about some philanthropic enterprise?”

“I don’t quite ketch vou,” Skyblue
averred, although this was the chief end of
his visit. “ Oh, yes,” he recollected after
the rich Mr. Whipple had refreshed his
memory. ‘ You mean those mottoes that
we were sort of scatterin’ around. We’ve
got so many little plans fer doin’ good.
I’'m glad you mentioned that. It sort of
busted her up. Her eyes was so red, that’s
why she didn’t want you to see her this
morning.”

‘“ Eyes red—not from weeping, I hope,”
said Mr. Whipple.

Skyblue was touched with tender remorse.
“I’ve only got myself to blame,” he said.
“I shouldn’t have let her associate with
the young man. But, what will you?”—
and here the old gentleman had a near-
spasm of grief: “ I'm that trustin’, and her
even more so!”

For a moment Mr. Whipple’s eyes glit-
tered. When he spoke he did so with an air
of holding his breath: “ You mean—she
misplaced her trust—in a young man?”

Skyblue evaded the question. ‘I some-
times tremble,” he said; * she’s that young
and pure and trustin’, sort of; and folks do
tell me she’s beautiful: and genercus—but
unspotted, unspotted.” He took a photo-
graph from his pocket and passed it over
to his host. ““ That was her in her gradua-
tion dress,” he said. “ 1T had it took before
we come up from Millville. I carry it with
me always. She’s all I've got.”

Mr. Whipple studied the picture rather
more than he intended should be apparent.
It was a photograph that any one could
have looked at without effort. Even the
simple artistry of the Millville studio that
had produced this portrait enhanced its
value—an added touch of country perfume.
Mr. Whipple’s breath went deeper as he
listened to his caller’s naive story of simple
faith and altruism.

‘“ I've had many titles,” Skyblue was con-
fessing with all modesty, “ but the one I
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always cherished most was the one the little
children give me when I was engaged in my
missionary labors in the London slums. It
was with the idea of gettin’ Clarice started
along the same lines that I rented that little
shop over on Broadway—maybe you've
seen it—pitcher-cards with bits of wisdom
and poetry on them. And I put Clarice in
charge of it, and she hired a young feller by
the name of Gosling. Oh, he put a little
money into it, and Clarice, with her ideas
about gratitude.”

_ ‘“Beautiful child,” said Mr. Whipple,
wrenching his eyes from the photograph.

“The title the children gave you,” he bit
in at the point where he had lost track of
what Skyblue.was saying.

“The Motto Man,” Skyblue answered.

“The Motto Man!” Mr. Whipple ex-
claimed.

“I see you've heard of me,” Skyblue
came across, bashful but pleased. “ Well,
that ain’t surprisin’ the way they wrote me
up—in the War Cry, and the—oh, all the
church papers. Well, you see him before
you now: the Motto Man.”

“ And so,” said Mr. Whipple, toying with
the photograph.

“ That was the enterprise I wanted to get
Clarice started in right—start a little shop
for her, down among the lowly, scatter sun-
shine. And it’d pay, too, now that I'm free
to sort of take charge, with my name and
reputation, and Clarice doin’ the active
work and consultin’ with the banker or the
merchant or the rich widder-lady—or, there
won’t be any trouble to find the capital
among so many good souls.”

“ Just how much do you think would be
necessary,” Mr. Whipple inquired.

Skyblue’s emotion likewise was veiled as
he made answer.

It was down near the foot of the Bowery,
just where the thunderous old Third Avenue
“El” curves and expands into the dark
acreage of Chatham Square, that Skyblue,
the bishop, formerly, the Reverend Doctor
Culbertson, of London, England, but hence-
forth—and forever afterward, as he fondly
hoped—the Reverend Doctor Amos Godie,
recently of Canada, Australia, China, and
so forth, had found the premises suitable to
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both Clarice and C. Welliver Whipple, but
mostly to himself “Home is where the heart
is,” as one of his new mottoes stated it.
Also, “ Absence makes the heart grow
fonder.”” And then, there was that longer
quotation that Skyblue could never read
without tears in his eyes—it made him
laugh so much: “I love everything that’s
old; old friends, old times, old wine.”

“Wasn’t this place once a liquor saloon?”
Mr. Whipple had inquired.

“Oh, mercy!” Skyblue had parried.
“ Well, it’s like Clarice says: ¢ Good to for-
give, best to forget.’” He could have told
them many a jolly tale about this old place,
and the friends he had known here, when it
was still the Commodore. Those were the
good old days! Where were they now:
Bluetooth Emma, One DMitt Moriarty,
Preacher Smith, the Confidence Man; Curly
Lou, Solly Mock, the white Chink? The
place was full of ghosts. “ No,” Skyblue
resumed, “ I ain’t superstitious.”

It was Clarice who had furnished the
name for the store. This name was done
in blue and gold, with Gothic initials:

YE SUNSHINE SHOPPE.

“It is you who furnish the sunshine,”
Mr. Whipple had offered to Clarice on this,
his first tour of inspection.

Tears of gratitude were in the girl’s eyes.

But to Skyblue, who happened to be
glancing toward the street just then there
came a vision to recall one of those ghosts
he had just been thinking about. It was the
vision of a face pressed against one of the
front windows. How long it had been there
he didn’t know. He gave a quick glance to
see whether the others had noticed it. Ap-
parently they hadn’t. When he looked
again the face was gone. It had been a
woman’s face. But whose?

CHAPTER XI.
“ HELL HAS NO FURY—"

“ ¥ OOK at me again and take your time,”
the woman had said with bitter
cheerfulness.

“T gotcha the first time,” Skyblue hissed
through his beard. “ Keep your voice
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down.” Aloud he said: “ We're not quite
organised, sister. Now, this is a pretty
one.” And he held up a motto-card big
enough to conceal his own and the woman’s
face from Clarice and Mr. Whipple. “I
gotcha, Milwaukee,” he whispered with
cogent venom. ‘ But git out. Come back
to see me to-night—here—ten o’clock.”

During his conversation with the lady,
the bishop, in a loud and hearty voice, read
the couplet from Burns:

“ My love is like a red, red rose,
That'’s newly sprung in June.”

His memory hadn’t failed him. He had
known her even before she had won that
sobriquet of hers—when she was still plain
Milly Walker, that name the Bowery had
converted. She had been beautiful then.
There was even a trace of that beauty left
in her lean, dark face—a sense of beauty
conveyed chiefly, perhaps, by her burning
eyes.

“Like a ‘red, red rose,” Skyblue re-
peated with unction.

“ The big stiff!” she retorted in a whis-
per. Those burning eyes of hers had never
left C. Welliver Whipple except for one
baleful glance at the girl at his side. “I
thought I'd find him stringin’ a kid. I got
half a notion—”

Skyblue read a new motto: ‘Some
people are so fond of ill luck that they run
half way to meet it.”” Then this: “‘Be
silent and safe—silence never betrays
you.” ” On his own account he added softly
and swiftly: “Lam!”

Milwaukee lammed—meaning she went
away—Skyblue calling her sister and effu-
sively inviting her to come again.

There for a time as Skyblue sat alone
that evening in the back room of Ye Sun-
shine Shoppe he reflected pleasantly on the
text that ¢ Virtue is its own reward.” The
text, beautifully printed in red and black
letters on a blue field, framed and with a
glass over it, hung just over that door
through which oceans of beer had once
flowed from the barroom of the Com-
modoie to the customers who preferred the
privacy of this inner chamber.

And where were they now, these custo-
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mers? Skyblue asked himself. Some of 'em
up the river, in Sing Sing; some of ’em in
Matteawan, Joliet, Leavenworth, San
Quentin. Others had gone West by way of
Bellevue and the morgue. Yet others, even
less fortunate perhaps, still lingered on—
panhandlin’, flyin’ the banner, eatin’ out of
ashcans, glad to git a pad in a scratch-
house. .

“ And look at me,” Skyblue soliloquized
with justifiable pride; ¢ settin’ pretty, snug
and warm, friend of a millionaire, this here
virtue of mine sort of rewardin’ itself.”

He was half reclining in a large Morris
chair. There was a large electric heater at
his side, for the night had gone cold—one
of those windy, dust-ridden autumn nights
with winter already thumping at the door.
The contrast between outdoors and in
heightened the old gentleman’s sense of
well-being and rectitude until he could
imagine himself as a bishop in fact—lawn
sleeves, big church, choir singing hallelujah
for all it was worth.

He gave a start. He must have dozed.
That was the Salvation Army singing out
there. He blinked his eyes open, then dis-
covered that he must have forgotten to lock
the door. His visitor was standing in front
of him.

“ Hello, Milwaukee,” he greeted her.

“Just like old times,” she returned;
“slippin’ in through the ladies’ entrance
and findin’ you here.” She listened while
the salvationists reached a new pitch of
joyful song—* Can it be for Me?>—Can it
be for Me?”—* Gee, I feel punk,” she said,
dropping into a chair.

Skyblue watched her with a keen but
rather detached interest as she found a
cigarette and lighted it. ¢ Where you been
keepin’ yourself?” he asked.

She swallowed her smoke, then exhaled it
slowly as her eyes found his for a moment.
“I’ve been letting others do the keeping
for the last year or two,” she answered
cryptically. “ Those English judges are
fast workers. It’s a good thing for you,
bishop, that you helped me once when I
needed help, or I would’ve gone right up
to that fat stiff this afternoon and scratched
out his eyes.”

“ Well, well,” Skyblue murmured with
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polite interest. ““I sort of felt there was
somethin’ wrong.”

“ 71’1l say there was—and is,” the woman
replied. “ The last thing I promised
Johnnie when they sprung me was to look
up this C. Welliver Whipple person and
make him feel sorry.”

“ Riddles are sort of out of my line,” said
Skyblue.

“It was this way,” the former Milly
Walker stated complacently, resolved to
make herself clear. * I suppose you know
he’s the first man I ever got married to.”

T never knew that,” Skyblue confessed.

“ Neither did he,” said Milly, *“ until he
saw the papers he signed when he was
stewed. You know, he thought he was
double-crossing me, an innocent young girl;
and I just sort of double-crossed him—with
the aid of Preacher Smith. And I suppose
you know there was a baby in the case.”

“ Hisn?”

“ Hisn!” Milly replied with cool irony.
“ Also mine.”

“Yes, yes; and I begin to recollect—”

“ How he got me sent over the road the
first time,” Milly prompted the bishop’s
memory, ““ so’s he could get rid of me. It’s
like this last time, when he learned that
Johnnie and I were on the English boat
with some old securities that Johnnie
thought they’d forgot all about. It was
C. Welliver Whipple who cabled the tip to
Scotland Yard. They were waiting for us
when we landed.”

“ Well, well,” droned Skyblue. But for
the moment he was communing with him-
self. He came out of a reverie.

“ Milly,” he spoke up—* touchin’ on
that baby.”

Her throat swelled a little. There came
2 hint of moisture to her bright eyes. “I
lost track of him—”

“ A boy,” he mused.
he knew it was a boy?”

“ Sure!”

“T was hearin’ certain things about Mr.
Whipple the other night,” said Skyblue—
“ hearin’ ’em from a certain friend of mine
whose ma used to know a cook who was 2
friend of a man who used to take care of
Mr. Whipple’s house when Whipple himself
was away—"

“ And Whipple—
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The Army of Salvation had moved on
long ago. The heavy traffic of the Bowery
and Chatham Square shuttled back and
forth without rivalry now to its material
thunder. Even the lights of Chinatown were
going out, when Skyblue and the woman
who had been Milly Walker finally emerged
from the back room of Ye Sunshine Shoppe
and paused for a final word of farewell.

“Yes, you're right, Milly,” Skyblue ad-
mitted with gentle tolerance. “ It’s as you
say, they’re the bunk, those mottoes. But
now and then you sort of find one that hits
the nail on the head. You know, ¢ It’s a long
lane that has no turnin’,’ makin’ it different
from what that other motto says about the
worm.”

‘“ And T'll give you a motto you can send
to Whipple,” said the woman, still hard but
sufficiently pacified to smile. “ I ran across
it while I was doing time, and it reminded
me of him.”

“ Which was that?” inquired the bishop.

She quoted: “ ¢ Hell has no fury like a
woman scorned.” ”’

The bishop brooded over this as he rode
uptown. “I'm glad I never scorned none,”
was the current of his thought.

Late as it was, a wide-eyed baby jounced
in its mother’s arms and regarded him with
interest from across the aisle. Skyblue, im-
mersed in his thoughts though he was, made
playful signals to the infant. The child re-
called what he had heard about Milwau-
kee’s child—the little child she had aban-
doned before her first trip to prison. Well,
well, he might still live to do a little good
in the world. He felt virtuous, and virtue
brought with it a sure reward—the Good
Book said so.

He thought of this again as he let him-
self softly into the chaste hallway of the
Dewbody home. In the front room, which
had become his own, there was a pan of
chocolate standing ready on a little clec-
tric heater. There was an easy chair under
a floor lamp with the evening paper neatly
folded on its arm. And as if all this were
not enough, he saw that the ladies of the
house had been yet further thoughtful of
his comfort. On the paper lay a pair of soft
and heavy hand-knitted socks.

The bishop beamed.
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“I'm sincere, sweety,” Lil chided him.
“Let me read it. Honest, I didn’t know
you was a bookworm.” She could handle
men. “‘Let us crown ourselves with rose-
buds,’ ” she now read, with literary dis-
tinction, “‘before they be withered.””
Without pausing—without giving Bull a
chance to butt in, that is, she turned
smoothly with sour sweetness to Clarice,
and demanded: “ Who wrote that, deary—
did you?”

Clarice had just begun to color again
under the assault of the woman’s eyes—
such eyes as she had never seen in man or
woman; so brilliant, so lurking. Then
Clarice had uttered a httle cry—it was a
cry of delight. -

Dr. Amos Godie was standing in the
door.

Could it have been her dear old uncle
who had given her that short, sharp, shrill
whistle? She had seen him put his fingers
to his bearded lips. It was a peculiar whis-
tle. It was not very loud, yet it had sound-
ed keen, unmistakable, through all the rum-
ble of the Bowery. It was a sound that

had unmistakably startled both Bull Tucker

and the Jersey Lil.

Clarice roticed all this, but only fleet-
ingly—something to be as fleetingly for-
gotten. She was so glad to see the dear
old gentleman—* all that she had of kith
or kin,” as he himself always said—that she
could have swooned in his arms.

“ Oh, uncle darling,” she had whispered,
“I'm so glad to see you!” She had seized
both of his hands, bent closer toward him.
“There are a couple of customers here I
don’t quite understand.”

Skyblue tweaked her ear, beamed down
at her. But he was all dignity and benevo-
lence as he raised his face and looked at
those customers to whom Clarice had re-
ferred.

“ Excuse me,” he said; “I thought my
niece was alone.” He advanced as toward
strangers, then paused, now looking at Bull
Tucker. “ Ain’t you—" he began, but
broke off. ‘ Why, bless my eyes, of course
you are! You’re Martha Tucker’s boy, who
used to do chores for me when I had that
church in Paterson.”

“ Yes, sir,” Bull admitted. He knew now
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that he’d been playing with dynamite.
Nothing less could have led the bishop to
have sounded that ancient danger signal of
the underworld.

Other things may have passed between
Bull and the bishop as the elder now, with

-fond cordiality, put out his hand. It was

a hand, Bull may have reflected, that had
“ done things ”’ to better men than himself
before he, Bull, had ever been born.

Skyblue now turned to the Jersey Lil, to
whom he had fed gumdrops when she was
a grimy babe in Cherry Street.

“I don’t quite place you,” he began
gently.

But she also was wise. “Mr. Tucker
told me you wanted a clerk,” she said;
“but as I see that the position is already
oc\cupied, why, I guess I'll be going.”

‘“ Hold on,” said the bishop. “ You look
like an honest girl. What did you say your
name was?”

*“Lily Smith,” she answered. “ I've got
good references.”

“ Well, well,” said the good old man, rub-
bing his hands; “ you come into my office,
both of you, and Ill see what I can do fer
you.”

They were just starting for the back
room—once so familiar to all of them and
destined to become so again—when they
were brought about by a cheery hail from
the street door.

It was Doc. He had been there all the
time. It was he, in fact, who had seen Sky-
blue approaching the shop and given him
the tip to hurry. The Doc had recognized
at the first glance the damsel he had ad-
mired that day when he was beating it from
his dental offices, leaving—as he had then
believed—the bishop and this girl to their
fate.

Doc had become an ardent believer in
Skyblue’s luck. Like any gambler, he was
willing to ride Good Luck “hosesoever it
was, He sort of felt that he was being left
out of the party now, as he saw Skyblue
Bull, and the Jersey Lil starting for the
back room.

“T was just sort of strolling past,” he
announced in loud, clear tones.

“ Why, doctor"’ cried Skyblue, rushing
toward Doc as toward one who has not been
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“ Certainly. Come in,” the major invited,
motioning to a camp chair which the Indian
accepted with ease. There followed a short
silence, broken by the Indian.

“1 arrived at my father’s village this
morning and learned of the trouble con-
cerning the land. I have been educated by
the government in order that I might better
serve my people. If possible, I want to
help you adjust matters peaceably.”

“1 doubt if there is anything we can do.”
the officer replied, anxious to show his ap-
preciation of the offer. ‘T talked to your
father yesterday and he says the Indians
are determined to hold the land. I have
orders to move them back across the
Cimarron, but have wired for reinforce-
ments before taking any action. I want to
avoid any trouble if possible.”

“1, too, have talked with my father. He
is willing to give up the land, but my people
are not. And they have the support of the
other tribes gathered here for the annual
games. I realize that it will be better for
my people to move beyond the river, which
forms a natural boundary that is not always
so easily crossed. But it is hard to make
them see that.”

“The only persons who can make them
see that are men like yourself, who realize
what is best for the Indians in the long
run,” the major replied. “ You may be
assured of my fullest support in anything
you can do to solve the difficulty.”

Rushing Wind thanked the officer for the
promise as he arose. He talked a few
minutes longer about the contests which he
had come to take part in, then stepped from
the tent. Major Porter, standing in the
doorway, watched him swing lightly to the
back of a great black horse and gallop off
toward the village.

The visit pleased the major. It showed
the good coming from the efforts of the
government to educate the younger Indians,
and it meant that as more and more such
young men as Rushing Wind spread their
influence the Indians would gradually be-
come part of the white man’s civilization,
instead of spending dissatisfied lives on the
reservations. He kept thinking of that
until he fell asleep that night.

There was considerable excitement in the
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camp the next morning, due to the fact that
the troopers were keenly interested in the
contests. By afternoon most of the soldiers
were at the Indian village, many taking
part in the affair.

Usually the troopers lost, because it is
hard to beat an Indian at his native sports.
But there was one exception, Mercury
Miller was upholding his reputation in every
contest he entered. When the short-
legged trooper returned to camp that night
with an armload of trophies he grinned at
the major and said:

“ Ah’'m sho’ goin’ good, majah! Ah've
won every race Ah’'ve bin in. Ah’m all set
to meet their champeen to-morrow; a
fellow they call Rushing Wind.”

“ Rushing Wind!” and the major sud-
denly recalled the name of his visitor. * Is
he much of a runner?”

‘“ He sho’ is, majah. He’s a Carlisle man,
with a great track record. He’s run away
from all the other Indians, and Ah’'m to
meet him in a big match race to-morrow.
The boys are sho’ gonna win some jack on
me.”

< Well, better not bet too much. Carlisle

turns out some mighty fine athletes,” the
officer cautioned. “I have an idea that
Rushing Wind can run pretty fast.”

“That won’t help him none when he
meets me, majah. Ah’m gonna’ show him
how to-fly,” and with another grin Miller
saluted and hurried toward his tent.

III.

THE contests were to end with the match
race between the Indian champion and the
black soldier, and it was clear to the major
that the day was to be one of interest when
he stepped from his tent the next morning.
The Indian encampment was already astir,
while the troopers were hurrying through
the work of caring for their horses in order
to get away as quickly as possible.

The final horse races were held during the
forenoon, but the soldiers took no part in
these because the cavalry horses, as a rule,
outclassed the Indian ponies. In the after-
noon came the wrestling contests and
matches with bows and arrows. As the time
for the big race drew near the major and
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Captain Brooks rode to the village to watch
the contest.

Miller was the first contestant to appear,
dressed only in running trunks and track
shoes. Even at that distance the major
could read the grin of confidence on the
negro’s face as he stood talking with several
soldier companions.

When Rushing Wind, in loin-cloth and
moccasins, stepped from a lodge the major
gazed at him a moment in silent admiration.
The young Comanche looked like a bronze
statue, while the muscles rippled back and
forth under the coppery skin each time he
moved. Noticing him, Captain Brooks
said:

“1 hope the boys haven't bet all their
money, major. Mercury is up against a
real race this time.”

“That's what I think,” the major agreed,
then turned as he noticed a number of old
Indians walking sedately through the
village. ,

These were the head chiefs of the tribes,
and each wore a white buffalo robe about
his shoulders. With a dignity befitting their
rank they seated themselves in a circle near
. the point from which the race was to start.

The Indian lacks the executive ability of
the white man, and there was some con-
fusion about starting. The race, like the
others of the meet, was to be up the river
to the lone tree and back to the starting
point. A young Kiowa warrior was finally
selected as the starter, and as his arm
dropped in a signal Rushing Wind and
Mercury Miller shot forward.

As the runners passed the two white of-
ficers the major saw that Miller was losing
no time in getting under way. The trooper’s
short legs were flashing like the spokes of
a fast moving wheel, while the Indian, tak-
ing much longer strides, kept a short
distance behind him.

The major’s sympathies were with Miller,
because the negro was one of his *“ boys,”
but he really had little hope of seeing him
win. Rushing Wind was running with the
long, easy stride of the Indian, and the
major was certain that in the end he would
flash past his antagonist to victory.

The turning point brought no change in
position. Miller reached it first, and, with
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one hand on the trunk, whirled around it
and started back ten yards in the lead. As
the runners entered the back stretch there
was a roar from the spectators, the troopers
shouting for Miller while the shrill war-
whoops of a half dozen Indian nations en-
couraged Rushing Wind.

Five hundred yards from the finish line
Rushing Wind showed a burst of speed and
began to gain. Foot by foot he crept up
until it seemed to the major that defeat for
the trooper was certain. But Mercury
Miller had earned his reputation, and he
had the courage to match his speed. As
the Indian forged up beside him the negro
crouched lower to the ground in a terrific
sprint that carried him over the finish line
winner by a yard.

A riot of sound came from the negro
troopers as the race ended. Campaign hats
were thrown into the air, and the wildly
shouting troopers pounded one another on
the back from pure joy. Miller, almost in
a state of collapse from his whirlwind finish,
was lifted to the shoulders of his com-
panions and carried through the village.

Everywhere the soldiers were collecting
bets, blankets, moccasins, and even Indian
ponies passing into their hands. The major
called a lanky first sergeant and ordered
him to keep a sharp watch for any outbreak
of trouble, then rode to the camp.

The Indian celebration was to end in a
series of tribal dances and a great feast in
the village that night, and the major granted
the plea of his men that they be given
passes until midnight. Immediately after
retreat the troopers began setting out for
the village.

The major always rose at reveille. He
had just stepped to the door of his tent the
next morning when the top sergeant ap-
peared and, saluting stiffly, said: “ Sir, I
have to report that Private Miller has lost
his horse, and the corporal of the guard re-
ports that he didn’t reach camp until two
o'clock.”

The major instructed that Miller report
to him after breakfast, as something else
drew his attention. The entire Indian
village had disappeared, except for several
dozen lodges that had been set up on the
south bank of the river.
























WHAT IS THE COST?

“ If that mango perishes, how then can /
exist after my soul has fled?”

“You will be possessed of another.”

“1 cannot understand that,” said the
Englishman in great perplexity.

“ Why not? If you believe in transmig-
ration, if you believe that your soul may go
into the body of another man—why then
cannot the soul of some other man take
possession of your body?”

The Englishman scratched his thin hair.
His lips weakened and trembled, the light
of his countenance went out. He was again
hideous in the misery of his ignorance.

“You mean, O swami,” he said finally
with great torture of spirit, ¢ that my soul
may go into another man’s body, and his
soul come into mine—w#kile we are yet
alive!”

“ Such a thing has come to pass before
this,” said the swami, not without certitude.
“For it is written that once the spirit of a
Toda goat herd passed into the body of the
Rajah of Combitoor.”

But for the first time the Englishman
lost his faith in the great swami’s teachings
and laughed him to scorn, saying: “ This is
all Hindu rubbish. It is not so written in
the religions of “civilized people—but only
in your Dravidian religions—and believed
in by your devil-worshipers. Such is the
belief of a Toda—who is no more than a
savage.”’

And the swami was wroth, but he gave a
quiet answer: “ Can you forget that in the
religion of your English countrymen it is
taught that ¢ a man may be born again?’”

“Yes, but this idea of a rajah—parti-
cularly Combitoor himself—becoming a
Toda goat herd?”

“Is it not written in your book that
King Herod became as a beast of the field
and went forth to graze upon grass?”

“T do remember something of that sort,”
the Englishman said, with a shrug.

“ And I have heard travelers say that in
the New World beyond England there are
tribes of savages whose swamis are called
witch doctors. And it is said these witch
doctors have—in very rare instances, of
course—been known to change themselves
successivély into a bear, then into a mole,
then into a snake.”
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“Yes, I have heard that, too—in the old
days at Oxford when I was a student of
such things.”

“ Then why is it so incredible that a man
may change himself into another man?
Particularly when it is proclaimed as a truth
in all religions from savagery to Christian-
ity, yea even in the true religion which
declare?” ‘

Partially convinced, the renegade Eng-
lishman thought for awhile. Then sud-
denly, as if some inspiration had fired him,
he turned his face toward the mahatma.

The venerable sage looked down upon
that hideous visage, upon those red, bleared
eyes, those betel-blackened teeth, that
stained mouth, those drawn parchment
cheeks—and a light was reflected upon it
again, as if with the beams of a lamp.

“Mahatma!” the Englishman cried.
“ How can I change myself to another man?
Give me a new soul! Let me become some
one else!”

“Tt can be done.”

The Englishman, misinterpreting the
swami’s deliberate attitude, jingled the bag
of rupees before him. ¢ Take this, O swami,
and give me a greater, a more courageous
soul! Let it be—in the manner you have
nominated—before death! For I am afraid

to die! I want to live. I want to be born
again. I want to be another man!”
“If you will barter your soul for

another’s,” said the swami, “ how do you
know that you will be the better off?”

“ There is not much doubt about that!”
the Englishman answered. ¢ Whoever swaps
his soul for mine is going to get the worst
of the bargain!”

The swami smiled—a venerable, indul-
gent smile which made his deep black eyes’
glitter. The patness of the Englishman’s
remark did not escape him. Shrake was no
longer a man, but a husk. He was a
semblance of a man such as one might put
in a rice field upon a stick to frighten away
the crows.

“ Mahatma,” he cried. “ Can you—awill
you perform this miracle? Give me another
soul!”

“TI can perform it. I have in the past
changed a man so that he was born again.”

Indeed this power was known to belong
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“ But in payment for this risk I take—"
the renegade began.

“ Ah, ves, even so!” the marquis said.
“One good turn deserves another.” Which
is an Englishman’s quaint way of saying
what we Hindus often say: “ The bandy
goes in the boat and the boat in the bandy.”

“ By that vou mean to make me pro-
mises?” the miserable Shrake asked, wiping
his nose with his hand, and sucking in the
red blood of the betel which was driveling
from his mouth.

“ No promises,” the marquis said angrily,
“but payment in rupees. Name your
price.”

“What do I want of rupees?” Shrake ex-
claimed in scom. “ What good is it if the
etti fruits or the avaricious prosper? I am
a heap of filth.”

“If vou do not want money, what do you
want?” the marquis asked impatiently.

“I want a new soul!” Shrake cried with
a throat-tearing cry.

The marquis laughed, holding his sides.
“ A rather extortionate price to ask,” he
guffawed.

‘ A pew soul!” the wretched man wailed.
¢ Mine has been dragged in the mire until
it is black! And now this new stain which
you are bidding me besmirch it with! What
will it be worth—a cowrie shell—a heap
of carrion—a thing that rots and smells to
Heaven! I shall not do this thing for all
the rupees in India! No, by Heaven'”

The marquis was perplexed. Had he
judged his man wrongly? It was a dangerous
thing to broach this subject of murder and
then be refused.

“ Look here, my man,” the marquis said
tolerantly. “ Just what do vou mean? I
am asking vou to do a dangerous thing.
That I know. And I am willing to pay.
‘If I cannot pay in rupees—what other com-
modity?”’

‘A new soul!” Shrake Sahib cried again
with tortured vehemence.

The .marquis, thinking the man crazed
with hashish, spoke still more softly, and
as if to humor him.

“1 want to give you what you ask, my
man, But, look here, I am not a dealer in
that sort of merchandise. How can I give
you a new soul? What nonsense!”

4 A

529

“ How—you ask me how?”

The marquis saw the strange flames in
the renegade’s sunken eyes, and he was
afraid. He realized that he had done wrong
in picking this man. The fellow was too far
gone to be trusted—even with the foulest
of business, He must be humored. For if
he were crossed there was no telling what
he would do. Most certainly he would
proclaim the incident from the housetops,
and the marquis would be shamed forever.

“ Come now,” he said. “ Pull yourself
together. Tell me what you want. I see
vou have some squeamishness about the
guilt of this thing. But, look here, I my-
self will take all the guilt!”

“Very good. But it must be more than
the mere promise of vour lips. Your prom-
ise is no more good to me than a dumb
man’s dream which perishes in the mom-
ing.”

“ How then can I take the guilt>” the
marquis asked in great perplexity.

“ By exchanging your soul for minel!”
Shrake cried triumphantly.

Again the marquis laughed. For such
words meant nothing to him. They were
the gibbering of a hashish fiend—the chat-
tering of a bird in a banyan tree.

But to humor him the marquis said:

“ I would gladly give my soul to you in
exchange for yours; but it seems to me it
would be a rather difficult operation.”

Then said Shrake: “ It can be done.”

And the other smiled indulgently: * Oh,
ves, I suppose so.”

And Shrake swore by his particular god.
Whereat the other’s smile turned to a
laugh.

“How can it be done?” the marquis
asked, wisely continuing to humor the man.

“ It is a miracle that is not unknown in
this country,” said Shrake.

* Oh, ves, perhaps these damned Hindus
can pretend to do that sort of thing,” the
marquis said, still chuckling.

“There is a swami living on a hill—
not so far from your compound,” went on
Shrake. “ And it is said that he can take
the soul from one man’s body and house it
in another’s.”

“Quite extraordinary,”
scornful marquis.

laughed the






WHAT 1S THE COST?

“T want nothing more than a light from
your cheroot.”

And the other said:

“1 cannot refuse you, for I see that
you are a white man. At first I thought
you were an East Indian. But you speak
as an Englishman of breeding—and not
as an East Indian speaking chi-chi-bat.”

So they passed a light one from the
other, leaning across the saddles. But when
the smoke went up from the cheroot in
Shrake’s mouth he did not draw his horse
away, but sat as if he had not yet kindled
the light.

And the hapless tea-planter said:

*“ Look here, my man, vou have a light,
have you not? Do vou propose to puff at
my light all evening?”

Whereat Shrake Sahib said in a voice
which struck terror into my heart: My
friend, I will puff until there is no more
life left in this cheroot.”

And the other drew back: but he found
that Shrake had put one hand upon the
bridle of his horse.

And Shrake Sahib said: “Is it possible
you mistook me for an East Indian, when
I am a man educated at Oxford, and of
noble blood?”

Whereat the other was wroth, and re-
plied: ** You are indeed a desperate-look-
ing man an unshaven, and with betel juice
upon vour chin. Why should I think you
are of noble English blood? It is a natural
mistake, and I am not to be blamed. But
to avoid a scene between two Englishmen
I will gladly ask vour forgiveness.”

But the murderous Shrake would not
take this apology, and instead he gave
answer: “Is it possible that you ask my
forgiveness when you despise my betel-
stained chin?”

And this time his victim held his peace,
for he was sore afraid.

Whereat Shrake Sahib went on smilingly:
“Look well upon my hideous countenance
then, my friend! Peer into my eyes, dwell
upon the color of my chin, the filth of my
temples, the stain of my lips! For I am
built in the image of God—as all men are!”

Then did he run his hand down the bridle
of the man’s horse till he laid hold of the
white jacket the man wore.
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‘““ Look well upon me—upon this human
countenance before you, my friend. The
noblest of all pictures—a human face,
molded in the image of God Himself! For
it is the last human face you will see upon
this earth!”

Then did he draw a knife and plunge it
into the belly of his victim, so that the
white jacket turned red. And he twisted
the knife as a man will twist the tail of his
oxen to speed his journey. Thus did Shrake
Sahib speed the journey of this hapless tea-
planter toward eternity.

And the tea-planter groaned and clutched
at his red jacket and alighted slowly from
his horse and sank to the dry-caked river
mud.

And he was no more. :

Then did Shrake Sahib gather the reins
of his own horse and ride at a gallop
toward the approaching night.

And I myself took up a bamboo stick and
drove my buffaloes from that abhorrent
place.

But the next morning I returned and, lo,
I saw certain robbers who are brethren of a
noble caste divesting the carcass of such as
might prove of value. And it was because
of that deed of thieverv that one of the
robbers was apprehended and hanged in
Shrake’s stead.

And, behold, the carcass that I saw lying
on the caked mud that morning was a foul
thing, and the robbers soon left it. And the
green-bellied flies came and buzzed loudly.
And a bird of carrion came and gorged it-
self, and I held my nose and went away.

“And let me be damned until the seventh
generation if every word that I have said is
not true.

Now I have cause to believe that all this
that the Toda herdsman narrated to me was
the truth. But the solicitors in Madras
proved that he could not see, and that the
hour was late, and by this quip and that
they freed Shrake Sahib from all blame.
And there is not an Englishman in India
to-day who believes that Shrake was guilty.

Indeed the history of Shrake from that
day on is one that is comprehensible only
to the Hindu mind, for it is a history of
spiritual things—and not of material




































KIDNAPED BY REQUEST.

the English and the Russians to get a foot-
hold would result in our downfall. One who
came as the guest of my sovereign would
find herself in a fairyland, a land of roses
and wine, of milk and honey, a land of
laughing, happy people, and palaces en-
crusted with precious stones. Doesn’t it
make you want to go there?”

¢ Tt sounds fascinating under this moon.”

“ Miss Wescott, you would be an orna-
ment to Cashore. You were meant to wear
the beautiful female costume of our country
and inhabit a Persian palace.”

“T like this pretty well. An American
girl has a freedom that your women can
never have. Don’t you keep them in
harems like the Turks?”

“ The Beliganistans are not Turks. Turks
are Tartars. They came from the plains of
Central Asia. My people are the same race
as your own, sprung from a Nordic stock.
Blue eyes and blond hair are common in
Cashore.”

“ But you are Mohammedans. You pray
to Allah, and you have several wives, and
you have harems, haven’t you?”

“In Cashore I conform to the prevailing
faith, but of course I am not really a Mo-
hammedan. I am unmarried, and if I had a
wife like you I assure you I would never
yearn for more. You would lead a happy
life as my bride in Cashore.”

‘ Prince, are you by any chance propos-
ing to me?” asked Sally in wide-eyed
wonder. Inwardly she was laughing.

“Why not? Are you not lovely? Do
I not desire you? Am I not a prince and
are you not as highborn a lady as an Ame-
rican can be?”

“ Indeed!” snapped Sally. “ From your
standpoint I am not really a lady; you
have admitted it. It would be a misalliance
you are suggesting, prince. I am sure when
you got back to Cashore you would regret
it. You might think I wasn’t fitted to be
a wife. T am not interested in morganatic
marriages.”

“ You misunderstand me, my dear lady.
You forget I am almost an American, a
graduate of one of your colleges. I respect
and esteem you. I consider you a very
great lady.”

“Well, I am not going to marry you,
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prince. You are very charming, but it is
my intention to marry an American and
help him make his way in the world.”

“You do not know me very well,” said
the prince, mildly. “ When you do you
will perhaps change your mind.”

“I doubt it.”

" You will permit me to hope?”

“T can’t stop you.”

“ Thank you.” The prince bowed from
the waist.

“Let’s go in,” suggested Sally. ¢ The
moon has gone behind a cloud. Father will
enjoy smoking a cigar with you.” _

“1 am afraid he will have to forego the
pleasure. Your father is an estimable gentle-
man, but he bores me. I hope you will not
tell him, however.”

“I wouldn’t hurt dad for the world. But
in your country doesn’t a guest owe some
consideration to his host?”

‘ When the guest is a prince he does his
host sufficient honor by accepting his
hospitality.”

“You hate yourself, don’t you?” mur-
mured Sally to his departing back.

CHAPTER VIII.
THE MEETING AT THE MAMMOUTH.

RIDAY afternoon Prince Ali requested
of Mr. Wescott the use of his car and
chauffeur at seven in the evening. Of

course the request was granted. He offered
no explanation of where he was going or
why, and no questions were asked. James,
the footman, conveyed the message to the
Wescott chauffeur and did not fail to tele-
phone to his confreres in the village and to
his master in New York.

Accompanied by his secretary, and one
of his personal attendants, Ali set out. The
four soldiers were brought into the house
and placed in the prince’s suite, with the
explanation that there were belongings of
great value which it was necessary to guard.
The presence under his roof of the men with
four killings on their hands did not make
Wescott feel particularly easy. Sally was
frankly scared. However, they need not
have worried; the Beliganistans did nothing
without orders.
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At the same time Frank and Aaron were
making their preparations for the meeting
at the Mammouth. Goldstein was of a
dark, sharp-featured type, whose hair had
already climbed up his forehead though he
was not yet thirty. A little powder shaken
into it above the ears and he might have
been any age. They had discarded the
idea of carrying weapons, because Frank
knew that he would not shoot first, while
the Beliganistans killed when they fired.
Goldstein had a racial dislike of lethal in-
struments. He thought his wits were better.

“If we poke our noses into this man’s
rooms, and he happens to have evil inten-
tions, we haven’t a chance anyway. If we
had any sense we wouldn’t go at all. But
-since we are both crazy we must just take
a chance that he needs us in his business,
- and we are, therefore, going to be allowed
to live, for awhile anyway.”

At exactly ten o’clock they presented
themselves at the hotel to ask for Joseph
Latora.  The telephone operator called and
was told to send up the gentleman. -

“Suite D on the third floor,” informed
the clerk. ¢ Right opposite the elevators.”

In a moment they were ringing the bell
of the apartment. The door swung open.

“ Come right in,” called the prince from
an inner room.  As they passed through the
short hallway each was seized from behind
and his arms pinioned. Hands ran over
their bodies. tapping their belts and hip
pockets. Then they were released.

“You will pardon my necessary precau-
tions,” apologized Ali as theyv entered the
room. “My poor life is valuable to my
country. Knowing vour character I had to
make sure that you carried no weapons.”

“I am never armed,” said Goldstein
coolly. “ T undertake no dangerous work
personally. Nevertheless I have a long and
powerful arm.”

*“Quite so. Please take seats.
offer you some refreshment?”

“ You will excuse me,” replied Goldstein.
“1 never touch food or drink when on
business.”

“ Perhaps you are wise.” He turned to
Frank. “ Young man, I thank you for
bringing your chief. You may now retire to
the hotel lobby.”
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Goldstein concealed a quake. He had
not expected to be left alone with the rather
terrifying Beliganistan.

“You can speak freely before this man,”
he ventured. “ He will be necessary to this
business; he is very intelligent, and his sug-
gestions may be valuable.”

‘“Then T judged rightly when I assumed
he was an important member of your com-
pany the other day.”

“ He is my field commander.”

“You are a Hebrew; are you not?”

“Yes, your highness.”

“ 1 understand why you are the chief of
the New York criminals. With his six
thousand years of civilization the Jew is the
most astute of men. When he turns crimi-
nal he is most skillful of all. May I ask you
to give me some details of your organization
here?”

“I do not think it would be wise as yet.”

The prince nodded. “I do not blame
vou for your discretion, but I must know
how powerful you are hefore I can entrust
you with the enterprise I have in mind.”

“ And what is your enterprise, prince>”

The prince bit his lip. “Will you
answer this: How many men do you
control ?”

Goldstein thought quickly. “I can mani-
pulate some five hundred men. Most of
them do not know who they are working
for. I have a semi-military organization,
generals, captains, non-commissioned of-
ficers.”

“Why did you not send more men to
capture my treasure?”’

“T made a grave error in not doing so,
but my captain in charge made a more
serious one. He was told to shoot everybody
but the chauffeur without warning.
Foolishly he tried to secure the chest with-
out killing. He feared the gallows, and
met death by a bullet.”

“Such things will happen,” said the
prince sympathetically. “I am sure you
will not make such a mistake again.”

“If he has a dictaphone hidden in the
place I'm going to the electric chair for
what I’ve just said.” This thought flashed
through Goldstein’s mind, but his face was
cold and impassive. Frank was lost in
wonder at his sang-froid,
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Miss Black there half the battle would be
over. Couldn’t you get the Wescotts to
invite her to this big house party they are

giving to meet you?”

“ The Wescotts do not know her.”

“ That doesn’t make any difference. S’ou
ask them to invite her. Fannie Black will
jump at the invitation. Catch her press
agent letting a chance to slip her into
society and hobnob with royalty get by.”

“ This press agent. Is he her lover?”

“T never knew a press agent who loved
his star, but he advises her in regard to pub-
licity. You can depend that she will be
there if she is invited.”

“Very well. The house party assembles
a week from to-day.”

“If you will pardon me,” put in Frank,
“ we ought to have some one in the house
to keep in touch with the prince. The Wes-
cotts know me and they will suspect noth-
ing if I am there. Supposing your highness
engages me as a personal chauffeur or as-
sistant secretary. Then I can straighten out
any difficulty which may come up.”

“That is an excellent idea,” said the
prince. “ Come to-morrow. Report to me.
T'll explain your presence. And now, my
master thief, what is your name?”

 Morris Wertberg is the name by which
I am known to a chosen few.”

“ Excellent. I shall have the yacht in
New York by Friday. Your lieutenant will
keep me informed of your plans.”

He clapped his hands. His secretary en-
tered. The prince handed him a check.
“ Get the package from the office safe.”

In a few minutes he returned to hand
a small parcel to his superior. The prince
unwrapped it, and removed a ruby as big
as a marble from the box.

“ Here is a trifle by which you may re-
member this interview.”

Frank gazed at the big, blood-red thing
with admiration. Aaron inspected it care-
fully. Then he handed it back to the
prince.

“If your brass chest is full of such
things, I do not want it,” he stated.

“ What is the matter?”

“Not a ruby,” he said laconically.

The prince laughed gleefully. ¢ Corract,
my man. I congratulate you on your judg-
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ment. This was a test and you have
passed it. Here is the real stone.”

He produced a second, slightly smaller
than the first. This one Goldstein also ex-
amined and then pocketed.

“In case Fannie Black should refuse the
invitation we shall use other methods, but
she will not refuse.”

The prince rose to close the interview.
The visitors bowed and departed. They
spoke no word until they were safely out
of the hotel.

* Can you beat that?” demanded Gold-
stein as they strolled along Fifth Avenue.
‘“ Fannie Black is to be a queen.” He
chuckled enjoyably.

“Of all the diabolical plots!” exclaimed
Frank. * Imagine turning the poor girl over
to that old fiend of a sultan.”

“ What a blow to art,” grinned Goldstein.
“But I would be sorry for the sultan.”

“ What do you mean?”

“I know Fannie Black. I knew her be-
fore she went into the movies. You know
they have built up a whole mythical biog-
raphy about her, but when I was a little
boy on the East Side, Fannie Black used
to play with me. Her name was Sadie
Lipkowsky.”

“You are crazy. Iannie Black comes
from an old English family. One of her
ancestors was an early Victorian novelist.”

“That’s part of the bunk.”

“ And she’s a blonde.”

“ Peroxide is cheap. She used to be a
brunette. And, oi, what a disposition. She
wouldn’t remember me, but I’ll always re-
member her.”

“ How did you know it wasn’t a ruby
he offered you?”

“ I once worked for a jewelry sharp. He
was a fence, a receiver of stolen goods on
Eighth Avenue.”

“ Tt made a hit with the prince and may-
be saved our lives. If he had found out we
were fakers we would have been put out of
business in short order.”

“ That fellow is a bad actor, all right,
but I'm not so much afraid of him. In his
own country he would be terrible, but over
here he is up against it. You see, he was
told to get Fannie and get her quick. He
hasn’t any idea how to go about it. He is
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who had held back the first rabble. Now
his foreign speech was interspersed with
fluent English. He was evidently a leader
in the neighborhood, for the fighting slowed
down as he approached.

“You're in wrong, fellow,” he whispered
as he reached Bentleigh’s side. ¢ The skirt
ain’t here. Il take ye to her. Beat it
quick. The cops’ll be here'n a second.”

They forced their way to the street to a
chorus of demands for “ police” in many
tongues. A few followed them, but held
back under the tongue-lashing of his guide,
and the two were alone when they swung
around the corner.

A few steps down the block they turned
into an alley that led back to the rear of the
new building-construction where once had
stood the Mammoth Cave. A single light
peopled the alley with fearsome shadows
and crowded the cavernous new cellar with
hobgoblins.

Where a bit of temporary flooring
stretched over the girders his guide stepped
aside.

“In there, bo.
he whispered.

But Bentleigh had been watching the
fellow with the eyes of a cat. He dodged
just as the blackjack hissed through the
space where his head had been. He caught
the fellow’s wrist in a jiu-jitsu grip and the
weapon fell to the planking. There was
lurid flow of whispered profanity.

“ Cheese it!” the fellow groaned. “I'm
on the level, I tell ye.”

“ That looks like it!” sneered Bentleigh,
poking the blackjack with his toe.

“ Aw, I thought ye was goin’ to jump me.
T'll bring the girl to ye, so help me Gawd.”

“ Do it double quick or I'll break every
bone in your body. Take me to her.”

“ Listen. I can’t do that. I didn’t swipe
her. 1 gotta square the gang that’s got her.
Give me enough coin an’ I'll do it. You’ll
never see her again if ye don’t, an’ do it
quick.”

“ Prove you'’re on the level and bring me
to the girl and if she’s safe I'll give you
anything I've got in the world. Other-
wise—"'

He was interrupted by a creaking plank.
A massive form slid out from behind a

I’ll bring the skirt to ye,”
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girder. A ham-like hand fell on the collar
of the young man and wrenched him out of
Bentleigh’s grasp. The other hand of the
newcomer thrust a competent-looking re-
volver under the nose of this prisoner.

“As ye were, young feller, me lad,” the
newcomer rumbled, swiftly searching the
fellow’s pockets for weapons and confiscat-
ing an automatic.

Then he gave him a thrust that sent him
staggering off the planking.

“On yer way about yer nefarious busi-
ness. Barney the Cop’ll gather ye in
prisently. I just told him ye started the row
round in the street to-night.”

The young man slunk away and the big
fellow turned a grim face on Bentleigh, who
stood uncertain whether this was friend or
foe.

“So you’re Bentleigh!” announced this
strange person astoundingly.

Bentleigh was recovering his dignity.

“ That happens to be my first name. I
don’t know how you know it or who you
are.”

“ Me? Oh, I'm the feller that kidnaped
the young lady.”

Bentleigh started forward with clenched
fists. But the big revolver was still in
evidence.

“ Aisy, boy, aisy! Ye ask how I know
yer Bentleigh? Well when the young lady
was tackled on the street to-night by this
young gentleman we just dismissed she sings
out ‘ Bentleigh! Bentleigh! Help!” Ye
didn’t happen to be on time, Bentleigh, me
boy, an’ I was. So I got the gurl.”

“If anything’s happened to her youll
pay for it, big as you are, gun or no gun,”
Bentleigh retorted angrily.

“Well spoken, me lad. Well, we’ll go
see what’s happened to the lady an’ mebbe
we can fix up that ransom money peaceable
like.”

Full of suspicion and mystification Bent-
leigh again followed a guide who promised
to take him to the elusive Sally. He was
expecting signs of treachery at every step.

There was nothing furtive about the
actions of this kidnaper. Was he the arch-
crook of the section Bentleigh wondered?
He had so easily *vanquished the other who
had seemed to hold leadership.
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Silence pervaded the room then. Shifty
felt that it was no longer possible for him
to conceal his mounting rage. So he
hunched back in the chair and lapsed into
moody quiet.

Presently he heard a sound which struck
his ears like the dull clanking of a heavy
chain. And swiftly, before he had time to
think or to raise himself out of the chair,
something cold and hard descended around
his neck. It was icy cold and gave him
a violent start. He heard the snapping
of something which sounded like a heavy
padlock. Then there was silence again.
Shifty knew that he couldn’t stand up with
his legs bound so firmly; he would only
fall over on his face, and he disliked to
create such an embarrassing spectacle for
the eyes of the girl whom he instinctively
felt was regarding him.

“ Good night, prince,” he heard her say
suddenly. And he felt the thrilling touch
of her hand on his cheek again. “T hope
you sleep well—I'll run in and take break-
fast with you.”

That was all. He heard the swift patter
of feet over a board floor; the sound of a
door closing. Then silence, deep and full
of inexpressible meaning.

The sudden touch of another hand at
his feet: the loosening of the ropes. In an
instant he was free at the ankles. The
hands came up behind his back with incred-
ible swiftness and unfastened the rope there.
He fiung both hands out before him, jerking
them up and down to start the circulation.

The hands were hurriedly unfastening the
bandage about his eyes. It slipped away
and fell into his lap. A glare of blinding
light struck him. He closed his eyes; then
opened them, trying to grow accustomed to
the brilliancy of the lights in the tiny room.

He leaped from the chair with a cry like
that of an enraged wolf; both hands shot
out in an effort to grip the tall, thin man
who wore the attire of a butler. But witha
single bound, the man flung himself back-
ward, and to Shifty’s amazement, he was

E brought up short with a painful jerk at his

throat. He reached up and his fingers
closed over a heavy log chain, which was
padlocked round his neck. His eyes, as-
tonished, glaring, furious, followed the
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length of the chain. It was fastened to a
large green rowboat in one corner of the
room with another big padlock. In one
brief glance he catalogued everything in the
room. It was a boathouse. He had been
chained up, like a dog, in a boathouse!

He swung round and stared with malevo-
lent eyes at the man across the room. He
had calmly dropped down into a chair and
was smoking a cigar, seated beside a little
table, which had a tray upon it filled with
food and a pot of steaming coffee. He was
a droll looking old fellow with a bald head
and a slightly red nose and possessed a
great dignity which seemed never to be
ruffled. He sat looking back at Shifty with
eyes which expressed nothing, told nothing.
And he was safely out of the enraged young
man’s iron fists—at a distance where Shifty
could not reach him, for the chain would
not permit him to go-that far.

The man rose and nodded to the table.

“ A late supper is served for the prince,
sir,” he said gravely.

“What the hell!” Shifty snarled, grab-
bing the heavy chain and shaking it like an
infuriated ape.

“ This will be vour bedroom, sir. The
boat has been arranged for comfort, sir.
The little door over there opens into a
private bath and smoking room. You may
smoke in here, if you choose. It is only
necessary for you to rattle your chain to
get service, sir.  You will be provided with
every comfort, including cigarettes and good
books, sir. On the table over there, you
will find some modern novels to amuse vou.
Fersonally, T find them a bit tedious and
highly immoral, sir. Quite likely they will
amuse vou, sir.”

“Who wrote this act?” Shifty roared,
shaking the chain in a paroxysm of rage.

“ A lady wishes to detain the prince, sir,”
Padget murmured, lighting a fresh cigar.
“ When you grow calm, I will push the
table within reach of your hands, sir.”

“ Push it!” Shifty rasped. “1I won’t kill
you—I’m hungry!”

XI.

HerLen CarLING’s awakening from a
sound slumber had been both startling
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you're taking the family so that at the ball
you can be sure of getting the whole fleet!”

Which appeared to be something like the
truth, especially when they reached the ball-
room and Raby secured her program and
promptly was mobbed by what appeared to
be a combined phalanx of determined oi-
ficers. In fact, Billy made a joke of the
occasion. He mounted a chair and called,
in imitation of command, *“ Attention, men!
No crowding! No shoving! Take your
time! First come! First served! The am-
bulance s waiting for any casualty, so take
your broken legs quickly! Easy there! Miss
Vosmer will positively appear in each and
every dance! Step lively there in the back
—you!” Etc., etc.

She lost control of her program almost
before she had it, and presently the young
aide who had been with her father in
Washington complained, bitterly, ‘ Look
here, Raby,” as he held her program up.
“is this official> Does Percy Tenflair get
every other dance?”

-She seized the program and looked at it.
Tenflair had been the first to get it and he
had written his name on exactly half the
spaces. She saw him nearby looking at
her with elation.

Raby tore the program into four pieces
and calmly thrust them under a chair.

“No,” she said, “and I'm not going to
have a program, either. Too much bother.”

“ That’s the stuff'” cried the aide, reach-
ing a gloved hand toward her, as the music
struck up a fox trot, ¢ snap into it!”

And they whirled away, while the smile
faded from the face of Tenflair, but he was
on hand for the next dance, which happened
to be a waltz. He made it a hesitation and
began his protest. '

“1 don’t mind you having a good time,
Raby,” he poured into her ear as they
circled the floor, “and it's fine to know
you are so popular—most popular girl in
the Navy, everyone says—but it does hurt
my feelings to have you flout me so
publicly.”

“ How about my feelings?”

“Why, I've always been most con-
siderate.”

“ ¢ Considerate?’ Marking up half my
dances?”
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“You gave them to me.”

“ When?”

“ On the phone.”

“So you took them—on paper?
one affects the other.”

That stemmed the flow of protest for a
time. Tenflair danced well, and was espe-
cially proud of his hesitation waltz, which
he had learned during the winter in
Washington and which he had taught Raby
recently. He applauded vigorously for the
encore when it came and his arm was again
around her he murmured, “ If this be the
food of love, play on!”

“Love!” said she. “ Huh!”

“I'm mad about you—only love of my
life!”

“ What is love?”

“It’s you and me, and Maytime, and
fire and madness!”

« Oh! ”

His arm seemed to hold her more closely.
She edged her hand between his coat and
her breast and gently pried him away.

“You know as well as I, don’t you—
Raby?” he murmured.

“ Know what?”

“ Love?"”

There was no answer.

“ You know that I love you?”

“ Madly, I suppose.”

“ Well, passionately, and—forever and
ever.”

There was another silence. Then the
dance came to an end and he managed to
pilot her out to the veranda and along to
the honeysuckle trellis, where he slipped an
arm about her, only to find, strangely, for
he hardly knew how it happened, that she
was not inside his arm—physically she
seemed as elusive as she was temperament-
ally.

“And you love me, I know that,” he
continued.

“In the same

Well,

way, I suppose.” He
could not see her face, but he did not de-
tect the badinage in her voice.

“1T suppose a girl does not have the same
feelings as a man,” he replied, “ they say
love wakes in a woman long after it does
in a man, but—"

“Love, did you say?” Her query was
most gently put.
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Cyrus watched the gesture narrowly.
There was something amateurish about it,
an excess of zeal. He sensed that danger
lay there—in the plugman.

The loader leaped across the chasm of
the ammunition hoist, flipped up the tiny
guard that broke the electrical connection,
extracting the used primer which fell to the
deck, while his foot flipped it aside safely.

Automatically the air-blast swept down
the rifle. There was a swift escape as of
steam as it blew away gas and stray powder
grains. The egg-smell of the nitro; the
sweetness of the evaporating ether spread
through the chamber.

Cyrus for an instant closed his eyes. It
seemed a fragrance of mingled honeysuckle
and lilac had wafted him far away—on the
magic carpet.

But for an instant only. This supreme
moment of his life was in duration of one
hundred and eighty seconds. How dare he
grant one second of it to dreams and memo-
rigs!

Again the grind from the hoist; the shut-
ter opened; the car appeared with the sec-
ond shell. Again the routine—the easy
working of the old buttons in the well worn
holes. And then the second shot—in a
saving of two seconds, this time, the umpire
noted.

Cyrus, with swift dawning apprehension,
brought his eyes back to the overzealous
plugman. He, alone of all the crew, seemed
excited. His hands were twitching; his
eyes blinking; he was alternately watching
the umpire, the loader, Cyrus, the sinking
and rising of the great steel haunch, and—
a fascinating, but dangerous indiscretion—
was looking down the ammunition hoist
toward the powder magazine.

The chief function of the umpire was to
prevent any possible alteration of the
routine which might permit alien particles
to get down to the magazine. At the first
sign of such danger it was his duty to order
“ Cease firing!”

The discharged primer from the second
shot fell to the deck, and was flipped aside
by the boot of the loader, but nct so far
aside as the first. And what was it—hid-
eous malice or a case of nervous fidgets—
which caused the plugman to edge toward it
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with his tap-tap-tapping foot, along the steel
deck, a quarter of an inch at a time?

Cyrus saw the foot get nearer and nearer.
Another second and it might ilip the burned
primer, perhaps not wholly extinguished,
down the hoist into the magazine. He
could not speak. To do so would break the
law of the turret and automatically termi-
nate the run and end their Apache’s
chance and the invention’s opporiunity. If
the primer fell down the hoist the umpire
would be obliged to stop the string. Even
if he saw it, perilously near the verge of
the chute, he might stop the run—and be
justified in doing so!

Cyrus had a second to think, an instant
to act. If he took the place of the plugman
he ran a chance of being disqualified by the
umpire for that little red book of rules pro-
vided that no officer could take the place
of a member of the crew.

Yet Cyrus decided to chance that. If
the umpire let him go on it would be
enough. If penalized later he could fight it
out with the board of review.

Withquat a word he touched the plugman
on the shoulder, motioned him back and
took his place. As he did so Cyrus reached
down and picked up the bit of burned
primer, now only an inch from the aperture
of the hoist. A tiny spark glowed in its
frayed end. He rubbed this out between
thumb and finger, stuffed the primer in his
pocket and reached in, in place of the re-
tired plugman, to unlock the breech after
the third shot.

By so narrow a margin had Tenflair’s
manipulation been thwarted.

The umpire nodded approval. Thank
God! He did not know his rules as well as
Cyrus. Carrying a book of them in his
hand proved that!

The fourth and the fifth and the sixth
shots were fired! As they prepared for the
seventh a subtle elation came to the crew
and a broad grin passed from phiz to phiz.
They had equaled the Comanche’s run now
—if they were only hits!

Respect for the automatic sight in-
creased.

Meanwhile, its inventor went on as plug-
man, and his nearer presence gave added
impetus to the work, now proceeding with































































A PRIMER FOR PRIMITIVES.

Mr. Parker, I can get you some blankets.
My brother has the next tent, and mother
and dad are other there. We can spare one
from each tent.”

Depositing the clothing in Dan’s arms she
hastened after blankets.

“Youre an angel,” Dan murmured.

And to himself: “I knew she had a kind

face!”

With a bow as low as his burden would
permit, Dan thanked her.

“ Tl make it right with you,” he prom-
ised, “ when he get back to town. You’re
noble, absolutely noble!”

“ Don’t mention it, Mr. Parker. And—
good luck!”

Dan hastened back to the cafeteria,
skirted the line that waited for food, and
made for the rear of the building. He came
to the door of the kitchen, and entered with-
out knocking.

The chef and all his assistants were
busily engaged, rushing here and there,
shouting orders at one another, preparing
food for the hungry mob outside. Dan de-
posited the blankets and clothing on a table
and walked across the long room.

There was a beautiful array of carved
beef over there. Dan studied it carefully,
chose a steak that was sufficiently large and
thick for a small army, and wrapped it in a
piece of heavy paper. Then he walked to
the shelves lined with tinned food, where
he selected several cans of vegetables and
one of particularly choice peaches. He
looked ahout and discovered loaves of fresh
bread. He took two. The pies came next,
and he chose the largest and most tempt-
ing one that he saw.

‘“ Coffee, sugar, cream and butter,” he
said to himself, like a suburbanite with a
market basket.

He found the coffee easily, and the sugar
was next to it. The whereabouts of the
cream and butter puzzled him, and he
almost collided with a knife-bearing cook in
his quest.

“ Hey, whatcha doin’?” demanded the
cook.

Dan patted him on his white-coated
shoulder and whispered confidingly: “ Get-
ting some grub for a lady. She’s sick and
can’t stand in line out there. It’ll save you
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the trouble of cooking, toco. Say, where’s
the cream and butter?”

“ Ice-box,” murmured the cook, with a
wave of his knife, as he rushed to the
massacre of a leg of lamb.

“ The ice-box, of course!” said Dan.

Then, with the food carried in one blan-
ket over his shoulder, balancing the bottle of
cream and the pie in one hand, he rushed
out and up the beach.

1v.

MRr. TwiLL’s fire was not a conflagration.
The driftwood, he explained, was a trifle
damp. And the wind was most variable,
which made the matter of a good draft a
problem. Now on Loa-Toa the driftwood
had been dry, and the wind had been much
more satisfactory. Mr. Twill, as even
Dorothy could see, was beginning to be
annoyed. i

He did succeed, however, in getting the’
fire started, by dint of prodigious blowing.
It flamed for a moment, and then relapsed
into dull sparks. N

“ Now I'll build vou a shelter,” he offered
grandly. ‘ But you must blow the fire if it
threatens to go out.”

“ Y-y-yes,” agreed Dorothy.

She didn’t want a shelter, just now, so
much as she wanted a fire and something to
eat. It was cold, and she shivered. Besides,
she began to doubt whether a shelter com-
posed of damp driftwood and dank sea-
weed, probably incrusted with nasty little
bugs, would be much of a shelter. This
wasn’t Loa-Toa, and there was no use pre-
tending it was.

Dorothy was hungry. She wished Mr.
Twill would get at his promised clam-
digging. She wasn’t overly fond of clams,
but by this time she felt that she could eat
anything. There was no use looking for
other food. The people who had ‘gone to
the cafeteria had returned to report the
long line. It would be an hour or more be-
fore a tenth of them could be fed.

Dorothy felt utterly helpless, and the
romance faded out of her mind. If only
her father and mother had come with her.
But her father hadn’t been able to get away,
and her mother had had some club business




































