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A gigantic dirigible airship
sails into the atmospheric

mysteries above the magnetic
pole—a devoted crew encoun-

ters a horror worse than any

imagined by the opponents of the Navy
aircraft flight to the Arctic—

— here is a vivid, gripping story that
makes men think. “Beyond the Pole”
IS a remarkable novelette written by
Philip M. Fisher, dr., in the May issue of

Munsey’s Magazine

In addition to the above there are
eight short stories, a new serial, entitled
“Discard,” by Kenneth Perkins, and in-
stallments of “Poison lvy,” “Suspicion,”
“The Twisted Foot,” and “TheToken.”

On sale at all news-stands, April 19th,
Price 25 cents.
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ALL-WOOL

3'Piece
Fancy

This is a wonderful opportunity for you to got ill on one
of the giT-alrst vuluus over offered.

These .suits are thoroughly shrunk, hand tailored, cut and
made under tin* t>est of supervision and carefully selected
pattern and styles. You m*t not only tile All-Wool Guar-
antee. but we also guarantee eaeh suit to lit you perfectly.
Worth maore than "wo are asking on tins Special Intro-
ductory iii'lvr.
These suits are all wool Whitman_worsted Business men’s model —
X .. three glece—eoat pants_and vest. The coat is cut in the most conserva-
tive and dignified three button style. Easy fitting, full lined, medium weight for all
seasons. Vest has 5 buttons_and o collay.” Pants can be worn with or without belt.
Sizes 34-46 breast; Trousers 29-46 inch walst.
etyie —latest model and very S 1 I Off
hown in upper left hand Corper. “A twi
;uﬁt n, narrg shou&jer %Lm Rttl';lng coat peCIa er
u e for belt only:

Business Mens Style 5785.
We have this same suit in the young men’s
snapg —as
ined.  Pants ma Vest Doubles Life of Your Suit!
cut regular. Sizes 34-42 breast measure. W ith every order for a suit I

Trousers 29-42 waist. ‘oung Mens Style A A N
5786. Both suits in navy blue or brown. received from this advertise- [
We always send brown unless you meat, we will send an extra
state color wanted. . ) pair of pants like ypur suit
Pants may be had with or without cuffs AT COST, only %% This
State size of suit |fggou know it—if not, be does not increase amount |
sure to give your weéight, your chest meas-

ure, taken over vest_for ‘coat. Waist and you pay per month.
in seam measure for Trousers.

Order Today!

You can’t afford to miss thi9 chance to getahigh—grade, all-wool worsted sUIt, at this
astounding bargain price. If you are ‘not abSolutely satiefied your monel){ will
cheerfully”refunded. _ If satisfied you have 5 months in which to pay. Fill out the
coupon and mail it with just one dollar. ORDER TODAY !

BABSON BROS., 19th Street and Marshall Blvd., Dept. 14-54, Chicago, 111

Enclosed please find, $6.00. Send me the three piece Whitman worsted suit at advertised price. If | am not satisfied when | receive the
i aPn ind. 6 mone! gac! I? I Y SE L“?]e ba?v 5 r%' ?*4‘ i

suit Al can return it and get mg g C satisfied, 1 will pay t ance in monthly payments o until the total price of
$2250is paid. I understand extra trousers will be $.

My weight is........... Extra Trousers (check) [ ] My measurements are: Coat (chest over ve9t---------) Trousers (waist....... .. inseam......... )
Color desired (check) Navy blue [] Brown [ J. Trousers (check) with cuffs (] without cuffs [ ] Order by No. (check) 6785[] 6786 [ ]
Name__ — . Street or R. F. D. No.

City. o State Occupation

Age Married or Single How long a resident in your neighborhood and your vicinity 7 ---— ---------—----—- —

Please give the names of three merchants with whom you have done business at least one year

Name.. emmn

If you have ever bought %oods on credit by mail, tell us from whom. If there is anything elsedyou wish to tell us about yourself, write
a piece of paper and enclose it with this”coupon. But the coupon alone, fully filled out, will do. Print all information” very plainly.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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The Roaring FOrties. .. Arthur Hunt Chute . . . 676
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UT of the sea came Glamours, a mariner with strange, green eyes, bent on the fulfillment
of a family tradition, and out of the ranch country came Modesta, the harpist, to honor
her martyred grandfather. They met at an ill-starred inn of the marshlands at dusk, and
many and mad were the motives that swirled and rioted about them till dawn.
This six part serial, by KENNETH PERKINS, author of cQueen
of the Night,"”* beginning next week, is called

SUNDOWN CAFfTi

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 280 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, and TEMPLE HOUSE, TEMPLE AYENUE, E. C., LONDON
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Single copies, 10 cents. By the year, $4.00 In United States, Its dependencies. Mexico and Cuba ; $6.00 to Canada, and $7.00 to Foreign
Countries. Remittances should be made by check, express money order or postal money order. Currency should not be sent unless registered

PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY THE FRANK A MUNSEY COMPANY. COPYRIGHT, 194
Entered aa second-class matter July 15 1920, at the Post-Office at New York, under the Act of March 5, 1871
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FREE

6- pieces made of selected solid Oak \hroughou\ fl
waxed, brown fumed oak. All four chalrsg : seats uphol-
stered ‘with brown Delavan Spanish leather, beet Imnallon of gen-
uine Spanish leather known. Large Divan, unusually massive and
comfortable with beaullfully designed back. Armsbroad and com-
fortable. Measures 46 In. wide outside and 36 In Iong inside.
Thlckly padded seat Is 19 In. deep. Hght. of back 2 Posts
extra massive. Arm Rocker Is massive, stately and comforlable
with beautifully deslgned back, wide, sha ely arms and smooth
operating runners. Seat 19X 1712|n hg 86In. Arm Chalr la

Yes, 0n|J $1.00 with the coupon roohmy and comfortable. ya\ches Rocker. Eeal f19|>(1
b€|0W brm s this maanificent 6- hght” 36 in. Sewing Rocker, attractive and useful; seat 17 x 17
riece set o T fumed sofid oak liv- ”alc;‘%ntlrass InRo Library Table —Beautifully deslgned ends to

magazine shelf below. "Legs of 2 In. stock;

irs._Roomy g
ng room furniture including a massive, dignified. Top 23 1:4 x 34in, Jardiruer* Stand matenes

Iwonderfully comfortable
roomy divan —right to

home on 30 days trial. And
Free Catalog clal now—7- pylece setofg

showing thousands of bargalna
in homegfurnlshmgs all Bold on I Ine cutglass with hand

free with or art decorations,FREE,

Seegcoup ou send at once!
ou decide to re-
thesetwe %
y ur

frel ht or express char es ou have paid. But if gou deu e to ee t e seY
star r[]Jaymg only $3.00 th untllayou have pal Afull year tolp

te of only a few cents a d We ave onI a limited ‘number of
seta We trust honest people al gwhere in the S. No discount for cash.
Not on* penny extra for cre D

CutPrice— Send NowW

Send coupon and $1.00 today for this tremendous value. Compare it with

anything you can buy locally for ﬁngw#er% near the same Sorlc —even for

spot cash. Get yodr set Whllet er as s Piece Set of Genuine
ut Glass FREE to those who order at

Straus & Schram, E.qd:9274Chicago, 1.

nd other pieces. 17 1 high: top 12 x 12 In. Entire set shipped
our knocked down cons\ructlon Easy to set up. Saves freight charges.

Weight about 175 Ib

Plecc Genulne CutClass Set FREE. Order by No.
$1.00 with coupon, $3.00 a month. Price $34.85.

Straus & Schram, Dept 9274 Chicago, 111
Enclosed find $1. Ship special advertised 6-piece Fumed Oak Library
Set. with 7-piece Genuine Cut Glass Set, FREE. 1am to have 80 days
free trial. If | keep the set. 1 will pay you $3.00 monthly. If not
satisfied, | am to return the set with the 7-piece cut glass set within 30
days and yon are to refund my mopey and any freight charges | paid

O 6-Piece Library Sot No. B75938A, $34.85

Name

street, R. F. D.
or Box No. ,
Shippini
Po?rﬁ)t 9

Poet Office. ..o State.....

Ilfyou want ONLY our tree calalog
D ofnome furnishings, mark X he

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.

ished In rich doll

B7593BA,



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS: $96 a week. New portable talking machine. Big-
est seller ever offered Does more_than. machines costing ten
imes ifs price. Plays any Built in just like a suifcase.
Carry it with you anywhere. guaranteed.  Low priced.
Mus customer “or mone: Grata of lvy. made over
$ 000 last “year. ~No deliveries or collections. Pay you ever
Dg toryvmﬁ or wire for territory. Perry Ludlow Co.,” Class 2007,

y!

AGENTS— Earn $30 to $35 extra every week taking orders
for our hlgh class tallorln —dunn your spare timée—made-
to-measure " suits from $14.95 50. our_own clothes

o ex;%erlence needed.

at low wholesale prices. Write for our
BIG FRE AMPLE ou PROGRESS TAILORING

Cco.,, Dept D104 Chlcago
START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR. Soag xtracts
Perfumes T0|Iet Go ods Experience unnecessary ARNATION
Dept. 20U, St. lLouis, Mo.

$50,000 PICTURE MAN FRIEDMAN_ MADE CANVASSING.

Free book explams %5 horserwc Prints. Portraits, Frames.
L _finance ’\you nd furnish Samples Free. ~PICTURE MAN
FRIEDMA| Dept A 541 W, Lake St.. Chcg

AGENTS: Housewives everywh re li hted wnh rticle. which
removes stains from clothi n%wta% Cie eg r? quicl whf or
territory and sampe HOUR CHRISTY"

24 Unlon Newark,

A BUSINESS—Requires only table room.
Start and help build business. = Work for us pamtmg
cape photo _rl)_rtholctures No experlence ouytfit furnishei
litefatre. LEY COMPANY', Main, ‘Muscatine. lowa.

AKE $17 DAILY—Finest Extracts. Food Products, Toilet
Preparatlons Household Necessities. Credit; Sample case Free.
Wri for ~amazing offer. PERK NS PROD CTS, B-23,
Hastmgs Nebr.

GENTS: Get our blgf sample assortment free offer. Teas
coffee extracts splces ood products, thmgs people eat, 240
fast Sellers. |gssgro its, cash bonus free  automobile.
Harley Company, Harley” Bldg.. Dayton Ohio.

EVERY AUTO OWNER BUYS ON HT.  New Practical
Auto Ne essmes V Po uIarIy Prced 1 5 0 Profit. Workers
avera o ite u|c Iy for amazmg sales plan.
SUP E PRODU 'S CO 4 5 Como Bldg., Chicago.

AGENTS Make §10 to _$20 aﬁ' sel(“t small krtchen
necessity. _ Over 200 proflt Sell everywhere _to
nine out of ten women. w plan make sales easy. PREMIER
MFG. COMPANY', Dept. 811 Detroit, Mich.

HELP WANTED

ESTABLISH YOURSELF— AT HOME— AS A Photographic
Expert. Make $75 a week while learning. Write at once for
TEMPORARY" offer. INTERNATIONAL STUDIOS. Dept. 2364,
3601 Michigan Ave., Chicago.

MEN— AGE 17 TQ 45 EXPERIENCE
Travel; make secret investigations, reports.
American Foreign Detective” Agency. 320, St.

MEN AND WOMEN WANTED EVERYWHERE to weave rugs,
carpet, etc., at home; no previous experlence needed.  Y'ou cal
equal these earnings:. Mrs. Morse ozsa $242 monthly
Rush_ Postal today for EE tolling all abou
weaving and 0 ma e monMy with _our $99 and other won-

NUI§I(I

Land—
Free

UNNECESSARY.
Salaries; expenses.
Louis, 'Mo.

derful LOOM WORKS, 486 Factory Street,
BOONVILLE,

BE A _DETECTIVE— Earn Big Money. Great demand every-
where, Travel.  Fascinatin Wg Wwork. Make secret investigations.
Experience unnecessary. rite. GEORGE A. WAGNER, former
Government Detective; 1968 Broadway, .

BOTH SEXES MAKE MONEY Teachin
?hysmal exercises. Have no equal. . No
improve your_appearance, form and health_and start

classes. 'CHAS T. LGTHY. R-35, 914 Sanford St.. Peoria, 11l

Railway Mail Clerks, Stenographers Clerks, Typists, wanted

Ply G vernme t, Exammatlons weekly lpre pare at home erte
ee list an harge nsuccessfu
Phllade phia.

1710 Market Stp
SELL US YOUR SPARE TIME erte showcards for us.
We instruct _and

suﬁp I\X Goerrence necessary.
WILSON METHODS ITED Dept 60 Toronto, Canada.

up.  Commence $133 month.  Steady.
Rallway Ma|I CIerks Travel—see country. Schedule examination
laces—free, Write  immediately.  FRANKLIN INSTITUTE,
ept. JI, Rochester. N. Y.

AUTHORS—MAN USCRIPTS

FOR MONEY—We want peo le to write articles,

Slé)éles cenan s, poems, etc. for publication. Inclose self

ressed _ envelop CALIFORNIA GUIDE, 7, Los
Angeles. Callfornla

STORIES. POEI\OII

PUBLICATION. G
MSS,, OR WRITE

Luthy's five-minute
lianCes.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FORSALE

20 acres or more of our best land |n MIChI 3('20 0. $30
r acre: near _town 30008 $10 dowi goal time,

,rfagB 11?0 J:REE SWIGART LAND CO Y-1245 First
Nat ank Bldg.. Chicago.

In answering any advertisement on this page

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS— MAKE $14 A DAY. BRAND NEW
Aluminum Handle Cutledy Set You take orders, we dellver
and collect. Pay all ull or spare tim No
erlence necessar We need 1300 Sales A?Tents

women, to co er e er county n the U.
Write quick. NINGS MFG., Desk A-22,
OBILE POLISH

AUTOM
TRADE SECRETS. FOR FI LL
A. J. PETERSON, 13 WAVERLY

enormous
Dayton, Ohio.

SECRET OF
USINE

COURT, CHICAGO.
LIVE AGENTS I\(I%KE P
STRAINER _ an V\})a Preventer or every water aucet
Takes ou sight. dely advertised and known. Get details
today. . See<L_Filter Company, 73 Franklin. New York.
$3000 DAILY. $22.00 Eastman Kodak free. Lucky Six
line combination topcoats ralncoats $3.98 up. $1.00 gift makes
sales easy. ~We deliver, collect. EAGL " RAINCOAT CO.,

629 M|d City Bank BIdg.. Chicago.

WE START YOU in_business, furnishing everythm?\‘
women, $30 00 to $100.00 weekly o erat|n8 our “New System
gecmlty Candy  Factories” anywl pportunit Ilfetlme
booklet free. W.” HiHyer Ragsdale Drawer 93, East Orange. N.J!

TAILORING SALESMAN: Share $100,000 Bonus, big advance
commissions, taking orders for snappiest. D|rect To Wearer line
on earth; virgin wool custom tailored suits $28.00. Representa-
tives are’ furnished a high-grade tailoring shop .in one elaborate
case. House of Campbell. "State at Congress, Chicago.

GET OUR,  FREE SAMPLE CASE-— Toilet artlcles erfumes
and spgmalues Wor}\(/ilerfully profitable.
Dept.

SELLING

Men and

St. Louis

WONDERFUL INVENTION eliminates all needles for Phono-

raphs. __New. differept Iasts ears. Preserves recordf

000 prospects. . $15 to $30 dail eas(\é Carry ay’s sugpy
Desk 5-D,” McClurg Bldg..

[U¥el
In pocket. = EVEKPLA
TAILORING SALESMEN. Make" BI? Money takln? orders
for “Individual Good Cloi th es." Guaranteed all” wool lored-
to— easyre suits $29.50. % I|ne of 6 x 9 watcheﬁ ree. W?
territ CyO and complete Img out

) or " exclusive
IND VIDUAL TAILORING Dept. A." Cincinnati
evel wner buvs gold

EY AND FAS
mal raers

SALES
He‘aﬁ'a(fs fohi '%a?rlr“? 304G ?o m'?tlo?rofree ® JORLD MORES

X Cy Dept. 9 Newar X

AGENTS—OUR SOAP AND TOILET ARTICLE PLAN_IS A
WONDER. GET OUR _FREE _SAMPLE CASE OFFER.
HO-RO-CO, 2718 DODIER ST., ST. LOUIS, MO.

DISTRICT MANAGERS WANTED. Appoint Local Agents for
us in your locality. No canvassing or delivering. = $100.
weekly gasily made. Commissions advanced. BOB~ RUSSELL.
/123U9° Archer. Chicago. 111

HELP WANTED—MALE

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS: Start $133 month. Railroad
Pass.  Hotel expenses paid. _ Common_ education sufficient.
Promotions. ~ Life_positions. ~ Test examination questions free.
COLUMBUS INSTITUTE, A-6, Columbus. Ohio.

DETECTIVE AGENCY—Opgortumtles for _ ambitious _men.
Experience_unnecessar We train you free. CLAR SYSTEM,

Box 239. Providence. 1.

EN . OVER_18 WILLING TO TRAVEL.
vestlgatlons Reports. _ Salary and expel
necessary. Write J. GANOR. Forme

St. LOUIS

SMO TO $250 MONTHLY. S
AFFIC INSPECTOR Position guaranteed after
-tion_of 3 months' ome study_ course or m?ney
EXCELLENT OPP RTUNI IE or
STAND. BUSIN T

Make secret in-
nses. Experience un-
Government Detective.

EXPENSES PAI

HELP WANTE D—FEMALE

WOMEN— GIRLS— WANTED. Learn Gown Making at home.
Many Spring openings. $350 week.  Learn while earnin
San_lt_ple essons ree. Wr|te |mrr’l‘ed|ately FRANKLIN TNSTI-

J-522, Rochester
= EARN IONEY AT HOME during spare time II%:talntmg lamp
?er%sfﬁrgt'" LofFany;

ork EE(penence unne\‘cessary IS\ﬂE%AB
Wayne, Indiana

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY

INTO THE CRISPETTE BUSINESS. Everybody likes
You can make a lot of money. We you
LONG EAKINS 1951 High St., Sprmgfreld

GO
Crispettes.
Wr| e for facts.
Ohio

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

PHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 48 COMPANIES 10 to
Each_paid for suitable ideas. xperience needed:; deal
en fee to behqmners Sell y\%ur |deas PRODUCERS LEAGUE,
388 Wainwri St. Louis, ‘Mo.

Classified Advertising continued on page 6.

it is desirable that you mention this magazine.



ARGOSY-ALLSTORY—ADVERTISING SECTION

. vty fmee ALt < It Ut DA 1S iy - St /i LtE.

GNYCHfsP1ttu /T IbAAO U Hfr/rAWWS $4> W Sitth\X 2SD V /S Ssii> ANANNAOY/Z/AAANSAWY/ITDVN<NNVE>*M

NoMoneyDown

No C.0.D. Nothing to Pay FOr Davenporton Arrival

Not one cent now. Just mail the coupon and Hartman, the Largest Home Furnish-

ing Concern in the World, will send you this splendid Kroehler Bed Davenport, NO-MQne -Down
and with it, absolutely FREE, the handsome 7-Piece Glass W ater Set (pictured be- Bargain ata]o

low). Nothing to pay for goods on arrival. No C.0.D. Usethem 30dayson Free Over 300 pages (63in colors) of world’s greatest
Trial, and if not satisfied, send everything back and we will pay transportation bargainsin Furniture, carpets, rugs, sewing

charges both ways. If you keep them, pay only for the Davenport—a little every machines, silverware: farm Implements, etc.
month. Take nearly ayearto pay. Notapenny No money down. 30 days’free trial. Easy

to pay for the Water Set either now or later. golinlggloypéenirr]“gs'on((e)%%n'mg an account with us
It is absolutely FREE—a gift from Hartman. yourlocal storé.but we

Kroehler BED #tor
DAVENPORT pifsiens

- dishe9, “silverware,

Golden Oak, Fumed Oak or Mahogany Finish g\éve%& Etgble,t Hnens,

. with pur-

Really two splendid pieces of furniture in one — chases. Postalbnpn S

a beautiful davenport by day; a luxurious bed at this bigfree catalog.
night. Massive frame of solid oak in golden oak "Let Hartman

or fumed oak finish; or selected birch in brown Feather YOUR Nest'*
mahogany finish. State which you want. Dimen- i 3 )
sions are: Height, 34 in.; height of back from mail This Coupon lilOWI
seat, 18 in.; depth of Beat, 21 in.; length
over all,59)4 in.; length between arms, 52)4 H
in. Opensto bed measuring72x48in. Arms, I Hartman Furniture & Carpet CO.
3)4 in, wide; front posts, 3?]4 in. Heavy Dept. 6522 Chicago, IHI.
imitation Spanish brown leather upholstef- I Send the .
r n r r EE ing. Softspring edge seatwith 24springs. ® Bed Davenport No. 143FMA62, Price $49.85,
| © Golden Oak O Fumed Oak [ Mahogany Finish
Nearly a Year to Pay . gusisy e s, saims e sl o
I IbbW aterSet Hartmancheerfully sends the “ Koday” and free If'am T pay’ nothing for Roods on arrivai—enly the- freignt
. aterSet on SO Days' Free Trial. If youc](eep Ibarges. I'am to have 30days' free trial, if satisfied. | will
eyl Gless wetef Sergent ab - them. take neariy a Year o bay for SKOAavVE L iehaid® i B0 MR LR R WU
ISO Ut%g tree W|,|1t| t e" ogay. only —in small monthly amounts. Davenport remains with you until paid in full. _ If notsatisfied. afterJJO
nefudes a one-! a%ga on Ditcher  shipped direct to you from nearest Kroehler [ days’ free trial. 1 will ship both Davenport and Water Set
ag sgxh9-ount():e lélm (!I rs orngm_ent- factgry. back and you wiil pay transportation charges both ways.
%a)‘,"’,{gthci#é forinfe tine 26t At Gny  Order by No. 143FMAG2. Bargain Price of Bed Name
i i Davenport, $49.85. No Money Down. ~ A@ME.oennn :
me. LIS FREE $4.50 Monihly. The 7 Piece Water Set Is' FREE. RE D BoxNo

HARTM AN FURNITURE & CARPET CO.
Dept. 6522 Chicago, lI.
The Largest Home Fuffiishing Concern in the World Occupation of Head of Household ,
This No-Money-Down Offer Is Special to Readers of Argosy-All Story Weekly—This Issue Only

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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52-PIECE DINNER SET
SELL ONLY 10 BOXES SOAP

each box contarnrng 7 cakes One Toilet Soap aod
with ev ery give as premiums to each purcha-
ser all of the followrng artrcles a Pound of Bakin
Powder. Bottle Perfume, Box Talcum Powder,
Teaspoons, Pair Shears and Package Needles, (as
per Plan 2351) and this artistically decorated lull
size, handsome Dinner Set ta You

NO MONEY NEEDED. WE PAY FREIGHT
Many other equally attractive offers and hundreds
of useful Premiums or large cash Commissions,

SPECIAL EXTRA PRESENT— GRANITE SET

We give a 7 P
Dish” Pan

Pan and
order I

THE PERRY G, MASON CO,, 490 Culvert&Sth St., Cincinnati, O

Full Size High G

Preserve Kettle, Sauce Pan. Puddin

astrng Spoon FREE ol coat in additio

om_rp ES ou advance no mone
ODAY

for our BIG FR CATALO

-* Send for my proposition,! pay
men and women S85.00 weekly
to as high as $36.00 per day for
either all or spare time help. No

experience necessary.

NCeSsS
t JfJ/JP RER
J | f UNERE ~

Charmrng ladies lingerie and ho-
siery, pretty, low priced, sells on
eight, actually. Miss GraceJames
averaged $36 a day, spare time; R. G.
Thompson earned $33in one day.
Youcandoaswell.wetellyouhow.

Profits in Advance%

Your profits in advance, we ship and JrA
collect. You show goods and mail us
the orders. Nothing in any store
compares In beauty and value to
km “Prmces3 Radium™ lingerie and
1111h05|ery

High Grade-Steady

i Unusual opportunity for big cash
quick, write forJ)laﬂ andexelusive
territory, build a steady income
forlife. plstrlctmana e \{vandte
kTerrltorlaI right* goin ast,

-y, wri itenow.

i

215

%#V.

arm
>
wv

Agents $72 a Week

Sell Guaranteed hosiery for men. women
and children. All styles. Seamless cot-
ton, mercerized lisle, drop stitch, glos
silk None better made. |ghestqua|-
ity Wonderful new line of silks for
Summer, latest and most popular shades in-
mudlngpeach blonde, french tan and veige.

Must Satisfy or Replaced Free

Take orders for dozen pairs in one family
?eat orders make you steady income
SeI for less than store prices.” Whether
you devote spare time or full time, it will
payany man or woman to handle this guaran-
teed line. Samples to start you. Write today.

ThomasMfg. Co. H*6312, Dayton, O.

WANTED TO BUY

Mail Us  Your
Watches, Diamon

sent by return mail
gme tfng Works

In

Discarded_Jewelry, Gold Crowns_and Bridges.
ds, Srlver Platinum, and old False Teeth,

G R T
asnering

rade Granite Krtchen Set consrstrn

We trustGyogmd

Money

oI

rjs| noth|>n
informatio
Founded 1897.

Il TIRE

0p

k‘DIR ECT FROM FACTORY

| We want an auto owner In each local-
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Oats—Quick Quaker. So your grocer now has two

OATMEAL styles of Quaker Oats. Quick Quaker cooks perfectly
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CHAPTER 1.
EDDIE HAS AN ADVENTURE.

. EDWARD HARMON knotted
a fresh tie about a fresh collar
attached to a well-laundered shirt,

and turned his glance from the reflection of
his own not unpleasing features out of the
window in the Fairview hotel.

1A

He had chosen this huge hostelry on a
hill because people had told him it com-
manded a wonderful view of the bay and
the city as a whole, rather than from any
other predilection or former experience
with its accommodations or service. He
was a stranger in the city, as well as on
the Coast.

But he had long desired to visit both,
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mainly because of those things he had
heard from the lips of acquaintances who
had journeyed thither from his own home
town, and come back to tell, as they always
will, of their trip. And he had decided to
gratify the desire on his very next vacation.
As the time for that approached, he had
made his preparations, and now he was
here.

He was a rather tall, rather lank young
man, as he stood regarding the panorama
of the bay, with its ferry boats, its shipping
at anchor, its islands. He ran rather to
lines than to curves. There was something
almost rectangular in the shape of his fore-
head. There was a hint of squareness both
of character and line in the set of his jaw
below his firm-lipped, wide mouth. Whether
the matter of lines predisposed Eddie Har-
mon to take up the work of architecture as
a profession, or not, is for the psychologists,
the physiognomists, to decide. As a matter
of fact, that is what Eddie was. Now,
however, he was a man on a vacation, in
a strange city, with money in his pocket,
time on his hands, and nothing very much
at all on his mind.

So presently he turned from the vista of
water and shipping, islands and farther
mist-fogged shore line, with a smile on his
mouth and in his dark grey eyes. Leaving
the room, he descended to the lobby to
place some money and his return railway
tickets in the Fairview safe. And then, be-
cause he didnt know just when he was com-
ing back, he left his key at the desk.

For Eddie was going down into the city
of a hundred hills and explore as his fancy
listed. He was going to look about, poke
into places of which he had only heard
until now, and verify the reports of others
for himself. He walked out of the hotel
and paused a moment at the entrance to
draw in a deep, salt-laden breath, that was
like some intangible tonic to his buoyant
youth.

And then possibly because of that breath
of air, possibly because youth and vital
manhood, and plenty of time, were at his
disposal, he disdained the seductions of taxi
drivers, the clanging gong of a surface
trolley, and began to walk.

He walked down hill. It was the only
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direction in which he could walk from the
Fairview hotel. Besides, the business dis-
trict lay in that direction—down hill and
south—and Harmon wanted to view the
business life of the city first.

Save for the extra speed induced by the
inclination of the sidewalks, Eddie didn't
hurry. In fact he rather dawdled along,
pausing to inspect a particularly fetching
display in a window, halting on a corner
to watch one of the few remaining cable
cars in existence slide down a tip-tilted hill,
cocking his ear to the hum of the cable in
the slot, and resuming his saunter when the
car had passed. Eddie was out “just for
to see and to admire ” as Kipling has put
it—and he saw and admired a lot before
he reached the main artery of activity that
intersects the city, running, as any map
will indicate, obliquely east and west.

To an accompaniment of shrilling traffic
whistles, clanging trolley gongs, -darting
jitneys, rumbling trucks, and scurrying
pedestrians, heading four ways at once,
Eddie crossed the street, turned and con-
tinued his saunter east. The up-shooting
pile of a building more like a greyish mono-
lith than a building, if one overlooked the
many windows, had caught his architect’
eye. He had heard of it before but hear-
ing wasn’t seeing. He made his way tow'ard
it with definite purpose but still without
any haste. He had started out with three
weeks at his disposal and of that there
were remaining eighteen days. #

As a matter of fact, he wasnt thinking
about them, however, as he strolled along.
He wasnt thinking of anything much save
that the girl before him had a well-turned
ankle inside her gauze hose, perhaps—or
possibly that he had never seen a Chinese
maiden in pigeon-blue blouse and panta-
loons, above French heels, and vamps of
patent leather, picking her way daintily
through a sidewalk press in the middle of
an afternoon. Of course there was always
the intention to inspect the monolithic
building before him acting as a directing
mental compass to his mind.

He reached his objective, as it has become
the fashion to say, at last. But he was
too close. Briefly he inspected the high
arch of the entrance with its supporting
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carven pillars on either side, and then once
more he crossed a street.

It was a street that ran roughly north and
south, but mainly south so far as Eddie
was concerned, since it started from the
street he had been following for some time.
On the corner of its beginning, opposite
the foursquare building, Eddie took up his
stand. And then he tilted back his head
and let his gaze climb up toward the distant
tower that crowned the structure’s equi-
lateral top.

Appreciation leaped into Harmon’s eyes.
He could appraise the pile of masonry be-
fore him far better than one less trained.
He stood staring with back-tilted head,
oblivious to the hurrying life about him,
forgetful of all else save the serried rows of
windows tier on tier above him, the ma-
thematical symmetry of the clean-cut
ascending dimensional lines.

And then, just as Eddie was lost in pure
professional enjoyment, utterly carefree,
utterly relaxed because he was on his vaca-
tion and could do absolutely as he pleased
for the remainder of his three weeks, his
hand was suddenly seized and something
was thrust into his instinctively closing fin-
gers; somebody’s voice barked raucously,
" Here’s what | owe you,” and somebody’s
hand was brought into stinging contact
with his face.

Eddie came back to earth with a gasp.
”He reeled. Ordinarily the blow would not
have shaken him by its force. But he had
been taken wholly off his guard, and he had
been standing with a back-tilted head. He
staggered, stumbled and brought up with a
grunt against one of the lighting posts. Its
iron contact gave him back his physical
balance at least. But his brain was dazed.
Somebody—had slapped his face! Some-
body had rushed up to him and grabbed
his hand and said they owed him some-
thing—and—hit him, and—and—dimly he
caught sight of a figure darting off through
the crowd.

The whole thing had passed in an in-
stant. Eddie glimpsed the wvanishing
figure—lanky, not unlike his own in both
build and dress—and then he glanced at
his hand, which seemed to have something
in it—something he had held onto even dur-
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ing his carom against the post, and as his
fingers unclosed their grip upon it, his gray
eyes widened, in a startled unbelief.

It was a hundred dollar bill—a crumpled
currency note. The unknown had slipped
it into his palm and said he owed him some-
thing and hit him in the face. He had hit
him and run away—and whatever anybody
owed him here or elsewhere, Harman was
convinced that the sting of a set of bony
fingers was not included in the debt.

It takes time to describe, but Eddie ap-
prehended the whole unbelievable situation
in a flash. His cheek was hot where the
vanishing man had struck it, and his resent-
ment of the blow7boiled up in a surge.

He was a stranger in town. He had
been standing here admiring architectural
beauty, minding his own business, and—
some one—he didn’t know who—it didn*
matter really who had done it since the fact
was established to his satisfaction—some
one had run up to him and regardless of
anything else, had deliberately slapped him.
And no matter what that some one had
thought he owed Harmon, Eddie was wholly
convinced that he owed the other man a
debt which should be speedily discharged.
He did the only thing a red-blooded youth
of twenty-six could have done in his
position. He thrust the century note into
a pocket, pulled his soft hat lower over his
square-built forehead, and started at a reck-
less dash in pursuit of the man who, by
now, had disappeared.

That was natural enough. Possibly no
more than a half minute had passed since
Eddie had been struck, but it is really sur-
prising how far a man can travel in half
a minute or how completely he can lose
himself inside the span of thirty seconds,
in a sidewalk crowd.

Eddie, however, was giving small con-
sideration to such details as he charged
along. No matter how far the fellow might
have gone, he was confident he could run
him down, unless he had turned into the
doorway of some shop, which he hardly
believed he had done. Nor was he con-
sidering either the comfort or convenience
of the others on the sidewalk as he jostled
through them, ducking and twisting to es-
cape collision, where the opportunity
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offered, or brushing them aside. Feminine
outcries, masculine oaths and expostulatory
mouthings, were the accompaniment of his
progress. But Eddie didnt mind. His
fists were clenched in readiness against his
body as he forged ahead. His eyes
peered in straining fashion straight before
him, in search of the one he hoped to find.
And when he found him— For the time
being that was his sole consideration—when
he found him. He set his teeth and ran.

Suddenly his searching vision was re-
warded. Just ahead he caught sight of a
dimly familiar figure—lank, clad iay-a grey
suit and a soft hat and threading the
streaming life of the thoroughfare in a

quickly dodging fashion indicative of haste..

Plainly the fellow thought he had given him
the slip. He wasn’t running any longer,
but he wasnt lingering either. Eddie’s
square jaw shot out at a somewhat menac-
ing angle. He caught a deep breath pre-
paratory to a final spurt that should land
him beside the other. He leaped ahead
like a hound in sight of its quarry, and—

The breath was nearly throttled in his
throat, his coat was almost torn off his
back, as a heavy hand laid hold upon his
collar and checked his further progress with
a most amazing twist.

“ Fast, ain’t you!” a heavy voice panted
thickly. *“ But not quite fast enough.”

Eddie glared at a bulky blue-clad fig-
ure, a red and perspiring face, and but-
tons of well-kept brass. And the hand of
that figure was maintaining its initial grip
on his collar. Harmon’s expression altered
a trifle. Some of the glare of annoyance
at this fresh interference with his individ-
ual purposes went out of his eyes. Like
the average law-abiding citizen, he had a
certain respect for the uniform of law and
order. He said the first thing that popped
into his mind:  “ Let go, officer. Maybe I
was going pretty fast, but—I was trying to
catch a man.”

“So was I.” The patrolman did not
release his hold, nor, despite the somewhat
facetious humor in his reply, could it be
said that he exactly grinned, although his
teeth showed for a single instant between
his heavy lips.

“ But—" Harmon’ first annoyance be-
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gan to give way to something else—some-
thing vague, not exactly to be named,;
“he’ll get away, | tell you, if you dont let
me go. He— gave me a hundred dollar
bill, and—"

“What!” The policeman maintained his
unrelenting grip, but his query showed sur-
prise.

It was too late. Eddie knew it. Who-
ever the man who had acted in such a re-
markable manner might have been, he had
gained an overwhelming lead. Restitution
and revenge would have to wait now, thanks
to this interruption. But despite the reali-
zation, he was still a good deal excited, and
he blurted for the literal truth:

“ He slapped my face.”

“ Who did?” his captor demanded. “ Say
—what’s the notion?”

Eddie took a long breath. “1 dont
know,” he declared. ““I’'m a stranger in
town, and—s"

“ And so’% your story.” Once more the
policeman bared his teeth. “It’s a lot
stranger than 1°’d have expected after your
jumpin’ on top of me offen that roof an’
runnin’ out on me for half a dozen blacks.”

“But I'm telling you the truth!” Mr*
Harmon was growing more and more dis-
turbed as he discovered that no matter what
he said, he was not turned loose. And
something of a panic seized him at the
policeman’s words. “1 don’t know any-
thing about any roof, officer, really— 1'm
a stranger in town and | e told you exactly
what happened and why | was trying to
catch him.”

The grip on his collar tightened. He
became conscious of a ring of staring faces
—a wall of fellow beings about him, the
jostling, milling press of a sidewalk mob.
Toward one side of that press he felt him-
self none too gently propelled.

He gulped down a strange, round, chok-
ing something that suddenly seemed to be
rising up in his throat. * Honestly
officer—” he began excitedly.

“ Aw tell it to th’ judge. Come on now
—open up there.” With the unhesitating
manner of his kind, the patrolman began
breaking his and Harmon’s way through
the crowd.

m “ Hello, Jenkins—what’ the shindy?”
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Out of the pack of his fellow mortals,
one stepped alertly and fell Into pace at the
officers side. He was spare, thin of face,
with keen and restless eyes.

A reporter for a thousand, Harmon
thought, his heart seeming to sink still fur-
ther in his breast—a reporter—a news
hound—always trailing—always trying to
find some sensation to write up—always on
the quest for some bit of flotsam to salvage
in some such form as would enable it to
fill * space.”

And Jenkins seemed 'to know him, for he
nodded before he answered: “ Counterfeit-
in’, Larry. Cap. Salles pulled a raid on a
gang a bit ago in a dump down here on
Howard. There was some shootin’, but
what happened | dunno. All I'm hep to
now is that | got this bird.”

The reporter gave Eddie a glance,
“ Made a break for it, did he?”

“ Did he?” Jenkins grinned in more hu-
man fashion. “ He jumped off a one-
story roof onto my neck, an’ then streaked
it up th’ street.”

“ But you got him,” Larry said as a call
box was reached and Jenkins paused, “ Bill,
that was darned good work.”

Eddie Harmon heard them. But he
heard them dimly. Because his brain was
whirling, and in all the jumble of sounds,
in all the jostling of the crowd that had
followed them to the call box and was ring-
ing about them, only one thing was plain.'

There had been a raid on a counterfeiting
gang—and somebody had made a get-away
and Jenkins—this burly policeman—had
chased some one for the matter of several
blocks and arrested—him!

But before that—Eddie caught his
breath. There was that billl Some one
had rushed up to him and slapped his face
and thrust it into his hand. And now the
reason for his actions was clear to Eddie%
mind. He had run up and committed this
most amazing assault because he had wan-
ted Eddie to do just what he had done—
what any man with a spark of real, primi-
tive feeling in his nature would have done
in a similar situation. And to fuddle him
still further, he had left a hundred dollar
counterfeit bill in his palm. Because it was
counterfeit, of course. And he had put it
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into his pocket when he started to avenge
the injury done his personal pride.

It was there now, and if they took him
to the station they would find it. Of
course, he had told Jenkins that the one he
had been chasing had given it to him, but
Jenkins had treated all he had said with
unbelief. He could say he had dropped
the thing, if he was questioned—unless the
bill was there to speak for itself.

Jenkins released his grip upon him.
“Watch him a minute, will you, Larry?”
he requested and turned to the box.

Harmon regarded his broad shoulders
hunched a trifle as he gave the station from
which he was speaking and asked for the
patrol. He turned his regard to the reporter
and encountered the glance of his keenly
restless eyes. He dropped his own and
slid his hand into the side pocket of his
coat, where he had thrust the hundred dol-
lar note before he started to run after the
man who had used him in effecting his
escape.

His fingers touched it, began working it
into a little wad, crushing it, rolling it,
squeezing it, into the smallest possible
shape, By and by he would take it out
and drop it in unobtrusive fashion just as
they were entering the patrol, or, if possible,
before. If only he had done it before this—
as they came toward the call box, say—it
would have been ground into pulp by now
beneath the feet of the jostling throng.

“ Darned clever, ain’t you? What you
got there?”

Larry’s voice sounded all at once, Larry’
hand shot out and gripped him by the
lower arm. Larry’s other hand darted into
his pocket. And Eddie didn’t resist. Be-
cause, really, it wasnt any use with Jenkins
spinning about from the call box as Larry
spoke, his grip instinctively closing on his
polished club.

Then Larrys groping hand came forth
and displayed what his fingers were holding.

* Slick ’un, Bill,” he declared in a tone
of something like relish. “ He was tryin’
to clean himself.”

And Jenkins took the hundred dollar bill
and grinned again as he thrust it into a
pocket.

“ Good eye, Larry.” he rejoined. *“I
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reckon this is th’ last bit of the queer he’ll
be shovin’ for some little time, all right.”

r A mutter came out of the crowd. Others
besides the reporter had heard Jenkins’
statement that there had been shooting in
the raid. Rumor leaped into being, magni-
fied as it spread. If there had been shoot-
ing, some one had been shot, and if so—
some one had died—and the prisoner was
one of the.gang—he had shot in trying to
make his escape and a policeman had been
killed. Theory drew to fact in the draw-
ing of a breath. The crowd pressed closer.
For the first time in his life Eddie ex-
perienced the sensation of being an out-
cast among his fellows, of being ringed by
a pack of men, any one of whom would con-
sider it no more than an act of justice' to
take his life. And suddenly he felt sick,
dizzy, unnerved; as though some invisible
hand were clutching at his heart. Almost
without knowing that he did so, he edged
in a little closer to Jenkins’s side. After all,
Jenkins stood for law and order, and he did
not appear disturbed as he stood waiting,
feet a trifle apart, the thumb of one hand
hooked into his belt, his other hand swing-
ing his club of seasoned ash.

A staccato pounding, a metallic tintin-
nabulation, sounded dully in Harmon’s ears.
With surprising rapidity it approached, grew’
louder and louder. And then it died, leav-
ing a strange blank feeling in the sense it
had been assailing and the patrol was back-
ing up to the curb in front of the box where
he and Jenkins and the reporter, Larry,
stood.

The crowd split apart before it. It
reached the curb and stopped with a set-
tling jolt. Jenkins thrust a huge propelling
hand beneath his armpit and guided him up
some steps. Eddie sank down on the cush-
ion of a lengthwise seat, with a sigh indica-
tive of something like positive relief. /

CHAPTER 1.

“ M. C. ELTON.”

They ran a short distance east and
then turned north. Out of the tail of
the patrol, Eddie saw more of the city.

THEY got under way with a lurch.
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But he saw it in a daze. Its milling life,
its architecture, had lost all interest for
him now. Now his interest was wholly with
himself. He was in a strange city, he
didnt know a soul among all its hurrying
people, and he was under arrest. He said
nothing, but clung to the seat, steadying
both his body and his whirling senses, and
glowering at Jenkins out of clouded eyes.

After a time the patrol stopped and Jen-
kins rose, bulking largely. ‘ Come along,”
he prompted.

Eddie got up and stumbled, and Jenkins
took him once more by the arm. He led
him into a gray stone building and along
a corridor for a little distance and up to a
screened-in desk, through the door of a
room.

A sergeant sat there. Eddie knew he was
a sergeant by his stripes. As Jenkins
paused before him, he glanced up in almost
indifferent fashion and fastened Harmon
with his gaze.

“Name?” he inquired, dipped pen in
ink and prepared to write.

” Edward Harmon.” Eddie decided to
tell the truth and stick to it. That way,
no matter what happened, they couldnt
mix him up.

* Residence?”

“ Chicago. I'm a stranger
and—"

“ Occupation?”

“ Architect.”

The sergeant wrote it down and glanced
at Jenkins.

And Jenkins said: *“ Counterfeitin’, |
guess. Leastwise he tried for a get-away
from a nest down here on Howard, an’1 run
his legs off after he’d jumped on my neck
off a roof.”

“Th’ hell you say.” The sergeant’s pen
kept steadily scratching. “ All right, Bill—
take him back.”

“Hold on!” All at once Eddie flared
into a protest, just as Officer Jenkins
reached out an escorting hand. This cava-
lier disposal of his person, this callous ac-
ceptance of his presence, this routine han-
dling of the predicament in which he found
himself, got onto his nerves. They—they
were treating him like a parcel of grist—
they were grinding him through the mill.

in town
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He was brought in, examined, tagged and
sent down a chute, so to speak. It flicked
his already wounded pride. The thing was
enough to drive any innocent man to the
extreme in indignation. To be picked up on
the streets of a city and booked on a coun-
terfeiting charge was much too much.

“Wait a minute! | tell you its all a
mistake. | dont know anything about any
roof or any raid. | never jumped on any-
body*s neck, nor saw a counterfeit bill to
know it in my life, and I*e told this man
| wasnt the man he wanted. |’'m a stran-
ger—”

The sergeant winked at Jenkins. * Don’t
let that worry you, bo,” he interruupted.
“If what Bill says is right, you'll be talc-
in’a trip. You won't be with us long.”

It was useless. Eddie sensed it with a
queer, heretofore unknown, sinking feeling
of the futility of words. It wasnt any
use at all to explain. These men didn’t
want explanations. They were satisfied
with the situation as it was. They were
convinced that they had a guilty man. Al-
ready and without a hearing in so far as
they were concerned, he was condemned.
And—and—the thing to do was to shut his
mouth and wait till he could tell his story
to some one who had some sense. But it
was hard to submit to such a flagrant in-
justice. He set his jaws, however, and sub-
mitted. In silence he went with Jenkins to
another room.

And in that room he submitted to a
search. He really didn’t mind. He stood
passive and still silent through its progress.
He knew he had nothing incriminating on
him—that there was merely a hundred dol-
lars or so in his pockets, together with some
odds and ends. He stared moodily at the
searchers. He even felt a dull satisfaction,
because they seemed more or less disap-
pointed at what they found.

Then Jenkins produced the counterfeit
note and explained how it came into his
possession.

The officer who had been conducting the
search—another sergeant, as it happened—
accepted it with a satisfaction manifested
in a leering grin.

“ Nifty bit of work,” he declared after a
brief inspection. “ Gettin’ this bird like
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you done, Bill, ought to put you on velvet
with Cap Salles for life.”

And Jenkins shrugged. “ Oh, I guess cap
knew what he was doin” when he stuck me
in th” alley, before th’ raid, to copper just
the sort of play he pulled. But at that
he’s a slick one all right. Took me clean
by surprise jumpin’ down on me after 1d
spotted him on th’ roof an’ told him to go
back. Ida winged him when he jumped,
but he shook up my aim, cormin’ down
on me feet first.”

“ Wonder you didn't lose him altogether,”
the sergeant remarked.

“ Oh, that was just a matter of speed an’
keepin’ him under my eyes—an’, of course,
I made better time. Th’ crowd let me
through when it saw me runnin’, like it al-
ways does.” Jenkinss tone was casual
enough, though he expanded visibly under
the sergeant’s praise. ““How about th’ rest
of the gang; cap get 'em?” he asked.

The sergeant nodded. “ Oh, yes. He
sent em in. He said you was after a
guy, and you got him with the goods, it
would seem.”

It was all disgusting to Harmon. Their
satisfaction over his capture, their puffing
themselves up over what must sometime—
when he could get the ear of some one with
ordinaiy reason—be proved a mistake, filled
him with an exasperated rage demanding
some expression. He broke his vow of
silence.

“He got nothing,” he burst out. “ Ve
already told him I was a stranger in town,
and not the man he wanted. That man
was the one who ran up to me on the street
and slapped my face.”

“Huh!” The sergeant jerked up his
head. Almost imperceptibly the others
present edged in a trifle closer. “ What’s
that?”

Eddie picked up courage. He had gained
their attention at least. * That’s the whole
thing,” he began, went on and described
exactly what had happened in so far as he
knew anything about it, from first to last.
“And | didnt try to get rid of that bill
you're holding until after | heard it was a
counterfeiter had left it on me. After |
heard that, | knew it was a counterfeit, of
course. And I could see the reason why the
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fellow had acted as he did. He was trying
to get away and he knew I’d run after
him if he hit me. You’d have done the
same thing in my place.”

Silence followed his words. The men
about him stared. They exchanged glances
with one another, and those glances were
amazed. There was something about them
that seemed to ask in tacit fashion if any
one had ever heard a story quite like this.
The sergeant let his eyes stray to Eddie
and then dropped them back to the century
note in his hand. And after that, he drew’
a deep breath and his face grew red. Sud-
denly he chuckled.

“Honest, Blumefeldt,” he said, *“ you're
sure an artist. Your yarn’s about as good
as this bill, an’ | gotta admit it’s a peach.”

Blumefeldt! Eddie stiffened. And then
once more his brain began to whirl. The
man had called him Blumefeldt. They

didnt believe him. The sergeant had said
his story was as good as the bill and the
bill was—false. There was only one inter-
pretation to the words. They didnt even
believe he was himself. They thought they
knew him, that he was simply putting up
a bluff. He gasped. His mouth came open
and he faltered:

“What’s that—you called—me?”

The sergeant’s manner altered. His
amusement vanished swiftly and he squared
himself in his seat. He even leaned a little
way toward Eddie and his jaw sat out at an
unpleasant angle, and his voice, when it
came, as it did come quickly, was rasping,
sneering, gruff.

“1 called you Blumefeldt—an’ if you
think you can run any such crazy stall as
this thing youVve just spilled, you might
as well save your breath. Why, you cheap
crook, we've been onto you for weeks.
Weve been spottin’ your every move since
you got into touch with that Murgson,
Irak, Welter mob at first.

“ An’ that aint all by a long shot.
WeVve been teamin’ in on th’ play with
Uncle Sam’ boys. Maybe you never
thought it, but we had a peephole in th’
ceilin’ of that room you were usin’ as a
phony office, an’ we've been wakin’ you
up in th’ mornin’ an’ puttin’ you to bed.
That’s why we fell on you this afternoon
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when it looked like you was almost ready
to slip somethin’ across. Th’ whole trouble
with you is you simply wasnt as smart as
you thought you was.”

And if Eddie's brain had been whirling
before, that whirling quickened now. He
had an odd sensation as though his head
were going round and round. Not only
did they think they knew him, but they
thought they knew what he had done. But
they couldnt. The thing was impossible.
He was a stranger in the city—and yet this
man sat here and scowled in his face and
told him he had been w'atched by both the
secret service and the police for weeks.

It was all unthinkable that he, Edward
Harmon, should be faced by such a situa-
tion—and yet he was. He glanced about
as though to assure himself of the fact. He
encountered only watching glances. And
very much as on the street when the crowd
pressed in about him, glaring, he felt oddly
sick and weak. The whole thing was rapid-
ly becoming a phantasmagoria of misunder-
standing and doubt. He was like one caught
in the maze of some horrid nightmare,
bound, chained, incapable of doing more
than battle blindly for some unseen way of
escape.

Or—he steadied himself by an effort—
was there not perhaps a way involved in
the very words of these men themselves?
They had been watching Blumefeldt. It
was Blumefeldt they had meant to arrest.
And Blumefeldt had been dealing with
Murgson and Irak and Welter. And Murg-
son and Irak and Welter were here in jail.
And—suddenly Eddie saw a ray of light in
the mental fog. He stared straight back
into the sergeant’s scowling visage.

“ See here,” he questioned quickly;
“ were you one of the men on that raid?”

The sergeant laughed, without any sound
of humor, although he seemed in a manner
amused. “ You know darned well | wasn't.”

“ Did you ever see Blumefeldt to know
him?”

“ Nope. But that don’t hinder my know-
ing him when | see him. I'm pretty well
acquainted with Murgson and his runnin’
mates by sight.”

“ So that you’re just identifying me by
a process of elimination? Youve got
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Murgson and his two associates, and you with th’ same crazy yarn he’s told you, so’s

jump at the conclusion that I'm Blume-
feldt because he’s the only one you missed.
Is that it?” Eddie drew a somewhat un-
steady breath.

And the sergeant grinned and nodded.
“That’s it. Though | wouldn't say we'd
missed him—"

“ That’ your guess.” Eddie drove home
his point in emphatic fashion, “ But—it’s
a guess and nothing else. Do you suppose
I’d be standing here telling you a bunch of
fair\' tales if | was Blumefeldt really.
Wouldn’t this Captain Salles you mentioned
a bit ago be pretty apt to know me when
he saw me if he was at work on this case
and had charge of the raid?”

And at last he had made an impression.
He sensed it as he paused. Nobody said
anything for several seconds, and the ser-
geant plainly considered Eddie’s proposi-
tion.

“You might at that, if you could stall us
into turnin’ you loose on your say-so,” he
remarked, and turned to Jenkins with a
question:

“ See here, Bill—do you know Blume-
feldt?”

Officer Jenkins actually dropped his jaw
in a sort of startled surprise at the interro-
gation before he snapped it up again and
answered: “ Why, no, sarge, | dont, but—
I know th’ man who jumped on my neck.”

“ An’ this is th’ guy? You're sure of

it, Bill?”
“Well, sav-yt” Officer Jenkins com-
plained. A quickly combative expression

waked in his eyes. His throat contracted
inside his collar. One would have said he
gulped. He found himself in a most embar-
rassing position, and the very thing that
had won him unqualified praise a few min-
utes before was impeached by implication
at least. It was disconcerting to have his
superior take such a stand after all he had
done, and he was in no way minded to ad-
mit the possibility of an error in his work.

“Sure?” he let out in a bellow. “ Say,
what do you think | was doin’ this after-
noon—takin’ a sleep? Didn’t he beat it up
the street like 1ve told you? An’didn’t he
try to slough that bill you got in your
hand after he’d fell down tryin’ to stall me

I’d turn him loose?”

Admittin’ that—" the sergeant began,
glanced at Harmon and left his sentence
unfinished.

Because, as Eddie caught his turning re-
gard, he smiled. Jenkins wasnt sure. His
manner showed it. No matter what he
said, no matter how hard he tried to bolster
up his position, he wasn’t absolutely certain.
For a man in an unassailable stand he was
blustering too much. And dimly Eddie
knew' it and the knowledge brought about
a quirking of his lips. That almost invol-
untary smile the sergeant studied.

“Th” point of the thing, BIll, is, did
you lose sight of him while you was after
him or not?” he W'ent on at last.

“Well sa—y! Aint | been tailin’ you
I didn't? An’ anyway aint he th’ same
build—ain’t he wearing th’ same sort of
hat and suit—"

Abruptly Eddie interrupted. * There
are a lot of gray suits and soft hats being
worn this season, sergeant. You can't iden-
tify a man altogether by his clothes.”

He felt that was rather neat as he said
it, and once more he appeared to have pro-
duced an effect by his Wbrds. Glances
passed again between the officers present.
All at once they seemed undecided in spite
of Jenkinss vociferous avowal. The ser-
geant studied the century note and lifted
his eyes from it to those of the men about
him.

“ Oh, well,” he said at length, having
apparently decided to pass the responsibility
for the present; “ this ain’t gettin’ us no-
where so far as | can see. Cap Salles will
know who you are when he arrives.”

“ And when will that be?” Eddie’s tones
were a trifle thickened, as the momentary
hope awakened by the manner of his cap-
tors, died.

The sergeant shrugged. “ Nobody knows.
He’ still out on th’ case.”

“ And this Murgson, Irak and Welter—
if they’re here, wouldnt they know if I'm
Blumefeldt?” Eddie saw another chance of
escape and took it.

“ What?” The sergeant gave him a
glance of something like admiration.
“You’re a quick thinker, aren’t you? They
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might at that, but we ain't taking their
word for anything much this evenin’. You
wait till Cap Salles gets back.”

Harmon’ exasperation reached the boil-
ing stage at a bound. He was sadly dis-
appointed and not a little disturbed. Plain-
ly something bad happened in this city,
quite outside his knowledge, but—it didn't
matter. He didn’t care a snap of his fingers
for what had happened except that by some
inconceivable freak of chance he had been
drawn into the case. Only—he didn’t in-
tend to stay in, and what really interested
him now was convincing these muddleheads
of something concerning which they seem-
ingly did not wish to be convinced. He
could even understand that. He could un-
derstand why they would much prefer to
have him Blumefeldt than the man he
really was. But he had no least intention
of becoming a victim to save the official
face. He glared about him scowling. The
unmitigated asses—the numskulls! They
made him sick.

All at once his rage, his disgust of their
indifference to either his feelings or conven-
ience, cried aloud for expression. A nice
way this was to treat a stranger in their
city. He had given them an alternative
means of proving his identity and instead
of accepting it, of putting it to the test, they
had brushed it aside. Their course waked
every vestige of resentful antagonism in his
breast.

“ And | suppose | can rot in your filthy
jail until Salles comes back and tells you
you’re a thick-headed bunch of fools!” he
declared and knew he had made a mistake.

Because the words were no more than
off his lips before the changing expression
of the men to whom they were addressed
showed that his was not the only resent-
ment now aroused.

“Youre a damned good guesser,” the
sergeant retorted scowling. “ All right, Bill.
Take him back.”

Yes, Eddie knew he had overshot the
mark, had turned reasonable doubt as to
his identity into a personal animosity by his
ill-timed and hot-headed fling. But the
realization only made firmer his resolve to
fight, to stand on the inalienable rights of
his citizenship and demand the privileges it
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granted, to win back his liberty so unjustly
interrupted.

“One moment,” he said as Jenkins
started toward him. “ Can | get an attorney
in this burg?”

“You dont need one yet, and when you
do, we’ll get one for you,” the sergeant ad-
vised him gruffly. “ All right, Jenkins—"

And Eddie rather lost his head. * You
keep off of me, Jenkins!” he roared and
turned on the speaker. “ You’ll get one?
You'll put some half-baked saphead that
needs the experience, in to defend me, |
suppose? Well, not if I know it. 1lVve a
right to a lawyer and Ive a right to pick
mhim myself as long as 1've money to pay
him. And | have. You get me a directory
or something and let me make my own
selection now. |'m a stranger in this town,
but 11l back my own choice of the sort of
lawyer | want a long way over yours.”

For a moment after he brought his de-
mand to a somewhat gasping finish, nobody
uttered a sound, and then the sergeant
shrugged. Turning to a desk in one comer
of the room, he produced a heavy book and
extended it to Harmon.

* All right, keep your shirt on,” he ad-
monished.

Eddie caught the proffered volume from
his hand. He opened it, turned to the list
of classified names, found *“ Attorneys ™
with very little trouble and ran a searching
finger down the page.

“ M. C. Elton.”

The words leaped at him out of leaded
type. His finger paused. “ M. C. Elton.”
He stood there staring at it and breathing
rather hard, He hardly knew why this
name attracted him more than a hundred
others, unless perhaps the double leading
spoke of a business acumen, to his imagina-
tion—suggested a person of progressive in-
stincts—one who had accepted at its full
value the oft-repeated assertion that it pays
to advertise. But regardless of any thought-
out reason, he made up his mind.

“Here,” he said, “you telephone M. C.
Elton and ask him to see me at once. Tell
him 1'm ready to pay him anything within
reason, and be sure to get him because if
you don*t, once | do get out and connect
with a man who knows his business, 11
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promise your bunch the merriest little dam-
age suit for illegal arrest you’ve met in a
million years.”

“ Yes, you will. You’ll play hades won't
you?” The sergeant took the directory
from him and flung it back on the desk.
His manner was one of a rising irritation
and there was a tinge of unwonted color on
his heavy features.

“ Go on, Bill,” he prompted. “ We've
had enough of his chatter. Take him in-
side and give him a chance to cool off.”

From his demeanor, one might have
reached the conclusion that antagonism is
an emotion to be evoked on more than one
side of a case.

CHAPTER Il1.
“ NOT IN A THOUSAND YEAKSI”

AD all the way through he was, Har-
I\/I mon began to realize the truth after

he was in a cell. He had been a
fool, he told himself—a fool. There wasn’t
anything in the cell to hold his attention,
even providing it had been less centered
on himself. He heard the grating clang
shut and sank down on the edge of the cot.

He—Edward Harmon—uwas in jail! It
was an unassailable fact. There had been
a dull finality about the clanging of that
door. He was in jail, charged with counter-
feiting, saddled with another man’s name!
And he had prefaced his incarceration
by antagonizing the police—by threatening
in inane fashion the very men who seem-
ingly held his destiny in their hands.

For a moment he experienced something
like a mental chill, and then he began an
effort to think calmly, to cool off even as
the sergeant had suggested that he should.
After all, he told himself, he had done
nothing really. He was innocent and he
had told the truth. Swiftly he reviewed
each event of the afternoon, since he had
sallied forth from the Fairview, content in
the belief that his time was his own to do
with as he pleased. Well, for a man who
could do as he pleased, he was in a strange
position, and the sequence of occurrences
by which he had arrived in that position was
weird. It was as crazy as a comic movie.
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Eddie turned and glared at the restraining
bars of his cell out of clouded eyes. The
last thing they suggested was the surround-
ings of a man who could do as he pleased.

But—once more he crushed down a gust
of rage—it was all a mistake. It was all
the result of a blunder on the part of the
chuckle-headed Jenkins. If he had ac-
cepted his story—and right there Eddie
paused. He reviewed that story as he had
been reviewing all else. In the stress of
crowding events, fresh from its enacting, it
had seemed true enough to him. But now
that he was alone, he found its verity less
convincing. A man had rushed up to him
on the street and slapped his face and thrust
a hundred dollars into his hand and dis-
appeared. He recalled how his account had
Been received by the officers who heard it,
with questioning glances and stares and
covert smiles. He even began to imagine
how the thing must have sounded to Jen-
kins’s incredulous ears.

Jenkins had been chasing a man he didn’t
know by sight, and he had run down a man
rushing madly along the street—a man of
the same build and wearing the same gen-
eral sort of clothes as the man he was
after—and that man had given as an ex-
cuse for his haste that he was himself in
pursuit of some one who had run up and
slapped him.  Suddenly, Eddie’s face
burned even as when Blumefeldt had struck
it. The story was certainly wild. But—he
wasnt Blumefeldt—and the whole thing
would be straightened out when Captain
Salles arrived. He would know he wasn’
Blumefeldt, at a glance.

All at once Eddie paused again in his
train of thought and swore at himself. In
his disturbed mental condition he had for-
gotten all about his hotel. And he had a
room there—his money and railroad tickets
were in the safe. He could have demanded
that his captors inspect those proofs of his
contention that he wasnt Blumefeldt. And
he had overlooked that bet! Instead he
had given way to the firattles ” and told a
most remarkable story and ended up the
entire performance by a demand for an
attorney, backed up by a definite threat.
As a matter of fact, as he sat there, Eddie
was none too proud of himself.
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And he wasnt very successful in his
efforts to cool off. Nice thing it would be
if any one should get hold of the story after
he reached home. Why the devil didnt
Salles come? It was going to be a fine
business if he had to spend the night here
instead of in his hotel room. A swift loath-
ing of the steel walls, the hard cot, the more
or less fetid atmosphere, suggestive of none
too clean and crowding human life, assailed
him. Why didnt Salles come, or M. C.
Elton, that attorney? He wondered if, after
all they would try to get the man, or if they
would ignore- his wishes wholly, because of
the threat he had made.

Still he reasoned they would hardly do
that. Because he was within his rights
and they must know it. And when Elton
came, he would tell him the whole incon-
ceivable story and get out of the infernal
mess as easily as he could, and then the
first train would carry him out of this—
this unmentionable town. No matter what
he may have heard about it, Eddie felt
right then that he had already seen enough
of the place to last him the rest of his life.

Right now, however, there wasnt any-
thing to do except wait until either M. C.
Elton or Salles arrived.

Eddie waited. He put his elbows on his
knees and took his head, with its mop of
thick, dark hair, into his hands. In a dull
way it was aching, though he hadn*t rea-
lized it before. The late afternoon light
faded as he sat there, and the lights came
on. They made the cell seem more than
ever like a cage. He began to imagine how
a wild beast felt in a menagerie or show.
No wonder they growled and lifted lips
to show savage fangs, and sometimes
howled. He would have liked to howl him-
self—as a sort of primitive means of ex-
pressing his vast impatience and rage.

What was the matter with M. C. Elton?
What was the matter with Salles? What
was the matter with everybody and every-
thing? Why had Blumefeldt picked him
out of all the people on the street, and
slapped his face this afternoon? Why
didn’t some one come and say he wasn’t
Blumefeldt, and give him a chance to escape
from this—this human zoo—this fetid at-
mosphere of close-packed life.
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“Aw keep cool—th’ country’s savin’
fuel.”

Somewhere a raucous voice broke out in
maudlin singing.

From the next cell, Eddie heard a
chuckle. The beasts were beginning to stir
in the zoo.

“1 was blind—my way | couldnt find.”

u Musta been drinkin’ wpod alcohol, bo,
if it affected you that way,” a mumble of
words came to him.

“In the gloamin™—I was roa-a-amin’.”

* Here cut that out.” A voice of author-
ity. The keeper was minding his charges.

In sheer harassment of spirit, Eddie
sprang up and began to pace his cell-
three steps and turn, three steps and turn
again, back and forth—back and forth. He
set his jaw and clenched his hands. It was
all unthinkable—all a mad, insane, incon-
ceivable thing that he, Edward Harmon,
should be shut up in this cage. It would
be different if he had deserved it—but in
every sense of the word, he was a victim.
Some one had slapped his face and he had
sought to resent it, and outside of that—e
he hadn’t done a thing. Three steps to the
end of the cell and turn. Three steps and
he faced the grating. A sound of footsteps
approaching along the tier of cells. He
paused.

And then he forgot everything else for a
moment as two fellow beings appeared. One
was a warder—and the man was grinning as
he came to a halt before the lattice of bars.
And the other was a girl. Or at least
Harmon called her a girl, in his mind—just
a girl with the darkest of wavy brown hair
and a pair of violet eyes.

“ Here’s your party, Miss,” the warder
announced, his grin becoming broader. He
unlocked the door while Eddie stared. “ Rap
when you're ready to leave.”

Without the least hesitation, the young
woman entered the cell. She was like a
breath of the clean outside air, Harmon
thought. But he made no verbal comment
for the moment, because her advent left
him a bit confused. What, he asked him-
self in muddled fashion, was this trimly
dressed, blue-eyed, brown-haired damsel
doing in his cell? Why had the warder
admitted her at all? And then suddenly
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he thought he understood—that he knew
the reason for her coming—what she was.
She was- a “ sob sister ”—a reporter. Larry
—the man who had caught him trying to
get rid of that condemning bill—had turned
in a story of his arrest and this girl had
been sent to interview him—to play up the
human interest side of his dilemma. The
thought hardened his attitude in an instant.
This jail was a zoo all right and she had
come down to write up the latest beast.

He became conscious that she was speak-
ing, as the warder withdrew. “ How do
you do, Mr.—"

“ Never mind,” he interrupted shortly.
* Take the choice of the cot or stool, and
tell me what you want.”

“What / want?” The violet eyes wid-
ened, grew briefly puzzled and then, as
Harmon thought, in a quiet way amused:
“ Aren't you the young man who sent for
an attorney?”

“1 am,” Eddie admitted gruffly.

* Then—I'm M. C. Elton.”

“You!” It was very, very rude, but
Eddie actually gasped. For he really
couldn’t help it. And though he didn't
know it, he stared. M. C. Elton was a
woman—this—this blue-eyed girl. Once
more fate had tricked him. He had picked
a wbman lawyer. No wonder the warder
had grinned. What crazy kink was going
to appear in the course of the whole infernal
tangle next? He had asked for a lawyer
and he had selected a girl not much out of

her teens. In a sort of daze, he watched
her red lips open.
“1, yes. Mildred Elton. 1 suppose you

were misled by the initials, werent you?
You were expecting a—man?”

Eddie nodded. “ l—er—that is yes,
Miss Elton—the warder had called her
Miss, he remembered, with a wholly un-
reasonable pleasure. But—won’t you—er
—sit down? You see I'm a stranger in
town and | didnt know. You’ll—er—par-
don my surprise.”

Miss Elton took the stool. *1 under-
stand perfectly and I’'m going to begin with
an explanation. | rather trade on the use
of my initials instead of my given name.
You see many people would hesitate to Call
a woman lawyer, until she has proved her-
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self and gained a reputation. But my father
was a lawyer and he trained me in his pro-
fession and—I kept on with what | could
hold of his practice when he—died.”

“ By Jove!” Harmon sat down on the
cot. He stared back with a frank admir-
ation, into her steady eyes. All at once he
grinned. “You had your nerve.”

Little white teeth glinted momentarily
as she flashed him a smile. “ It was the
thing | knew best, and | had to earn my
living. But, of course, if you’d rather have
a man—"

“ Hold on!” Eddie interrupted. All at
once he made up his mind. It was all in
keeping that he should have picked a
woman lawyer. It was as crazy as every-
thing else from first to last. He had in-
sisted on making his own selection, and he
had asked for—this girl. ““1—I wouldn’t
rather have a man, than—you. | expected
a man, of course. You're right in thinking
the initials fooled me. 1'm a stranger in
town, as I've told you before, and—"

“Don’t bother to explain any further.”
If Miss Elton noted his rather florid avowal,
she gave no sign. Her manner became pro-
fessional in the extreme. * Suppose instead
that you tell me all about vour trouble,
Mr.—"

*“ Harmon—Eddie Harmon,” her client
supplied. He did more. He rapidly
sketched the entire sequence of events that
had brought him into the position where
she found him. And suddenly Mildred
Elton began to laugh.

Harmon stared. There could be no doubt
of her amusement. She laughed with the
whole-spuled, absolute enjoyment of one
who appreciates the humor of a situation.
And by degrees, Eddie’s first surprise gave
wav to a rather odd expression.

“ |—suppose it is—funny—to the other
fellow,” he said in a tentative way at
last.

“ Forgive me.” Miss Elton controlled
her mirth. *“ But—he ran up and slapped
you—and you chased him—and they put
you under arrest. You poor boy—they
certainly have got you into a mess the way
you tell it. Only—if you’re not Blumefeldt
and can prove your identity by the things
you have at the hotel—I don’t see why you
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need me at all. Why don’t you simply wait
for Captain Salles?”

“ Because,” said Eddie almost fiercely,
“1*ve done enough simple things to-day al-
ready, and each time | ve got in worse, and
I don't intend staying in this jail a minute
longer than | have to. 1°ve d ne nothing
at all—everything has been done to me, and
I've a perfect right to demand my release.
Isnt there such a thing as habeas corpus
—or—or bail—or—something? | dont
know anything about it, but I supposed a
lawyer would. And after | get out, | may
want to start a damage suit for being wrong-
fully arrested.”

Miss Elton pursed her lips. “ As a matter
of fact, Mr. Harmon, it is rather hard to
collect anything but trouble from the police.
Of course, | might take steps to get you
out, but doesn’t it occur to you that in so
far as the police themselves are concerned,
you’re not really under arrest?”

“Not under arrest?” Eddie faltered.
“ Well, really Miss Elton, for a man not
under arrest, | certainly find myself in a
most peculiar position. 11—~

“Wait.” Once more his little attorney
smiled. “ Counterfeiting is something to
be handled by the federal courts, of course,
and even if | started proceedings toward
your release, I'm afraid we would have a
lot of trouble unless they gave the word.”

“ Oh, good Lord!” Eddie’s tone was one
of consternation. *“ You mean the govern-
ment detectives are likely to butt in on
this?  But—they haven’t made any
charge.”

“Not as yet. And dont look so dis-
tressed, Mr. Harmon. If you’re not Blume-
feldt, they are not apt to, in my estimation.
That is why | feel sure that your simplest
course would be to wait for Captain Salles.”

“ But—" Of course, her words were
sensible enough, only Eddie didnt exactly
wish to follow their advice. He had blus-
tered a good deal at the last in his inter-
view with the police and he wanted to ex-
tricate himself without any of their assis-
tance—though if the federal agents were
going to mix into the proposition—

“ It is the best advice | can give as your
attorney,” Miss Elton perceived his hesi-
tation and pressed home her advantage.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

“ All right.” Suddenly Harmon yielded.
If this girl said wait, he would. He wouldn’t
mind the waiting, he felt all at once, if
she would share it with him. He added
that as a condition: “ I’ll do what you say
if you’ll stay till he comes, and see me out
of this mess.”

“ Oh, dear.” Miss Elton eyed him. Her
expression was almost comic. “ But you
funny boy, cant you see that provided al-
ways, youVve told me the truth, there isnt
anything against you, and that everything
will soon be straightened out?”

Eddie nodded. “ Maybe.” He was
watching the play of her lips, the quaint
little crinkles about the corners of her eyes,
beginning to appreciate more and more the
trim lines of her feminine figure. “ Any-
way, |’d—er—prefer to have you remain
and—er give me your advice.”

“Very well.” Miss Elton didnt argue,
“ Suppose then, while we’re waiting, that
you tell me what you can about yourself.”

Eddie had hardly expected that, but it
was easy. Almost any man of twenty-six
finds it far from difficult to talk about him-
self to an attractive girl. He told her about
his birth; he gave his age. He mentioned
some of his ambitions. He described his
work as an architect for the past three
years. He forgot time and place almost
and was rather dilating on his progress in
his profession when once more footsteps
came down the corridor and he paused.

The warder and twb men appeared, one
of them a captain of detectives, dark, alert
of word and motion; the other of a quieter
bearing with coldly impersonal steel-blue
eyes by which one felt little was missed.

“ Here you are, captain,” said the warder.

And the dark men sent one searching
glance into the cell where Eddie sat, to ex-
plode in disgusted fashion: *“ Him Blume-
feldt? Not in a thousand years!”

It was all right. Everything was all
right. This was Captain Salles at last. He
had come back and it hadnt taken him
more than a second to appreciate the truth.
With a vast surge of relief and gratification,
Eddie rose. In a word Salles had exploded
all suspicion against him. And now there
would be nothing more than the customary
formalities, whatever they were, of turning
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him loose. His face lighted. He became
aware that Miss Elton had also risen.

“We've been waiting for you to come
and say so, Captain Salles. Air. Harmon,
being a stranger in the city, had no one to
identify him,” he heard her begin.

“ Well,” I ve said it,” Salles snorted. He
seemed more than a little upset to find that
Jenkins had so plainly bungled in getting
his man. “ Rlumefeldt’s a man grown, as it
happens, and this boy%s only a kid.”

Yes, it was all right. Not only had Salles
said he was not the man he wanted, but he
was sticking to it, and yet oddly enough
some of Harmon’s elation vanished at his
reaffirming words. All at once he was filled
with, blended emotions. He flushed. Of
course, it was splendid to have his identity
vouched for in such unequivocal a fashion,
but—what the deuce did the captain mean
by calling him a boy—a kid, in front of
this girl of the brown hair and the violet
eyes and the wise little head?

The way he spoke, it was almost as
though he sneered at Eddie’s years. He
might as well have said he had scarcely
reached the age of discretion—would hardly
have been capable of doing what Jenkins
had alleged. For a moment it was in his
mind to resent the imputation. But he con-
trolled his feelings.

“| tried to make your man Jenkins un-
derstand that Blumefeldt was the person
who handed me that bogus bill,” he said.
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Miss Elton gave him a glance, and Salles
narrowed his eyes.

“ Think so?” he inquired.

“Of course.” Salles might fancy him a
callow youth, but at least he would show
him that he was able to use his reason; to
take facts and arrive at the logical de-
duction. Eddie went on to establish that
fact beyond any contradiction.

“ Who else could it have been? What
earthly reason would any one else have had
for doing what he did? And in view of the
fact that he was trying to make his escape,
I should think his motive would be plain.”

“ You think quite a lot dont you?” For
no reason that Eddie could understand,
Salles’ tone was all at once brittle.

But it was not time for speculation. He
answered the question: “ 1 try to use my
brain.”

“ And you think he was trying to clean
himself just as you did after Jenkins
grabbed you?”

“1 think that was part of his object—
though mainly he wanted me to chase him.
That’s why he slapped me. | suppose you
know he slapped me, captain?”

Salles nodded. He and the quiet man
exchanged glances. ““1 know all about it,
and | get your point,” he said shortly. “ It%
the logical conclusion, provided the bill was
bogus. But Mr. Marvin here knows a lot
about such matters and he says it%
genuine.”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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SMOKE FANCIES

" 'plE day
Is gray,
A mist-wet pall

Hangs over all;

The belching smokestacks
Reaching high—huge crayons.
Trace weird silhouettes

Upon the murky sky.

Margaret Wheeler Ross.
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A NOVELETTE-COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE

CHAPTER 1.
PARSONS VS. KURTZ.

M PARSONS, cow-puncher, was at

peace—with himself and with the w-orld.
\.THe and his horse, Suds, had arrived in
Sky City the evening before and had stayed
over for a day or two of rest before pro-
ceeding into North Park, wdiere a job with
the Bar-Circle-X outfit awaited him. In
his pocket reposed forty-five dollars. He
possessed neither a debt nor a care in the
world. Wherefore, as has been stated, Jem
Parsons’ soul was at peace.
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His clothes carefully brushed, his boots
brilliantly polished, he leaned with folded
arms against the wall, watching with enjoy-
ment the scene of gayety before him. The
annual ball of the Pioneer Fire Company
was in progress. An incurable awkward-
ness when in the proximity of the feminine
sex had taught Jem back in the earliest
days of his youth that dancing was not his
most felicitous accomplishment; but the
the sight of gyrating, gliding couples always
pleased him and a basic savage strain within
him responded to the blaring rhythm of the
music.

1 A
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It was not an altogether unrestrained
joyousness and gayety that exhibited itself
in Veterans’ Hall to-night. There was dis-
cernible to Jem’ ever inquisitive mind an
atmosphere of tension, of apprehensiveness.
The laughter was seldom the hearty, un-
blanketed burst of joyousness indigenous
to such occasions. Also an undercurrent
of excitement made its drift apparent. Be-
tween dances little knots gathered for
snatches of agitated buzzing. New arrivals
were eagerly interrogated, as if important
news were being awaited.

Jem knew the cause of the excitement.
That morning the paymaster of the Nancy
Hanks Mining & Milling Company, on his
way from the bank to the mine, had been
held up and robbed of his satchel, contain-
ing some eight thousand dollars. He had
been found, lying bound and gagged in the
rear of his car, by the driver of an ore
team coming into town, some three quarters
of an hour after the hold-up.

The bandits having been masked, their
victim was unable to give any description
of them. They had been four in number.
They had sprung out at him from the
bushes lining the roadway and covered him
before he realized what was happening. As
they had finished fettering him, a Ford tour-
ing car had driven up from the direction of
town, the driver being likewise masked. It
had probably been standing around the
bend, acting as lookout. The four bandits
had got in and the car had then turned and
driven back toward town.

The sheriff, of course, had immediately
gathered together a posse and was still
scouring the mountains for trace of the
highwaymen. No results had as yet been
forthcoming, however.

Jem, being a stranger in town, had been
questioned. But as half the town was able
to bear witness to the fact that he had spent
nearly the entire morning, including the
hour of the hold-up, perched on an up-
turned nail keg inside the entrance of Pete
Johannsen’s blacksmith shop, while the ar-
tist of the anvil equipped Suds with a new
set of shoes, the cow-puncher’s detention
had been but of a few minutes’ duration.

The excitement in the center of which he
found himself, without being a part of it,
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added the seasoning dash of spice necessary
to round out Jems contentment of spirit.

The couples on the floor before him,
circling and eddying, bunched into the cor-
ner where Jejn was leaning. He uncrossed
his ankles and drew his feet in closer to
the wall. As he did so, the dancer closest
to him stumbled. He lurched awkwardly
in the effort to regain his balance and his
heel came down crushingly on Jem’s un-
offending toe.

Jem winced; but in furtherance of the
social amenities his face started to form a
grin of cheerful pardon.

The-dancer, however, seemed otherwise
disposed. Angered, apparently, at the awk-
ward spectacle he had made, he flashed on
Jem in a rage.

“ Keep your damned feet out of the
way!” he exploded.

Jem’s half fonned smile congealed—then
dissolved. An infinitesimal spark struck
across the clear blue eye.

“ You talking t” me?” he inquired mildly.
He still leaned against the wall and his arms
still hung in a listless fold across his breast.

“11l do more than talk to you!” the
other man roared in a strange excess of
fury.  “ I’ll mash in your ugly mug!”

“ Ugly mug!” A broad grin of derision
broke over Jem’s face. His eye was deliber-
ately and unmistakably insulting as it
moved lingering over each detail of the
other man’s features—from the heavy-
browed, narrow-slitted, green eyes and the
great, broad nose, flattened out at the bot-
tom against the heavily mustached upper
lip, to the deep scar that twisted the thick-
lipped mouth into a perpetual, asymmetrical
snarl.

Up and down Jem’ eyes roved in pal-
pable insolence.

“ Why, stranger,” he drawled at length,
“1 reckon you dont need no police pro-
tection t” keep the ladies from mobbing you
when you exposes your map t’ the public
gaze.”

A deadly stillness ensued. The music
had trailed waveringly into silence at the
first words of the altercation and the floor,
with the bright dresses of the girls, was like
a distantly seen field of motionless flowers.
Those at the farther edges of the room
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moved steadily closer, and Jem sensed those
spectators that had been lining the wall at
either side of him falling away from his
proximity with a celerity unmodified by the
attempted air of casualness.

“You dirty, yellow pup, you!” the man
then rasped. He spat forth a stream of
curses.  “ I’ll—1”

He never finished that sentence. None
of the witnesses, in the thrilled, whispered,
corner postmortems later held, could quite
agree on what happened. Jem’ fist, leap-
ing from apparently no position at all, had
flashed through the air and in the fraction
of an instant his reviler lay sprawling on the
floor.

With catlike agility, though, the man
wriggled over onto one knee and his hand
snapped to his hip pocket. It was a move-
ment Jem had been expecting. A swift
swing of his boot and the gun went skating
across the floor. With a yelp of pain its
owner seized the limp wrist in his other
hand. His hate shot eyes glared into the
barrel of Jem’s revolver.

For several moments Jem held his op-
ponent thus.

“ Get up,” he then commanded.

Sputtering vile imprecations the man
obeyed.

“If it ain’t too much of a strain,” Jem
said, “try an’ act like a gentleman. There’s
your partner—shes waitin>. Go on an’
dance.” He waved a commanding hand
at the orchestra.

Hesitantly the musicians resumed their

instruments. The motionless spectators
wavered, then started circling with gather-
ing spirit.

The belligerent stranger glared uncertain-
ly at Jem, wavered before the unflinching
gun muzzle, then turned to his partner, a
lady of a multitude of tight, blond curls,
deep red cheeks and lips, and chalk white
nose and chin.

“Youve got me this trip,” he snarled
over his shoulder. “ But I'm going to get
you for this, and don't you forget it!”

“ Come for me any time you’re ready,”
Jem invited. ““1 guess 171 always be
around handy any time you’re lookin’ for
me.”

He watched the man's stocky figure be-
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come blurred among the other dancers.
Then he slipped his gun back into his pocket
and dropped again into his posture of in-
dolent spectatorship. About him he heard
the excited buzz of the adventure’s retelling.
He noted with a gratified self-satisfaction
the glances of admiration turned in his di-
rection as the dancers sailed by his corner.

Perhaps five minutes elapsed. Then Jem
felt a light touch on his shoulder. Instantly
alert, he jerked his head round. An elderly
man, with lined, sober face, drooping white
mustache and heavy white eyebrows, was
standing at his side.

“ Stranger,” the -man accosted him, his
voice low, audible to Jem’ ears only, “ 1d
like to have a word with you. If youll
come out of the hall we can step down the
street a ways.”

He turned and started for the door.

Jem hesitated. This might be—prob-
ably was—a trap of his antagonist. Out-
side the hall, he would probably be fallen
upon by the other man’s friends in force,
or be led into an ambush.

Jem’ jaw set grimly. His eye was
alight with the gleam of battle.

“Jem, my son,” he told himself, *it
kinda looks to me that your leetle vacation
is over. Looks like there’s a wagon load
of excitement headed right smack in your
direction and she’s due to onpile right smack
on your haid.”

He grinned.

“ All right,” he finished. “ There ain’t
nothing that sets easier on my stomach than
excitement, nohow.”

He moved towards the door, in the old
man's wake.

CHAPTER II.

THE TOWN THAT LOST ITS NERVE.

HE wariness with which Jem edged out
of the shelter of the building into the
open street seemed unwarranted. The

street was dark and quiet. About the en-
trance of the hall a group of men stood,
snatching a brief smoke. The stranger who
had invited Jem out was a few paces down
the sidewalk. Otherwise the street was
deserted.
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The man looked back over his shoulder
and jerked his head for Jem to follow.
The latter’s taut nerves did not relax; nor
did his fingers leave their position of poised
proximity to his gun butt. He stepped for-
ward, though, and strode by the other man’
side.

At the corner the man turned and beyond

the edge of the building stopped. He faced
Jem.

“ My name is Lawton,” he introduced
himself. “ I'm county judge.”

He paused a moment.

“ Heres what | called you out for,” he
resumed. “1 want to give you a bit of
advice. You had better get your horse and
slip out of town as quietly and quickly as
possible.

Jem's eyes opened inquiringly.

“And for why?” he queried.
says | got to get out of town?”

The other man shook his head.

“You havent got me right, he answered.
“ Nobody says you've got to. It a friend-
ly tip I'm giving you. You've licked and
shamed Bill Kurtz—Ilicked him and shamed
him publicly, before his own gang and us
folks of the town.” He leaned forward
earnestly and laid a hand on Jem’ shoul-
der. *“ Stranger,” he continued, “no man
has ever done that. And no man that does
do it can hope to get out of this camp alive.
Listen to me—you've still got a chance;
take it.”

“You a-tellin” me to skin out of this here
camp and run from this flat nosed son of
a horse thief?” Jem’ voice was injured
and full of reproof. “ Why, thanks, judge,”
he drawled on, *1 appreciates your kindness
of intention in warnin’ me—but Jem Par-
sons ain’t never run from no man yet—
and | guess maybe he won't yet fer a while.
Anyhow, not so long as he’s got a gun on
his hip and an arm in good mechanical
condition to operate it with.”

Judge Lawton still held Jem s shoulder.

*“ Stranger,” he said, “ 1'd give my right
eye to have you stay in this camp. It just
warmed me clean down to the soles of my
feet to see you back in that hall. It made
me feel good all over to see a real he-man
stand up on his two bind legs and talk up
to that ugly bully, We need a few men
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like you in this town. But, just the same,
I know this camp and | know Kurtz and
his gang. | admire courage, but | can’t
stand by and let you just be butchered
by that crowd.”

“Who is this hombre that you’re so
worried about him?” Jem inquired curious-
ly. “He must be some fancy little hell-
raiser.”

“ He dredge master of the Blue Buttes
Dredging Company. Their camp is about
twelve miles south-east of town. They
operate two dredges there—one up Coyote
Creek and the other on the Rapid River.
He’s got about thirty-five men at the camp
and, believe me, theye the toughest lot of
pirates that ever was collected in one bunch.
When Kurtz hires a man for the dredges he
dont care whether he knows the digging
ladder from a screen grizzly. All he wants
to know is how quick he is with a gun and
whether his soul is black enough to fall in
with Kurtz’s rascality.”

“Why dont you wipe him up? Why
dont Sky City take him to a cleaning and
either make ’em behave theirselves or wipe
their camp off the map?”

The judge gave a bitter, mocking laugh.

“ Sky City?” he demanded sarcastically.
“ Say, there isn’t a man in town that’s got
guts enough to even think of anything like
that. TheyVe degenerated into a bunch of
old women. A man used to be able to say
he came from Sky City and hold up his
head. But a few years of Kurtz’s bullying
and any old ladies’ home out on its annual
picnic could come in here now and spank
all our leading citizens. You couldn’t col-
lect enough spirit from all our men to
equip a starving alley cat with spunk
enough to steal a hunk of liver from a
meat market.”

“Well, what’s the idea?
that get this fellow Kurtz?”

“Just natural orneriness, | guess. Likes
to lord it over the town. He’s carried on a
regular, systematic campaign of intimida-
tion until he now7has this community com-
pletely overawed and cowed. Take to-
night—I was standing near you and saw
the whole affair, You weren’t any more at
fault than | was. And even if you had
been, it was accidental and just an *excuse

Where does
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me * would ve settled it with anybody else.
But what did Kurtz do?>—He snapped right
onto it. That’ the deliberate method he
and his gang use, with the result, as | said,
that they*ve now got the town into a chronic
condition of nervous strain.”

“If the town aint got guts enough to
put a stop to it theirselves, why dont they
complain to the dredging company’s home
office? Why dont they get Kurtz fired?
It’s bad business for the company—why do
they stand for it?”

Judge Lawton shrugged his shoulders.

“ Why should they worry? The general
superintendent of the company gets around
here on his inspection trips two or three
times a year. If any complaints are made
to him, he talks to Kurtz about them.
Kurtz denies most of it and claims he’s got
to use hard-boiled methods to hold his own
men in line, for one thing, and for another
thing says that keeping this district afraid
of him keeps down their tax assessments—
which is true enough. The assessor doesn’t
dare put on what the property ought to
stand. So as it seems to be saving the
company money, and as the dredges seem
to be operating all right—Kurtz is a good
dredge operator, no getting around that—
wrhy, that's the end of the company’s in-
terest.”

“ And now you got a gang of highway-
men,” Jem remarked. * This community
is playing in tougher luck than poor old
Job.”

“ Sure!  Whats to be expected?” de-
manded Judge Lawton bitterly. “ As soon
as it gets spread around a bit the sort of
spineless place this is, we’ll be flooded with
every sort of crook going, looking for an
easy spot to work. This robbery this morn-
ing isn't the first. Six weeks ago the bank
was broken into and nicked for four thou-
sand dollars. For about a year there have
been robberies and holdups and burglaries
of one kind or another all through this
district. And what’s been done about it
all? Harry Goss is good enough as a sher-
iff, but you've got to have the force of a
strong public spirit behind you to get any-
where in law7 enforcement. Harry scrapes
together a few men willing to help him,
and they ride around the hills a day or
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two; they dont find anything, and then
its dropped. The bank got some Denver
detectives on the job; but after a couple
of days they threw it up. It was no use,
they saw7 without anybody taking any par-
ticular interest or giving any particular
help. It ’ll be the same in this case—you
mark what | tell you.”

As if in answer to his statement, the chug
of automobiles sounded up the street.
Three cars filled with men came into view.
As they approached the corner the judge
stepped out into the light of the street
lamp.

He waved his arm at the driver of the
first car.

“ Any luck, Harry?” he hailed.

The car slackened its speed a bit.

“ No, judge,” came the answer. “ Could
not find a thing. No clew of any kind.
Looks sort of hopeless.”

The cars went on down the street in the
direction of Veterans’ Hall.

Lawton returned to Jem’s side.
eye was a gloomy triumph.

“ What did | tell you?” he demanded.
“ That’s Sheriff Goss. He’s been out all
day with the other boys, but they might
as Well have saved their trouble for all the
good it 1l do.”

Punctuating the close of his sentence
there crashed suddenly through the night
stillness a fusillade of shots from the direc-
tion of the hall. Women’s shrieks and the
outcries of men followed.

Judge Lawton and Jem leaped for the
corner.  From the entrance of Veterans’
Hall an excited stream of men and girls
were gushing. Through the center of the
broader flow7a swifter, narrower current cut
a channel, and at the edge of the sidewalk
emerged into view as a small, compact
group of men with drawn, threatening re-
volvers. At their head Jem recognized his
antagonist of the encounter earlier in the
evening—Kurtz. A few7 of the men had
women clinging to their arms.

The group darted across the street to a
ron* of automobiles. They jumped in and,
amid a sputtering of starting engines and
open cut-outs, they shot off up the street.
As they swept by the corner, Kurtz’s quick,
darting eye espied Jem standing beneath

In his
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the light. With a shouted curse the dredge
master flung down his gun and cut loose.
Jem, on the instant, was at the curb, an-
swering. But the flight of the car and the
uncertain light rendered both fusillades in-
nocuous.

The judge started on the rim toward the
hall, Jem at his heels. The crowd by now
had wavered in its panicky flight and was
surging back through the door. Jem and
his companion pushed through the mob and
into the hall. They forced their way to the
spot that seemed to be the center of in-
terest.

There, on the floor, lay a young man of

perhaps twenty-three or four. His eyes
were closed and his face white. The floor
about him was wetly crimson. By his

side knelt a man whom Jem recognized as
Dr. Moore.

A few feet away a girl lay prone and
senseless, several women at her side calling
for water and more space with the usual
hysterical incoherence of such an occasion.
Another figure pushed through into the cen-
ter of the crowd, forcing his way with the
assurance of authority. Jem recognized the
sheriff, Harry Goss—big, sandy haired,
with eyes that struck Jem immediately as
shifty.

“What has happened here?” he de-
manded. “ Who did this?”

CHAPTER I11.

JEM ACCEPTS A CHALLENGE.

MAN stepped forward, volunteering
A the requested information.
“ One of the Blue Buttes gang—

Herb Hoskins. George and Amy were
dancing, and as they passed close by Hos-
kins he slipped some insulting remark to
the girl. George, being hot-headed, snapped
back. They exchanged words a couple of
times, and then Hoskins pulls his gun and
cuts loose at George. Got him, too, I'm
afraid.”.

The sheriff turned to the doctor.
does it look, doc?” he inquired.

The physician rose to his feet.

“He’s hurt pretty badly,” he stated.
“ One bullet got him through the lung; an-

“sHow
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other one shattered his arm; but its the
lung wound that is dangerous. Wed better
get him out of here right away.”

Goss turned to the crowd behind him,
He waved his arm.

“ Clear out of here,” he commanded,
“ WeVe got to have room. Sam "—be ad-
dressed one of the men that had pressed
in behind him—* you and Joe go down to
Dr. Moore’s office and get the stretcher.”

Milling reluctantly, the crowd retreated
through the doorway. Judge Lawton, by
virtue of his official position, remained; and
Jem, in companionship with the judge,
stayed at the latters side. A dozen or so
other men likewise remained—officials of
some sort or other, Jem surmised, or other
important personages.

In a few minutes the two messengers
returned with the stretcher. The wounded
man was placed upon it, and, accompanied
by the doctor, was carried out. The un-
conscious girl had revived sufficiently to be
likewise removed.

“ Well,” one of the officials remarked,
“1 guess this pretty nearly evens up Kurtz
for the licking he got to-night.”

Goss looked up inquiringly. “ Was there
more trouble here to-night?”

The first man jerked his thumb toward
Jem.

“ This stranger had a little run-in with
Kurtz.” He briefly sketched the incident.

The sheriff turned upon Jem a keen,
searching look. There was a subtle sneer

in his voice as he spoke. “You're some
scrapping kid, aint you?”
“ Oh, no!” Jem drawled. “1'm a man

of peace and quiet. But | guess | knows
which end of a gun is which when the oc-
casion trots itself forward.”

Goss’s voice was resentful, accusing.
suppose it was that foolish scrap of yours
that made Kurtz and his friends sore and
brought this on. Now poor George has to
pay for it.”

Jem% face flushed darkly beneath its
tan. “ More likely he’ payin’ for a lack
of guts in the officials hereabouts in en-
forcin’ the law and keepin’ down this cheap
bunch of hell-raisers,” he retorted.

The sheriffs eyes narrowed. “ Are you
intending any particular insinuation?” he
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inquired menacingly. * Because
are—”

“You heard what | said,” Jem returned
steadily; “and you know what | mean.
That gang was able to shoot tills poor kid
down in the middle of a crowded hall and
get away from town without a shot bein’
fired at em. And you was right in front
of the hall at th’ time. So far’s | can see,
there aint been no move made, neither,
toward goin’ t’ get this fellow Hoskins.”

“ What business is it of yours, a stranger,
to come in here and tell us all about what’s
the matter with us and criticize us? We've
managed to struggle along a few years
without your help. 1 guess, maybe, we can
pull along a while longer the same way.”

Jem shrugged his shoulders.

“ Sure thing,” he acquiesced. “ It’ all
right with me. | ain’t hankerin’ none to
reform this here camp. It ain’t nothin’ to

if you

me. If you’ll remember, my remarks was
brought forth by certain remarks of
yourn.”

“ Just the same,” Judge Lawton interpo-
lated, “ this man is right, Harry. What are
we going to do about this? Are we going
to let that gang of ruffians get away with
this just like they have with everything
else?”

Goss turned to the judge. His manner
was softer than it had been toward Jem.
. “Now, judge,” he remonstrated, “ you
know Kurtz, and you know his men. Of
course, 171 drive out to the camp to-morrow
and talk to Kurtz and see what | can do.
But you know as well as | do that I can't
do anything. No man can go into that camp
for a prisoner and come out alive. And you
know how much chance there’d be of get-
ting a posse together in Sky City to go out
to the Blue Buttes.”

Jem could not restrain the gleeful chor-
tle that shook his entire body.

“ Damned if this aint good!” he
chuckled. * The sheriff says he’ll go
out and *talk to Kurtz.” Do you aim,

maybe, to take along a little conversational
assistant like a six-shooter, or are you re-
ivin’ entirely and alone on your or'tory to
get you by? You must be Dan’l Webster,
Abe Lincoln and William Jennings Bryan
all rolled into one.”
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Sheriff Goss took a threatening stride
forward.

“ Now, you listen, stranger,” he snapped,
his eyes gleaming venomously. * You've
rattled your gab about as much as Ive
got a mind to listen to. You’re mighty long
on talk—but | ain’t seen so much action,
in spite of what the boys say happened here
to-night. 1t just plumb luck that you aint
lying in Petersen’s undertaking parlors right
now. By an accident you managed to get
the drop on Kurtz ahead of him, and it’s
gone to your head and puffed you up so
you think you’re just a regular hell-raising,
fighting fool. If youre so damned cocky,
what’s the matter with you going out there
to-morrow and bringing Hoskins in your-
self?”

“ Me?” returned Jem. “1’m a stranger.
What call is it of mine? And anyhow—
am | sheriff? What authority have | got to
arrest a man?”

“ Here’s your authority.” The sheriff
snatched a badge from his pocket and thrust
it into Jem’s hand. “ | hereby appoint you
a deputy.”

A sneer of scorn overspread his face.

“ Didn’t expect that, did you? Figured
you had lots of opening to crawfish, didn’t
you?”

Jem turned the badge thoughtfully in his
fingers.

“ As | said,” he remarked, “ I'm a stran-
ger, and this ain’t no business of mine. Jus’
the same, | knows a challenge when | sees
one. And | ain’t never yet backed away
when | seen a challenge hankerin’ t” make
my acquaintance.” He thrust the pin of
the badge through his vest front. * Youd
better dust out your jail,” he went on.
“ To-morrow morning its goin’ to start
earning some returns on the money the
taxpayers of this here community has got
invested in it.”

He hitched up his trousers. “1 s’pose
this bird, Hoskins, will keep till morning.
His experience with this town aint likely
to scare him into skipping out.”

“He’ll be there all right. You won't have
any trouble finding him around the bunk-
house. Hell be waiting to receive you, any
time you get there, | guess.”

“ Well, he wont have long to wait.”
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" Sure you won't be troubled with in-
somnia to-night and decide that seeing as
you can’t sleep you might as well get on
your way toward North Park during the
night?” Goss inquired sarcastically.

Jem sauntered off toward the door. “ Me,
when | sleep,” he tossed blandly over his
shoulder, “ give a first class imitation of a
sheriff chasing a bandit.”

CHAPTER IV.
AT BLUE BUTTES CAMP.

UZZING along the road to the Blue
B Buttes camp early next morning in

the Ford car the sheriff had furnished
him, Jem belabored himself for a meddling
fool. What call had he to get himself mixed
up in the troubles of Sky City? What af-
fair was it of his, anyway? A fine mess his
boasting and chestiness had got him into!
It was as Goss had said—a bit of luck had
given him the advantage over Kurtz, and
the victory had gone to his head. He was
certainly in a nice racket now. Dog-gone
lucky he’d be to get out of it with his skin
intact, let alone with the prisoner he was
after.

He, single-handed, going into a camp
such as Judge Lawton had described Blue
Buttes to be, to take one of their number
prisoner and bring him into town to answer
to what might develop into a charge of mur-
der!

“ 1 must ’a’ been plumb out of my haid,”
Jem lugubriously reflected. He tried to re-
member whether he had partaken of any-
body’s bootleg hospitality, to which he
might lay the blame for the mental con-
dition that must have possessed him the
previous night.

Well, he was in for it now. And, being
in for it, his mood quickly passed and his
spirits bounded to the level of the high ad-
venture upon which he had embarked.

“They may get me, but, by gum, they
will know somebody’s been out to camp
by the time they get through,” he chuckled
grimly.

The road to the Blue Buttes camp ran
high around the edge of the mountains. On
one side the green mountain slopes rose
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steeply to their snowy summits, while on
the other they dropped to the river bank
some distance below.

The last mile of the road dropped sharp-
ly to the clearing, near the canon’s level,
wherein the rude camp nestled. Jem,
halting for a few moments as he came into
sight of the camp, saw a cluster of rough,
log buildings. From far up the river, above
the rush and roar of the water, came the
distance-muffled crash and grind of the
dredges.

Driving into the camp, Jem’ acutely
alive eyes roved about him. In the center
of the settlement, by the main roadway,
stood the largest building, probably the
bunkhouse. The other houses were scat-
tered about in indiscriminate irregularity.
Jem circled around behind the bunkhouse
and brought his car to a halt in front of
the door, headed in the direction back to-
ward Sky City. He throttled his engine
down to a low mutter, but did not kill it.
He was playing his hand with extreme wari-
ness.

He climbed out of his seat and strolled
toward the door. His manner outwardly
was all calm, cool insouciance; but beneath
that careless exterior every nerve and every
muscle was set at hairtrigger tension, ready
for instant action.

The door of the bunkhouse was standing
ajar. Jem stepped to the doorway and
looked within.

In the large general room of the bunk-
house ten or a dozen men sat idly at the
table or tilted in their chairs against the
walls. The doors to the inner bunk-
rooms were closed.

With the impact as of a physical blow
there struck Jem’s consciousness an atmos-
phere of expectancy about the men before
him. The cards on the table lay in care-
lessly bunched stacks. All chairs were .fac-
ing the doorway, and in each eye Jem
seemed to be aware of a light of happy
anticipation. His glance, roving over every
detail of the room, flickered an instant over
the telephone on the wall. What pregnant
activity had that instrument, now so blandly
inscrutable, been party to in recent hours?

In the foremost seat by the table sat
Kurtz himself, his ugly snarl now a sar-
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dome mask of evil joy. A dredge master
at this hour of the day idling with the off-
shift men in the bunkhouse! The cloudy
vagueness of Jem’ suspicion condensed into
certainty.

He dropped carelessly against the door
jamb. His thumbs hooked in his belt. On
his vest gleamed prominently the badge of
his authority.

* "Morning, gents,” he greeted cheerfully.

“ Welcome, stranger,” Kurtz answered.
“Glad to see you—honestly, we’re tickled
to death;” which Jem was quite ready to
believe.

“ Does there happen t’ be a gent here by
the name of Herb Hoskins?” the new dep-
uty sheriff inquired.

A young man, his face alight with inso-
lent braggadocio, seated in the place of
prominence across the table from Kurtz,
spoke up:

“You're lookin’ at him, stranger. That’s
me.”

Jem gave him a calm scrutiny.

“111 have t’ trouble you to come with
me to Sky City,” he announced. * There’s
a little difficulty of last night that’s got t” be
settled for.”

“ That s0?” Hoskins drawled. “ Now jus’
supposin’ | aint feelin’ in the mood for
travelin’ this mornin’?”

“Wa-all "—Jem’ voice was mildly re-
gretful—" in that case | reckon 1°’d have t’
try to persuade you that maybe travelin’
would be good for your health, jus’ like the
doctors tells us.”

“You figure you’re a regular dog-gone
devil of a persuader now, dont you?” sar-
castically inquired Kurtz.

“ There has been times that | ve won my
argument,” Jem admitted. There was an
unmistakable pointedness in his tone that
shot an angry flush for an instant across the
other man’s sneering features.

“ Any particular style of argument you
intend using?” Kurtz demanded.

“ Ye-es—" Jem drawled. “ This!”

A gasp came from the men within the
room. With the first word of Jem’ reply
he had been leaning idly against the door
jamb. The second word had been exploded
across a pair of menacing gun barrels. It
was as if Kurtz and his gang had been view-
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ing the celluloid strip of a picture film and,
examining one scene of Jem lolling against
the door frame, had then jumped imme-
diately several yards farther down to the
picture of Jem, menacingly hunched for-
ward, his weapons trained on his antagon-
ists. In that camp of skilled gunplay it
was a performance to produce an awed thrill
of admiration.

“1 guess maybe these aint such rotten
persuaders at that!” Jem’s voice was
again drawling, with a little tight note of
menace in it, however. “ Now, will you
gents kindly raise your hands high over
your heads? Yes—that’s the way—I'm
much obliged. | don’t like to have to mess
up anybody’s shirt front. It ain’t many
complexions that harmonizes good with
bright red.”

He paused a bit to study the situation.

. “Now Il have t’ trouble you further
to stand up an’ turn round with your backs
to me—not fergettin® for one teeniest,
weeniest, leetle mite of a second t’ keep
astrainin’ your shoulder joints tryin’ t’ grab
a holt of the ceilin’. There, that’s the
stuff,” as, with black, raging faces, they
complied with his request. “ Now line up
against that wall, all of you. One by one,
as | call t” you, take four steps backward.
And as a last warnin’, dont let your minds
wander from th’ fact that I’'m a gent of a
very nervous disposition; it’s a family fail-
ing and 1’'m sorry—but | know youll all be
glad t’ humor the weakness and not do
nothing t” provoke it. All right, young fel-
ler, you at the end—four steps backward!”

The man directed performed as requested.
Jem slipped his left gun back into his
pocket, but kept the other trained on the
backs of the- row of men before him. He
ran his left hand over the person of the
man before him and abstracted the gun
he found in the pocket. He stuck the weap-
on into his belt.

“ All right; back to the line for you.
Next! ”

One by one he disarmed them. Kurtz,
as he started back to his place in the line,
Jem could not refrain from assisting forward
with a taunting lift of his knee.

“ Now, Mr. Herbert Hoskins, if youVve
decided that maybe this is a fine morning
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for a little trip, after all, step back and we
can ramble. The rest of you gents had
better stay jus’ the way you are for a little
while.  Your doctor wouldnt recommend
much activity for you right now.”

He pulled a set of handcuffs from his
pocket—  Goss, tauntingly sarcastic, had
completely outfitted him—and locked Hos-
kins’s hands behind his back.

He stepped back to the doorway. His
belt bristled with the collection of weapons
he had stripped from the men.

His hand felt on the inner side of the
door. It found, as he had expected, the
unused key hanging by a string from the
knob. He jerked it free and inserted it into
the outer side of the keyhole, his eyes still
trained on the row of men against the op-
posite wall.

He stepped to the outside of the door sill.

* Come out, Hoskins,” he commanded.

He reached past his prisoner, pulled the
door shut and twisted the key in the lock,
dropping the key into his pocket.

“ Hop in the car—make it snappy!” Jem
ordered.

When his prisoner was in place Jem
snapped another set of irons on his ankles
and slammed shut the door. Then he ran
around to the other side of the machine,
leaped into his seat, and the next instant he
was tearing out of camp.

CHAPTER V.
THE AMBUSH.

EM knew that he could not figure on
J too great a lead. The outcries of the

imprisoned men would quickly arouse
the rest of the camp and as soon as the
door could be broken down and the men
could rearm themselves, they would cer-
tainly dash forth in search of revenge and
the rescue of their captured comrade.

But it was not the pursuit that hovered
most disturbingly in Jem’ mind. His men-
tal eye flashed the image of that telephone
on the wall. He felt certain that the mo-
ment the door of the bunk house had closed
that instrument had been electrified into
activity.

His seething brain ran back to Goss’s re-

665

mark the preceding night; “ He’ll be wait-
ing to receive you, any time you get there.”
That might have been general sarcasm, of
course, and yet—

“Well, they certainly was waitin’ for
me, that’s a lead pipe cinch,” he reflected,;
“Kurtz and Hoskins settin’ up in front by
th” table, jus’ like the stage all set for a
show.”

The accomplice in Sky City that had
warned the camp of Jem’ visit was certain-
ly by now apprised of the result of that
visit. And it was action at that end of the
road that caused Jem’s brow to wrinkle anx-
iously. He had no intention, after the risk
he had run to secure his prisoner, of losing
him now through treachery' in the town.
The challenge he had accepted from Goss
and that he had thus far pursued success-
fully, he was determined to defend to a
victorious conclusion.

Hoskins, who had been sitting in black,
gloomy silence, awoke to momentary con-
versational life.

“ Smart as hell, you think you are, don't
you?” he sneered. “ Think you’re going to
get away with this?”

“ Well,” Jem confessed, “1 do sort of
figure on that.”

“You damn fool!” the other scorned.
“You won* even get as far as Sky City.”

“That so? Who you figurin’ on meetin’
and stoppin’ me?”

There was a momentary silence; then
Hoskins dilated;

“You dont suppose Kurtz and the rest
of the boys are jus’ settin’ round and cry-
in’, do you? Dont you suppose theyVve
got autos in the camp?” But his tone was
lame, his manner that of one attempting to
repair an unguarded slip.

Jem brought the speeding car to a stop.

“This is a pretty rough deal 1'm going
t” hand out to you,” he addressed Hoskins:
“but | can’t help it. It’s your own pals
that force me to it.”

He jumped out of the machine. Rum-
maging among the tools he brought to light
a tow rope.

He unshackled his prisoner’s ankles and
helped him down to the ground.

‘@We’re going to climb this hill.
some speed,” he ordered.

Show
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Hoskins in the lead, scrambling with diffi-
culty with his manacled hands, they climbed
up the steep, wooded slope rising from the
roadside. Two or three hundred feet they
went; then Jem called a halt. The spot was
absolutely screened from the road by the
thick pines and underbrush.

Jem forced his prisoner to a sitting posi-
tion, with his back against a tree trunk.
With the tow rope he securely tied Hoskins
to the tree, and gagged him with his hand-
kerchief. Trussed, helpless and gagged,
Hoskins glared viciously at his captor.

“ Sorry, old-timer,” Jem again regret-
fully said. “1 cant take no chances,
though. Hope | won’t have to leave you
here very long.”

He dropped back quickly to the road,
resumed his seat behind the wheel and sped
on his way.

He had two motives in the procedure he
had just followed: first, should his suspi-
cious be justified, there would be no danger
of his having his prisoner taken from him
in any encounter that might eventualize;
and, secondly, if a fight were to come, he
knew it would be against considerable odds
and he would need to be unhampered in his
movements.

For some distance he sped along. All
was quiet about him. He was still on the
narrow side trail connecting the Blue Buttes
camp with the main highway from Sky City
to Hampden and consequently he encoun-
tered no other travelers.

He had gone about eight miles and was
within a short distance of the junction of
the trail with the highway when a heavy
log, drawn across the roadway, forced him
to jam on his brakes. One end of the log
rested on the base of the mountain’s rising
slope at the right; the other end projected
out into the air beyond the road’s edge
at his left. There was no possible passage,
without removing the obstruction.

Jem cast a keen, piercing eye over the
surrounding scene. His glance lingered long
over the green, breeze swayed hillside at
his right. But nothing unusual made itself
visible. Yet that log had certainly reached
its present position through human agencies
—and that, since he had traveled that road
less than two hours ago.
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In order to proceed Jem had to remove
the log.

He made sure his gun was resting easily
on his hip. He slipped over the side of the
car, on the far side from the mountains, and
approached the log.

He stooped down—and a sharp report cut
the stillness. The dust at Jem’ feet spat
up in a little puff.

On the instant Jem flung himself on the
ground behind his car. His guns blazed
away at the spot on the hillside whence the
shot had emanated.

Another shot from the ambushed enemy
and Jem’s front tire went flat with a dupli-
cating report. His rear tire met the same
fate.

And then, from up the road, came the
roar of straining motors. Around the bend
they swept, bearing down upon Jem with
certain annihilation. Kurtz and his gang!

Jem flung away the two guns he had
emptied at the blank mountainside and
seized two more from the formidable arsenal
bristling in his belt. But he realized the
hopelessness of his defense, even as he
swung the guns into play. Flanked by the
invisible enemy up on the hillside he could
not cover himself from the attack of Kurtz.
Besides, Kurtz’s men could split into several
parties and while one group kept him en-
gaged from the front, another group could
climb up the mountainside and move around
to his rear, under cover of the trees.

Kurtz and his followers were by now dis-
embarking from their machines. Some of
their guns were already beginning to spit
viciously in Jem’s direction.

Jem flung a final fusillade at them, tossed
aside his weapons and leaped over the edge
of the road.

Slipping and sliding, his hands and face
ripping on the brambles, he flung himself
down the steep slope, toward the river.

Shouts and curses broke forth from the
men above. The next moment they were
at the edge, sending volley after volley after
his leaping form. But now he was shielded
by the swaying trees, his own darting form,
too, making a difficult target. The bullets
sank into the obstructing tree trunks or
whistled harmlessly by his ears.

A sudden ominous stillness caused Jem
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to halt momentarily in his flight and cast
an apprehensive backward glance. What
he saw sent a sudden chill through his heart.

“ Good night! ” he gasped.

His pursuers were heaving and rocking
an immense bowlder that hung at the edge
of the road, directly above him. Even as
he looked, the rock lifted, trembled a poised
instant, then lunged forward and downward
—seemingly at his very head.

A grinding and crashing of trees rent
from their roots—a fierce shout of triumph
from the grouped men in the road.

Jem made a wild, sidewise leap, flinging
himself prone at a sheltered hollow. There
was a roaring in his ears. The world about
him heaved and crashed. A shattering con-
cussion jarred his body from crown to sole—
and then all went black.

CHAPTER VI.

IN CAPTIVITY.

EN light again came to Jem’
Wsenses he found himself lying on

the floor of a dim cabin. At his
first attempt to move he discovered his
hands were tied behind him. His body felt
stiff and sore and his head throbbed with a
tremendous, pounding ache. There was a
sharp, biting pain over one temple, external
to that inner throbbing.

He struggled to a sitting position and
gazed about him. In the murky gloom he
could make out the unlined walls of a log
shack. The one window was glassless and
had been boarded over. A rusty wood
stove without any chimney stood in one cor-
ner. A rickety, blackened table and a
home-made bench completed the room’
furniture.

He had no idea as to where he was, nor
how he had got there. His muddled
thoughts and throbbing brain painfully re-
constructed his adventures since his arrival
in Sky City. But beyond that last crashing
shock on the mountainside his mind was a
total blank.

Resting a while, his brain became some-
what clearer. He wriggled to his feet and
walked to the window. He peered out
through the slits between the boards.
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The cabin appeared to be set alone, up on
a hillside. A short distance below him,
through the trees, he could see a camp—
Blue Buttes, he at once recognized it.

It was easy for Jem now to guess at
what had happened. If the huge bowlder
loosened by the gang that morning had
hit him, he rvould never have lived to realize
the occurrence. One of the many smaller
rocks, loosened by the slide, must have
struck him; or perhaps a falling tree had
brained him. In any event, he had been
knocked senseless and had been brought by
Kurtz to this cabin, disarmed and impris-
oned—for what later purpose he could not
know; but it required no clairvoyance to
surmise that it v;as for no purpose beneficial
or healthful to himself. They had probably
thrown him in here until he should recover
from his coma.

From the length of the shadows without
Jem judged it to be late afternoon. He had
been lying senseless since mid-morning.

* That must have been one hell of a wal-
lop,” Jem mused ruefully, and he winced as
the pain above his temple gave a particular-
ly sharp twinge.

He walked to the door and turned his
back against it, gripping the knob between
his palms. He turned the knob, but the
door remained closed. As Jem had sus-
pected, it was fastened on the outside.

He peered through the chinks where the
plaster had fallen away. On a stump about
ten feet from the door sat a guard, smoking.
Kurtz seemed to be taking no chances with
this prisoner.

Jem sat down on the bench for a study
of his position. That it was fraught with
evil to himself was patent; and of escape
he could discern no possibility.

Once again and with more careful par-
ticularization he inventoried the room’s con-
tents: the stove, a broken section of black-
ened crowbar, apparently having served as
poker, the table and the bench. The most
thorough and repeated examination could
discover nothing other than these. The
walls and ceiling were blank. There was no
lighting equipment in the room, although
Jem, on his visit that morning, had ob-
served an electric transmission line travers-
ing the camp. This shack was too distant
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to justify the line’s extension for service;
also, apparently, judging from the dust that
lay thick everywhere, from the boarded win-
dow and the bareness of the equipment, the
place had not been in use for a long time.

To shout and cry out would be futile
and silly. It would simply serve as notice
to his warden that he had recovered from
his stupor. There could be no gain in hast-
ening the return of their attention and ac-
tivity to himself. Better, Jem reflected,
would it be to maneuver for such respite as
he could. Perhaps, in the meantime, some
scheme of salvation would present itself.

The racking pain in his head had grown
more intense. With a coolly philosophical
acceptance of his position Jem slipped to
the floor in the position in which he had
found himself on returning to his senses
and closed his eyes in an attempt at sleep.
The rest would soothe and clear his head
and he would be likely to need a clear
brain when he awoke. The guard, glancing
in from time to time, as he probably would
do, would think him still unconscious.

Fifteen minutes later Jem was snoring as
peacefully as though rolled in his blanket
under the stars on the moon-washed moun-
tain slopes, with Suds tethered by his side.

When he awoke the air in the cabin had
thickened to a dense grayness. The throb-
bing in his head had gone and only a slight
twinge reminded him occasionally of the
wound above his temple. He felt refreshed
and strengthened—and with the improve-
ment in his physical condition came a cor-
responding buoyancy of spirit. He felt a
new surge of reckless confidence.

He got to his feet and went to the cracks
in <he window. Night had fallen. The
camp below twinkled with scattered electric
lights.

As he stood there at the window, the
sound of voices and a fumbling with the
door fastenings came from without. The
door opened and his guard entered, bearing
aloft a common keorsene lamp. Behind
him came Kurtz.

The guard placed the lamp on the table
and departed, closing the door behind him.

“Well,” Kurtz said, “you finally come
to, |1 see. That rock took a good bit of
the starch out of you, | guess.”
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He struck a swaggering, taunting pose,
his hands on his hips.

“1 guess you ain’t quite so cocky, now.
Don’t think quite so much of your persuad-
ing ability now, huh?”

“ Oh, I don’t know,” Jem drawled. * 1
aint lost the argument yet—not by a
damned sight.”

“No? Well, maybe it wont be so long
till 1 can prove to you that Bill Kurtz aint
such a slouch of an argufier himself.”

He seated himself on the stool.

i( There’s one thing 1°d like to find out
firstt  Wheres Herb Hoskins—what did
you do with him?”

Jem grinned.

“ Got you worried, have 1?” he gibed.

The other man flushed angrily.

“ Worried? Oh, no,” he retorted. *1
reckon you'll loosen up and tell me, all
right.”

“Yeh?”

“Yes.” It was Kurtz's turn to open
a wide grin.  ““You forget | told you | was

some little persuader myself.”

Jem understood the implied threat. Kurtz
was quite capable of resorting to primitive
directness of method and attempting to
force the information from his prisoner by
torture.

“I'm an awful stubborn feller,” he re-
marked, “ Contrariness sure does make
me stiffen out my laigs.”

“ Now that’s sure too bad,” mourned
Kurtz.  *“When | was a kid | used to
wrastle horses some. When | got a stub-
born horse 1’d break him right enough, same
as a gentle critter—but it sure was tough on
the horse.”

“Jus’ the same, 11l bet the bronco got
a lot of satisfaction out o’ seeing you
sweat an’ cuss an’ tear around.”

Kurtz rose to his feet.

“ All the same,” he stated emphatically,

dont you forget this one little fact: When
it was all over—that horse %cts broke!”

He stepped close to Jem, his hate filled
eyes gleaming maliciously. He- gave his
prisoner’s nose a vicious, insolent tweak.

“Just think that over, big boy,” he ad-
vised. “ 1 think I'll give you all night
to do it, and then maybe by morning youl
be a mite more talkative.”
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He swaggered out of the door, Jem could
hear the fastenings being replaced. A short
exchange between Kurtz and the guard fol-
lowed. Then all was silent.

Jem’s nose twitched from the insulting
touch of Kurtz. He glowered at the closed
door.

“ Oh, boy!” he murmured.
get my hands on you!”

“When |

CHAPTER VILI.
A SONG OF FREEDOM.

EM sat down on the bench to ponder.
J His situation had now assumed the ser-

iousness of a definite danger. He knew
Kurtz would have no compunction about
killing him off as soon as his use for him
was ended. So long as the secret of Hos-
kins’s disappearance remained a secret Jem
believed his life to be safe. But Kurtz
had quite plainly indicated what his pro-
cedure was to be in the matter of extracting
that information from Jem; and the latter
was of no mind to permit himself to be a
subject for the experimentation of Kurtz’s
devilish inventiveness.

A long time Jem sat there—an age it
seemed to him—and still no hope presented
itself to him. The situation remained un-
changed from what it had been when he
had resolved the possibilities earlier that
afternoon. His eye roved the room. There
had been no change in any particular—ex-
cept one. His glance halted on the lamp
upon the table. There was one factor that
had not existed previously. What hope lay
hidden there, could he but discover it?

Well, there was the glass shade. A broken
glass edge made a first class cutting tool.
If he could get his hands free, that would
be a very decided step in advance.

Jem’s brain was working furiously. And
at length a grin of satisfaction broke over
his face.

He dropped to the floor by the stove and
twisted to where his hands, behind his back,
could grasp the crowbar poker. With this
gripped firmly between his fingers, he wrig-
gled to his feet again and approached the
table. He stood with his back to the table
and poised his bar. He twisted his neck
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over his shoulder, estimated his position,
and swung the poker with a sharp tap
against the lamp shade.

With a brittle tinkle the shattered glass
fell to the table top.

Jem listened breathlessly; but all was
silent. The guard apparently had not heard
the slight noise.

Several impatient minutes Jem waited
until the glass should cool off sufficiently
for handling. He laid his bar down on the
table, groped for a large sized piece of the
glass and backed up against the wall. He
wedged the glass between the log chinks
and began his attempt to cut through the
ropes binding his wrists.

Laboriously he drew his fetters once or
twice across the edge with greater resultant
injury to his own wrists than to the rope.
Then the glass broke off and fell to the
floor.

He got another piece and continued his
experiment; with similar results. He per-
sisted until all the usable glass had been
exhausted. Then he returned to his bench,
disappointed and downhearted. His wrists
were cut and bleeding; beyond that he had
achieved nothing.

Another long period Jem sat in desperate
cogitation. The possibilities of the lamp
still lurked in his brain and refused to be
eliminated. And once again hope flared up
within his heart, in comradeship to the
wavering flame that smoked and swayed in
the air currents.

Jem rose and again backed against the
table.

This experiment required a steady, un-
flinching nerve, but he felt certain of suc-
cess this time.

He drew the lamp a little closer to the
table edge. His groping fingers turned the
wick a little higher. He paused a moment,
trying to judge his position; then stretched
his wrists as far apart as the fetters would
permit and lowered the rope into the flame.

With a sharp cry he snatched his hands
away. He had miscalculated his distance
and the flame had seared his hand.

He gritted his teeth and again lowered
his wrists. This time his judgment was
better. The smell of scorching hemp rose
tc his nostrils and never had he experienced
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odor more savory. The wavering flame now
and again lapped his flesh; but he tightened
his jaw and never flinched.

One by one the strands severed and at
length, with a sharp tug, Jem jerked his
wrists apart.

He breathed soothingly upon his scorched,
black streaked wrists.

“ Strenuous treatment,” he murmured,
“but it did the business.”

He unfastened the remnants of rope cling-
ing to each wrist. He swung his arms about
joyously in his newly acquired freedom.

But after the first surge of satisfaction,
Jem returned to the sober reflection that
his position was really not so much im-
proved, after all. He was still a prisoner
within that cabin, with no apparent method
of freeing himself. The door was fastened
on the outside; and even if he should over-
come that difficulty, there was still the
guard to be taken care of, he himself being
unarmed.

He examined the window boards. They
were heavily spiked and cleated. Break-
ing them down could not be accomplished
without considerable noise, which would be
sure to attract the guard’s attention—his
attention and the fire of his gun.

Looking down at the camp, Jem noticed
that but few of the lights were now burn-
ing. It must be quite late, he refleoted.

He went to the door and stared through
the chinks. A glowing cigarette tip told
him of his warden’s presence, although his
person was indistinguishable in the dark-
ness. If only the man would enter the
cabin for some reason or other, Jem would
take a chance with him, unarmed though
he himself was. And, at that, he was not
unarmed! His eye fell on the section of
crowbar on the table. What a fine weapon
that short bludgeon made! Just let him
get his jailer’s head within cracking reach
of that!

Jem picked the bar up and swung it.
Now to get that ruffian within range.

A boyish grin crept over Jem’s face.
filled his lungs and opened his mouth.

He

“*0 bury me not on the lone prairie,’
These words came low and mournfully
From the pallid lips of a youth who lay
On his dying bed at the close of day.”
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Never had the “ Dying Cowboy ” been
wailed with deeper, more intense feeling
than Jem now rendered it. Loud and mourn-
ful, his voice rolled out of the room.

A few minutes he howled without effect.
Then a loud banging sounded on the door
without.

“Hey, you!” a voice outside called.
“ What’s the big idea? Lay off that stuff!
How’d you get that way?”

The protest stirred Jem to more intense
efforts.

“O bury me not on the lone prairie,
Where the wild coyotes will howl o’er me,”

he ululated.

“ Great guns!”
“That smack on
knocked him cuckoo!

his jailer protested.
the head must ’a
Shut up!” he shout-

ed. “ Cut it out!”
“ And the blizzard beats and the winds blow
free

O’er his lowly grave on the lone prairie-e-eee,”

was his only reward.

Another few moments of dismal howling
on Jem’ part; then the other man’s nerves
could stand no more.

“ By jiminy,” he snorted, “ I’ll make you
shut up! This 1l drive me nutty if | have
to listen to it!”

The frantic pawing of the outside fasten-
ings came to Jem’s listening ears.

As the doorknob turned Jem’s singing
abruptly ceased and a swift leap took him
from the center of the room, where he had
been standing, to the wall by the entrance.
The guard swung open the door and started
bellicosely into the room—then sank with a
soft sigh to the floor.

Jem’s bludgeon had descended on the
man’s skull like a load of pig iron. Jem
dragged the limp form into the room. He
knotted together the pieces of rope he had
removed from his own wrists and bound his
victim. The man’s gun he transferred to his
own pocket.

The service the bludgeon had rendered
him had endeared it to his affections; be-
sides, he might still have need of calling
upon it. He tucked it under his arm,
turned out the lamp, and stepped out into
the brisk night air. He drew shut the door
and fastened the bar.
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Jem’s spirits soared to lofty pinnacles.
He was free and he was armed—doubly so,
with gun and club.

“1Vve got the world by the tail!” he
chortled, and started down the slope toward
the Blue Buttes camp.

CHAPTER VIIL.
THE BANDITS’ COUNCIL.

AT the edge of the camp Jem halted for
/A a little reflection as to the course to
pursue. He could skirt the camp and
strike the trail beyond, and then make for
Sky City. There he could get Judge Law-
ton to gather a few reliable citizens, get a
car, and come back to the spot where he
had left Herb Hoskins. And his adventure
would then be at an end.

That was one course. But that made no
provision for vengeance on Kurtz for the
insult of that tweaked nose. Wherefore
the plan was promptly discarded.

Jem surveyed the camp speculatively.
Just where was he likely to find Kurtz?
Apparently it was quite late. All was quiet
and dark. No lights shone in the camp—
Yes, one cabin, down at the far end, still
showed a light.

Jim sped along the road. The cabin
stood alone, some little distance from the
edge of the camp proper. As he approached,
the sound of voices came to his ears.

He crept stealthily to the window and
peered within. Six or seven men were seat-
ed around a table—rough, villainous indi-
viduals, all of them. One of them was
Kurtz and one—Sheriff Harry Goss!

“Well, well,” Jem ruminated. “ Looks
like 1ve run into something again. So that
is who my friend up on the hillside was this
morning!”

The room was a bare cabin, as unused,
apparently, as that in which he had been
imprisoned, since the only furniture con-
sisted of the table and the chairs that the
men were occupying. This room, though,
being along the main road, had an electric
light bulb dangling from the center of the
ceiling. The floor was warped and the
door, standing partly open, was wedged
against the lifted floor boards.
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A heated discussion seemed to be in
progress.

“ There’s no use talking, Kurtz,” Goss
was saying. “ Ve been trying to make
you see it, and you've got to cut some of
this rough stuff out. The town is beginning
to get pretty sore, and theres going to be a
bust up sooner or later.”

“ Sky City?” Kurtz sneered. “ Don't
worry, Harry—they’ll never work up spunk
enough to do anything. They’ll sputter a
bit, maybe; but that’s all.”

“ Don’t you fool yourself,” Goss warned.
“ There’s a limit, and theyVve pretty near
reached it.”

“Just the same, weve got to do it,”
Kurtz insisted. “ WeVve got to keep ’em
cowed and spiritless. If we ever let them
get up any spirit at all, they're likely to
turn it in another direction, and that won't
be so good for us.”

“ Maybe s0,” Goss grumbled. “ Just the
same, |’'m afraid you're carrying it too far.
Besides, you aint going to be able to hold
your own crowd that way all the time.
It’s all right for our little bunch here—we
know what we’re doing, and why—and we
are getting ours out of it. But how about
the rest of your men who ain’t in on this
part of the game and who dont know what
is really back of it?”

Kurtz laughed.

“Don’t worry about them. That’s why
| pick ’em that way. They’re just natural
hell raisers—that’s the only kind | hire—
hard-boiled devils that have got to be rais-
ing hell in order to be feeling just right.
Let ’em go ahead and keep the town prop-
erly tamed—and we can do our stuff on the
side.”

There was a short pause.

“ Well,” Goss said, “ | guess there’s noth-
ing more we can do to-night with this cocky
stranger. 1Ve already told em in town
that he’s skipped out, so you can dig out of
him in the morning what hes done with
Herb and then settle with him to suit your-
self.” An evil snarl crossed his face. *“ Go
as far as you like—you wont make me
mad!”

A harsh, ominous laugh came from the
other men’s throats.

“ Seeing as we'’re all here,” Goss contin-
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ued, ““ we might as well settle up on this last
job.”

“ Yes, | suppose so,” Kurtz agreed, rising
from his chair. “ The bag’ in my safe in
the office. 11l go get it.”

Jem, outside, had absorbed Goss’s re-
marks with lively interest. So they had
been holding a council to decide what to
do with him! Deep regret filled his soul
that he had not arrived sooner. The dis-
cussion would undoubtedly have been
fraught with the extremest interest to
himself. Well, the situation still seemed
full of promise, so he settled himself to
watch the proceedings.

Kurtz had left the cabin and disappeared
in the blackness toward camp. In a few
moments he returned. In the darkness Jem
could dimly discern some object in Kurtzs
hand. As the dredge master entered the
light of the room, this object revealed itself
as a leather satchel, which he deposited
upon the table before him as he resumed
his seat.

As the light fell upon the bag Jem’s lips
nearly let slip a cry of astonishment. On
the side of the satchel was stamped in gold:
“ Nancy Hanks M. & M. Co.” The high-
waymen of the day before, and the rest of
their outlaw band, were seated in that room
before his eyes—and one of them was the
sheriff himself!

“ Now, there’s another thing,” Goss was
saying in an aggrieved tone; he seemed in
a disgruntled mood. “ Here we are, fooling
around with little dabs like this, when
you've got a chance at gold bricks worth
forty thousand dollars apiece.”

“ Nothing doing on that.” Kurtz shook
his head decisively. “ In the long run this
will pay us better. Why, just think of the
fine cover this dredge gives us! There can’t
any suspicion even fall in this direction.
If that idea should come into anybody’
head, what’s the first thing that would
strike them? The same thing that you'e
kicking about. They’d say that if I wanted
to go in for that sort of thing, 1've got a
much better chance at something big, rather
than fooling around with little dabs of six
or seven thousand dollars. It’s a beautiful
cover.

“ That gold is going to be accounted for
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to the last grain of dust. Besides, WE can
keep this up indefinitely. With the dredge
gold we’d have to skip at once. You can
be sure the company d get busy with real
detectives on anything like that.”

Jem, at his post by the window, was
racing his brain frantically.

He dismissed as futile the thought of
boldly holding them up. The position of
those men sitting opposite the door made
any unobserved approach impossible, and
to cover all of the bandits so as to pre-
vent resistance he must get fairly inside the
room.

A suggestion flickered through his mind.
If conditions were suitable, it might be
worked. It would require a cold nerve,
but he would chance that if the mechanics
could be arranged.

Long experience in isolated cow camps,
out of prompt reach of expert profession-
als, had equipped Jem with a certain smat-
tering of mechanical knowledge. He stared
up through the darkness to where the two
wires must run that furnished the light to
the interior of the room. Of course, it was
too dark to see them. In all probability
they were bare copper, the usual material
in cheap camp construction. Now, if he
knew where—

He left the cabin and slipped back into
the camp. He soon located, by both the
smell and sound, the stable building. He
stole quietly inside. He dared not switch on
the electric light, for fear it be seen and
arouse investigation.

It required the burning of several match-
es; but he found what he had hoped for—
a good length of heavy log chain, used for
fastening loads on the trucks; also a lot of
rope, of similar utility.

He tied the rope securely to one end of
the chain, coiled his find over his arm,
and slipped back to the cabin.

CH.APTER IX.
A SHERIFF AT WHOLESALE.

HE pole line approached the shack

T from the side, so that Jem could not

be observed through the partially

open door. He dropped the loose rope
2 A
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onto the ground. The chain he sent sail-
ing into the air in a wide arc over the
electric wires. The rope lay across the
wires, the chain dangling loosely at the
other end.

Holding the rope in his hand, Jem crept
again to the window. The men within were
still disputing, the leather bag resting, un-
disturbed, on the table. Jem fixed clearly
in his mind a picture of the room’ arrange-
ment; then, scarcely breathing, he stole
round to the wall by the entrance. Now, if
only luck were with him—if those wires
were bare, and not weatherproof insu-
lated—

He drew in on his rope. He felt the tug
as the knot of the junction of the rope
and chain caught and passed across the first
wire. Another arm’s length pull, and the
knot caught the second wire. It stuck;
he jerked, the knot crossed—and the room
went suddenly darkl

A jubilant thrill shot through Jem. His
guess had been correct.  The iron chain,
lying now across the two wires, had caused
a short circuit. No other lights in the camp
being lit, no undesired attention would be
attracted; and as the fuses on the camp
transformer would blow, the high tension
line serving the dredges would not be af-
fected.

Within the room sharp exclamations had
broken forth at the sudden darkness.

“ Damn!” Kurtz’s voice sounded. * I
suppose it’s that fuse on that damn trans-
former again! ”

There were calls for matches and the
scraping of chairs as the men shuffled to
their feet and fumbled in their pockets.

Jem, at the first moment of darkness, had
dropped his rope. He drew a deep breath,
then stepped softly, swiftly into the black-
ness of the room amidst the blurred, shuf-
fling figures. He stumbled over a chair or
two, but his mental sketch ox the distance
was good. He touched the table; his fin-
gers groped, found the bag; and in an
instant he was outside the shack again, his
prize clutched in his fingers.

The beating of his heart and the tight-
ness of his breath were nearly stifling him;
but a glorious sense of daredevil achieve-
ment danced in his soul.

3 A
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He dropped the satchel hastily into the
thick bushes behind him, then stiffened up
to regain his breath and control. A boyish,
mischievous curiosity to see the finish of his
prank drew him to the window.

It had been a matter of but seconds.
Matches were now being struck, and with
the first glow a sharp cry came from Kurtz’s
lips.

“ The bag!” he exclaimed.
the bag?”

All eyes leaped to the spot on the table
where the bag had rested at the lights ex-
tinguishing.

“ Which one of you has stolen that bag?”
There was a vicious menace in Kurtz’s
voice.

Matches were now striking feverishly, and
in the feeble, fitful flickerings faces were
showing grim and passionate.

“You can't pull that sort of stuff,
Kurtz.” There was a deadly coldness
in Harry Gosss voice. “ That’s too
crude. You staged this to give you a
chance to grab that bag. Come on, now -
produce it, and produce it quick!”

“No man can accuse me of being a
double-crosser!” snarled Kurtz, and started
for Goss.

In an instant the room was alive with
black, struggling figures, as the bandits
sprang to immediate choice of sides in the
dispute. Enraged at the disappearance of
the loot, they flung themselves upon each
other in a frenzy of passionate disappoint-
ment, scarcely knowing whom they were
fighting for, or whom opposite. None dared
use a gun. The matches had fallen and
gone out, and in the blackness indiscrimi-
nate shooting would have struck down
friend as well as foe. Besides, shooting
would have awakened the rest of the camp;
so silently they milled and struggled. The
wine of his days adventures was singing
in Jem’ veins. A new, daring impulse
flashed into his brain.

He grasped his crowbar, shook loose his
wrist, and stepped across the door sill. A
vaguely defined knob of a head bobbed
along that sea of blackness, close before
Jem’s eyes. Swiftly his arm rose and fell
—and the knob submerged into the black
depths.

“Who’s got
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Another floating head, another lift and
fall of his terrible weapon—and another
ruffian lost all interest in the proceedings.
A third and a fourth Jem treated in similar
manner. Then he leaped over the bodies
at his feet and boldly turned to the three
bandits still left, who by now were begin-
ning to waver in their struggling to wonder
doubtfully at the sudden succumbing of
their fellows.

The sudden dimly defined apparition with
the flailing arm that now sprang into being
before them struck them motionless with
surprise—and before they could recover two
of them lay senseless on the floor. The third
turned toward the door for terrified flight—
stumbled over the piled bodies—and the
next instant crumpled upon them in the
companionship of obliviousness.

Jem swung his bar around his head in a
rapture of glee.

“ Come on!” he chortled. “ Any more?
Trot ’em out! 17 take ’em all!”

He went outside and drew his rope and
Chain down off the wires. The fuses on tire
transformer must have blown, as the room
remained dark.

Jem whipped out his knife and cut loose
the rope. He rolled his senseless victims
out into the road and, one by one, tied their
hands and feet. There was little likelihood
of their returning to consciousness for quite
some time; but he was taking no chances.
On his trip to the barn he had observed an
automobile standing in the road—probably
the one in which Goss had come in from
Sky City.

He trotted up the road now to where
he had seen the car, climbed in and start-
ed the engine, throttling it down to as low
a note as possible. He drove to the cabin
and piled his prey in an indiscriminate heap
in the rear. The precious bag he placed on
the seat beside him and then started out of
camp.

As he passed the bunkhouse a last mis-
chievous suggestion spoke within him. It
was a silly bit of braggadocio, and danger-
ous; some of the off-shift men were un-
doubtedly asleep in their bunks, and might
hear him. Yet he could not resist the temp-
tation to extract the last dramatic thrill out
of his achievement.
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He hopped out of the car and slipped
into the bunkhouse. He went to the tele-
phone and called Judge Lawton, in Sky
City. A sleepy voice at the other end of the
wire answered.

“I'm coming in to town, judge,” Jem
announced, “and I’'m bringin’ a humdinger
of a delegation with me.  Shine up the bars
on your jail and get out th’ brass band t’
welcome us on th’ courthouse steps!”

CHAPTER X.
JEM CALLS IT A DAY.

WEEPING down the main street of
Sky City, Jem jammed his fist joyous-
ly upon the signal knob. As he surged

up to the curb before the courthouse he
added to the barking horn a shrill, trium-
phant whoop.

On the steps of the courthouse stood a
small group of sheepish looking citizens,
called out of their beds and urged into as-
sembling by Judge Lawton. Jem could read
in each face the feeling of foolishness that
filled each spirit, and the lack of faith that
they placed in the value of the telephone
call the judge had received.

Jem climbed out of the machine. He
picked up the bag and held it out to Judge
Lawton.

“Heres the pay roll of the Nancy
Hanks,” he announced. He waved his arm
at the rear of the machine, with its load of
inanimate freight. “An’ there’s the high-
waymen,” he added, “ responsible for this
job and the others that ve been pulled off
around here lately.”

The committee of citizens moved stupid-
ly toward the automobile. On top of the
pile of limp forms sat Herb Hoskins, whom
Jem had retrieved on the way in. The
bound youth, the only animate creature
in the load, glared at them in vicious rage.
With a flourish Jem helped Hoskins from
the car.

The grouped men still stared uncompre-
hendingly at the heap of senseless flesh.

“ Harry Goss!” Judge Lawton suddenly
exclaimed, as he emerged from his aston-
ishment sufficiently to begin distinguishing
individuals. ““What in the wbrld—"



JEREMIAH PARSONS—HE-MAN.

These were glorious, golden moments for
Jem. He seated himself on the running
board of the car and rolled a cigarette.
Puffing relishingly, he related his day’ ad-
ventures, the saga losing nothing in the
elaborate detail of his recital.

“ Good Lord!” murmured Lawton when
Jem had finished. *“ Good Lord!” And
that was all he had speech for.

As for corroboration of the truth of the
story, the delivery of the bag was suffi-
cient.

After a few awe-stricken moments of si-
lence, the judge filled in the gaps in the sit-
uation with which Jem was unfamiliar.

“ An hour or so after you left, this morn-
ing,” Lawton said, *“ Goss announced he
was going after you to see what youd
done.

“ He said he didn’t believe you would go
to the camp—that you’d probably skip out
of the country. He came back later on and
announced that that was just the case—
that he had gone to the Blue Buttes camp,
and you had never shown up. That’s why
we didn’t try to find out what had become
of you; we figured you had lost your nerve
and were gone for keeps, taking the auto
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Goss loaned you as an even trade on the
horse you were leaving. Goss reported
Kurtz claimed Hoskins skipped out last
night. So we just dropped the whole affair.
When Goss left town again later in the af-
ternoon, nobody paid any attention to it.
He’ always going in and out.”

Jem swaggered to his feet.

“Well,” he drawled, * theres your
money, and here’s your bandits, and here’s
your dance disturber. Guess 1’1l call it a
day an’ turn in.”

“Mr. Parsons "—Judge Lawton ap-
proached him earnestly—** on behalf of Sky
City, | extend to you our sincerest grati-
tude. And | also extend to you a most
earnest invitation to stay in our town and
be one of us. With your help we hope to
make it once more a proud, decent com-
munity.”

Jem’ eyes gazed off to the dimly loom-
ing mountains encircling the town.

" I'm much obliged, judge,” he said, “ to
you an’ these other gents. But me—I'm
jus" a cow-puncher—jus’ a common cow
hand. | reckon me an’ Suds 1l be pullin’
out of here in th’ morning. They’re expect-
in’ us over in th’ Park.”

THE END

x? u

XS

PROMISE

JF I must die, | shall be
The rain that cools your brow,
That | may know | soothe you

As | do now.

Or 1 shall be the sunlight
That warms and comforts you;
The white star in your darkness
The long night through.

Oh, when | die, | shall be
Your every vital breath.

For I must know you love me
Even in death.

Edith Loomis.



By ARTHUR HUNT CHUTE

WHAT HAS OCCURRED
|N the days of the clipper ship, in the middle of the last century, Bull

IN PART |

Forbes, captain and

shipowner, is ruined by the smki(n:%_ of his ship, the Typhoon, "while ¥t is leading the fleet
i

in the annual race with tea from

na to London.

He is compelled to relinquish ownership

oi the Valkyrie, which is being designed by Donald MacKay, master shipbuilder, as the fastest
vessel in the world, but agrees to sail as her master under the new owners, Nathanael Gertridge and

his son, Nat.
_In Newbut
tain Forbes wit

a scarlet burgee to fly

port, where the ship is building, Mary Wlliston, niece of MacKay. gresents Cap-
: C at his main’ truck. Mary, who is beloved
rld(fJe, is much attracted to the mate of the Valkyrie, Richard
seal

Nat Gert-
unbar, of an old New England

aring family. On the eve of the launching of the ship, postponed on account of an accident,
Dunbar, while walking with Mary, discovers that Nat is spying on them.

CHAPTER XI.

THE LAUNCHING.

HE mom of the long expected launch-

I ing dawned auspiciously. On ac-
count of dramatic circumstances sur-
rounding the newTclipper, interest was vast-
ly augmented. Special trains brought hosts

of visitors from Boston. In Newburyport
business was suspended and the schools were
closed in order that everybody might have
an opportunity to see the great event.

It was a clear, blue day, with the white
caps dancing down the harbor, and the flags
beating out against a brave west wind.

All roads led to the MacKay yards and

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for April 19.
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the adjacent water front, where a crowd
of many thousands gathered, all struggling
for a closer view of the Valkyrie. They
beheld the sharpest and loftiest clipper ever
built in a New England shipyard. Her
long black hull glistened in the morning sun-
light, while her yards and masts shone like
silver.

“ Donald MacKay never did anything so
lovely before,” exclaimed one with the soul
of an artist.

“Aye, and he’ll never do anything so
lovely again. She’s incomparable.”

The figurehead was a beautiful full length
representation of a young woman, partially
clad in gossamer drapery of gold and white,
with shapely arm extended, her small foot
lightly stepping upon the crest of the waves,
her flowing drapery, and her streaming hair
completing the noble outline of her bow.

The after body was long and clean,
though fuller than the bow, while the stem
was semielliptica! and ornamented with
gilded carved work, though this really added
nothing to the graceful, strong, sweeping
outline of her hull.

From end to end she looked an out and
out clipper. From the main she carried
a long scarlet burgee. From the other three
spars she flew large United States ensigns,
from a staff on the bowsprit the Union Jack.

Mary’ heart beat both fast and slow
as she drove down with her Uncle Donald
to the shipyards. Long before they arrived,
she caught a glimpse of her scarlet burgee.

Every one had a remark to make on the
loftiness of MacKr.y’s new beauty, whose
soaring maintruck queened it over all the
water front. A guest in the party of Cap-
tain Forbes, alighting from his carriage,
gazed upward, then turning to Forbes, he
said:

“ Hey, captain, youll have to give the
apprentice a biscuit before you send him
up to furl your skysail.”

At four o’clock the signal was given, and
the shores began to fall, to the wild chorus
of topmauls, while ten thousand hearts
paused.

Twixt life and death Valkyrie shuddered
—would misfortune dog her once again?
For an instant she canted, ever so slight-
ly, and a hundred gloom birds gasped:
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“ She’s tumbling!” But this time, freed
from evil rumor, she moved slowly, then
gathering way, fairly leaped into the sea,
amid smoke and fire from the burning ways.

The Valkyrie was named by Mary Wil-
liston, who performed the ceremony by
breaking a bottle of soda water over her
bow as she began to move along the ways.
Formerly, for such christening, they used
good old Medford rum. The soda water
innovation was in deference to the wishes
of Nathanael Gertridge, Sr., and Jr. Both
father and son were ardent temperance
workers, and seized this opportunity to ad-
vertise their wares.

After the launching, when the new dip-
per rode at her anchors, a select party was
taken over the ship on a tour of inspection.
Here Richard Dunbar made his debut as a
lady’s man.

“ Didnt I tell you she was the loveliest
thing afloat?” asked Richard as he watched
Mary Williston’s eyes dancing with delight.

In order to- attract favorable attention
of shippers, and to secure the highest rates
of freight, it was necessary for a clipper
to be handsome, as well as swift. There-
fore, in spite of the parsimonious Gertridges,
no furnishings had been thought too costly.
The inner sides of the bulwarks and rails
were painted pure white. The hatch coam-
ings, pin rails, and companions were of
Spanish mahogany. The narrow' planks of
her dear pine deck, with the gratings and
ladders, bore a creamlike whiteness. The
brass capstan heads, bells, belaying pins,
gangway stanchions, binnacle and skylights
were of glittering brightness. Throughout
she was a triumph of the shipwright’ toil.

Mary followed Richard while he ex-
plained the mysteries. When at last they
had completed their rounds, waxing bold, he
offered to escort her to the banquet in the
mold loft. To which she replied, airily:

“No, | have company, thank you.”

“ But | want you to come with me.”

There was a compelling note about Rich-
ard Dunbar. It was natural for Mary to
say no. But her intuition told her that here
was some one who could not be denied light-
ly. She hesitated in a quandary.

“ Come on, you can accompany me all
right.”
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“ Xo, I'm really very7 sorry, | can't. I'm
already engaged to go with some one else.”

The intense appeal on Richards face
changed in a twinkling.

*“ Good afternoon,” he announced curtly,
and to Mary’s amazement turned on his
heel, and started down the deck. Here was
a new type of the male specie. In Mary's
experience all others were hard to shake
even after the most cruel rebuttal. Here
was one who was dt' at the merest word.
But Mary really liked Dunbar; she could
not let him go away offended. Catching up
with him, she exclaimed:

“1’'m awfully sorry that | made another
engagement. But won’t you come along
with me just the same?”

Richard hesitated for a moment.

* Yes, do come.”

“Well, as | told you last night, I’'m not
much of a lady’s man, but when | do see
some one | like, 1 don’t want to share her
with any one else.”

“ Ah, now I'm afraid you are both a
flirt and a blarney.”

Mary started off, laughing gaylv, and in
spite of himself, Richard was swept along
in her train.

Long tables had been set in the mold
loft. Here all the guests were now as-
sembling for the banquet. With a reciproc-
ity of smiles, Mary swept through the crowd
toward the speaker’s table, at the far end
of the room. There, in the midst of all
that happy throng, some one advanced to-
ward them, unsmiling.

Richard felt himself go tense as he rec-
ognized the same face that he had seen
slinking in the shadow on the previous night.

The newcomer expostulated with Mary
in excited tones.

“1 was merely going over the ship with
Mr. Dunbar. You remember, Nat, you saw
him go aloft to unfurl my flag. He is most
fascinating. | want you to meet him.”

Nat looked unwilling enough, but with
him, at least, Mary -svas accustomed to do-
ing as she pleased. She turned to find
Richard, but he had gone.

Later, from a remote corner, Richard
seated alone, partook of the feast with scant
relish, and then listened restlessly to the
various speeches.
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The last toast was proposed to the Val-
kyrie by the Governor of Massachusetts.
There was a murmur of suppressed excite-
ment as a young man arose to answer this
toast. With a flutter, Richard sawr that it
was the same questionable person who had
taken Mary from him. His speech proved
the event of the evening. At its conclusion
everybody except Richard Dunbar was
cheering lustily. While the crowd was still
lifted by its inspiration, the Governor arose,
exclaiming:

“ Gentlemen, | propose three cheers for
our young friend, Nathanael Gertridge, Jr.,
in the line of a noble sire, and a noble
grandsire, the future head of our famous
house of N. L. & G. Gertridge.”

In the thunders of applause that followed,
Richard Dunbar from his humble corner
gazed intently on the face of Mary Willis-
ton. He saw in the girl’s face unmistakable
delight and pride.

“ Yes, and why wouldnt any girl fall for
stuff like that?” he muttered to himself as
he slunk off dejectedly into the night.

CHAPTER XIlI.

discharged!

E Valkyrie was introduced to the end
of a manila hawser by the tug R, B.

Forbes. Without mishap she was
towed to Boston, and berthed at the Far
East Docks. Because of the way they were
kept up in port, the Gertridge fleet were
known as the Far East yachts. This eye
to smartness was not for love of beauty, but
for love of business, as smart ships spell
high freights.

It was the custom of N. L. & G. Gertridge
to keep their officers aboard while their
ships were at home; an old pensioned cook
going into the galley and acting as ship-
keeper. As a result of this the keenest riv-
alry was engendered among the various
clippers.

None felt a keener zest in this rivalry
than Richard Dunbar. As the weeks slipped
by, and everything was approaching readi-
ness for sea, his pride was steadily increas-
ing. Often he would be seen coming back
to join Valkyrie, after a day’s absence, with
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the expression on his face of one returning
to his heart's desire.

But Richard was not wrapped up in the
new clipper alone, as might have been ob-
served by the wistful manner in which he
used to run the scarlet burgee up to the
main truck each morning.

In his cabin bunk, he would go over the
mysterious meeting he had had with Mary
Williston. There was something in her eye
that, once seen, he could not forget, some-
thing that he yearned with all his heart to
see again.

Each morning Richard rose to his accus-
tomed round with the hope that that day
might bring Mary Williston.

In doubting moments he would tell him-
self that it was a false hope, that he would
never meet her again. Then, sick at such
a thought, he would go forth and gaze at
her flag flying over all the Far East yachts.

“Yes, | believe she will have to come
again to see Valkyrie.”

In the night watches below, when Rich-
ard could not sleep for dreaming of Mary,
he would come on deck and live over again
that divine, mysterious night upon the
beach at Newburyport. The coming and
the going of this one girl had been like a
peep into a realm enchanted. Having
snatched this most alluring glimpse his heart
continued to cry out for its return.

Once, in his feverish longing, he almost
decided to go back to Newburyport again.
But then his sober second thought restrained
him.

“No,” he told himself, * it would never
do for me to go to her, with so little rea-
son. No, | must wait until she comes to
Valkyrie.”

Every morning Nat Gertridge, Jr., visited
the docks, but he was always studiously
aloof in his attitude toward Dunbar. The
sight of this complacent, bustling office man
was the one dark cloud on Richard's sky.
There was something so cocksure, so self-
contained, about this young director.

“What can | do against the likes of
that?” Richard would ponder at sight of
the regal state of the young shipowner.
Then from the depths he would look up
and catch a glimpse of Mary’s flag, and
with that flashing glimpse came reassurance.
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A week before Valkyrie was due to sail,
the postman delivered to the first officer a
letter, addressed in a round, girlish hand.
Richard did not trust himself to open it
on deck. The morning inspection was on
at the time tire post was delivered, and Nat
Gertridge, Jr., was quick to detect the ob-
vious palpitation as Richard Dunbar placed
that letter in his breast pocket.

That morning, for the first time, Ger-
tridge condescended to speak.

| believe that you and | are both friends
of Miss Mary Williston?”

“1 am merely an acquaintance. | doubt
if the young lady would call me a friend.”

“ Where did you meet her, might | in-
quire?”

Richard’s answer was a look of darken-
ing resentment.

* So you dont choose to tell me,” pur-
sued Gertridge, suavelv.

“No.”

" Well, 1 might remind you, that you
can ill afford to flaunt me.”

" 111 tell you to mind your own busi-
ness,” was the sharp rejoiner,

Dunbar for a few moments was incensed
at this unwarranted intervention. But the
letter in his breast pocket soon drove all
other thoughts clean from his mind.

As soon as the inspection was over, he
rushed to his cabin, locked the door, and
read breathlessly:

My dear Mr. Dunbar :

I shall be down to visit the Valkyrie to-
morrow afternoon with my uncle, Mr. Don-
ald MacKay. | want to see our new clipper
again. And—I hope you won't think me too
bold—I also want to see you.

Ever,
Mary Williston.

All the rest of the day Richard moved
around in a seventh heaven. Time and
again he retired to his cabin, to re-read
Mary’s letter, and to gaze upon her hand-
writing. He never knew before that such
attraction could dwell in a girlish hand.

That night he dreamed with Mary? let-
ter underneath his pillow. What matter
now what Nat Gertridge might have in his
favor, since Mary had written; 41 want
to see you.”

On the fateful morn, as Richard dressed,
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he wondered if anyone on earth were half
so happy as he. His happiness was gath-
ered up in two names, Mary and Valkyrie.
For Richard, these two names had blended
into one, for now each seemed to be com-
plementary to the other.

It was the custom of Nathanael Gert-
ridge, Sr., and his son Nat, to hold a daily
inspection of their ships, while in port.
They used to arrive at the docks punctually
at nine-thirty each morning. By that time
the decks of all the clippers had been
washed down, the ropes Flemish coiled, the
brass polished, and everything in order for
inspection.

Everything had to be in perfect order,
for old Gertridge had the eye of a hawk,
and nothing escaped him.

Besides looking to smartness of ships, the
Gertridges also had an eye for liquor, as
both father and son were solid temperance
advocates. There was a standing order at
the Far East docks, that there should be
no wines, or spiritous liquors aboard any of
the Gertridge ships in port, at peril of in-
stant dismissal.

Heretofore this order had not been strict-
ly followed. But on this especial morning,
with consternation, Dunbar was informed
that it was the purpose of the Gertridges
to search the cabins, to see if their order
had been adhered to.

“Will you give me the key of your
quarters,” demanded Nat peremptorily.

Without a word, Dunbar handed over
his key.

Five minutes later, Nat emerged from the
first officer’s cabin with two bottles of
Jamaica rum.

The Gertridges held a whispered confer-
ence for several moments, in which
Nathanael, Sr., at first appeared to object.
But finally, the younger man carried his
point. With an exultant light he came
over to Richard Dunbar.

“ These are yours, are they not?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Have you got anything to say?”

A moment of aching silence followed.

“ Come, come, have you anything to
say?” pursued the relentless Nat.

“ No, sir.”

“Very well, your services as first officer
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of the Valkyrie are dispensed with. You
may report immediately at our offices for
your discharge.”

CHAPTER XIII.

directors’

RY WIJILLISTON arrived at the
MAChina docks, in company with her

Uncle Donald. She was looking
lovelier than ever on this bright January'
afternoon.

Captain Forbes came to meet them at the
dock gates. It was a merry party' that
walked together toward the pier-head. Gaz-
ing through the forest-like perspective of
shipping, Forbes pointed out the soaring
spars of the Valkyrie.

“ There she is,” he exclaimed. * She’s
just like you, Miss Mary, because there’
nothing else that can compare with her.”

“ Now, look here, captain,” replied the
girl, with an affected disdain,l don’t mind
what you say about Valkyrie. But dont
get extravagant about me, or 11l begin to
think that you arent really old Bully
Forbes, after all.”

“ Why, that would be lovely, my dear.”

“ What would be lovely?”

“ For you to think | was not old Forbes.”

“ What then would you like me to think
you?”

“1 would like you to think me one of
your own charmed set, instead of a gray-
whiskered old shell-back, who when he sees
you, laments because he was born a gener-
ation too soon.”

“1 don’t understand.”

“Ah, my dear, you cant. It’s just the
rebellion in some of us old codgers, who
hate to admit the corroding touch of time,
who would sooner be in your sweetheart’s
set than in your father’s set.”

“ Well, perhaps, even yet, you may be in
that set,” said Mary, with a whispered tone.
“ But don't you dare to breath the secret.”

£ 1'll keep the secret,” answered Forbes.
He expected further confidings, but Mary
merely tripped along, gazing toward
Valkyrie with expectant light.

She was beginning to be vexed. Where
was Richard? Why didnt he come to meet

farewell.
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her? She had written to him to expect
her. Why, then, did he leave it to Captain
Forbes to do the honors?

Mary had worked up an amazing interest
in Valkyrie, but all the time, as she accom-
panied her Uncle Donald and the skipper
about the broad white decks, there dwelt
in her heart an unfulfilled desire.

“ Perhaps hes on duty, and will come
later,” she mused.

When they had visited the cabin, with no
sight of Richard, Mary’s curiosity got the
better of her.

“ Where’s the first officer?” she inquired.

“ Here he is,” replied the captain. “ Mr.
Pugsley, allow me to introduce you to my
friend Miss Williston.”

With consternation, Mary looked into the
face of a stolid bluenose bucko, twice the
age of the former first officer, about as un-
interesting as a grazing ox.

“ But, this isnt Richard Dunbar,” cried
Mary, in alarm.

“ No,” replied Captain Forbes. “ Dunbar
was sacked this morning, for gross violation
of the standing orders of this company.”

In a twinkling, for Mary, all the splendid
dash had gone. For a moment, she stood
in the cabin, with sinking heart, uncertain
and irresolute. But it was not her nature
to remain thus. Her uncle was still on
deck. Rushing up to him she poured forth
her appeal.

Donald MacKay, at first, was amazed at
the girl’s intensity, then a cloud gathered
upon his dour countenance, at which Mary
knew that it was useless to go further with
an appeal in that direction, for MacKay
was a stickler on authority.

“Dunbar must have done something
wrong, Mary, else he would not have been
punished. 1 shall certainly do nothing to
prevent the effects of wrong-doing.

“1 am surprised to see you so concerned
about, that young adventurer. He is noth-
ing to us, and we can do nothing for him,
except to note that wild blood always gets
its desert.”

Mary felt that these words of her Uncle
Donald were cruel, and unjust. With re-
bellion in her heart, she returned to Forbes,
as a last resort.

“You said early this afternoon, Captain
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Forbes, that you would like to be in my
sweethearts set. Well, | hate to tell se-
crets, but Richard Dunbar and | might be
sweethearts, and now if he is in trouble,
I want you to help him.”

The affable ladies man of a short time
before had metamorphosed into an unbend-
ing autocrat.

“ 1 am sorry, Miss Williston, but in cases
like this the punishment must stand, since
rules cannot be broken.”

“What rule did Richard break?”

“ He had liquor in his cabin, in defiance
to the company’ standing orders.”

For a moment Mary stared in amaze-
ment.

“ Do you mean to say, Captain Forbes,
that just because the Gertridges are a couple
of fanatics, that you’re going to stand by,
and see a good officer broken?”

Forbes was no temperance crank. But
he was a martinet at discipline. He con-
tinued to argue for the iron hand, but Mary
was not without persuasive power, and, as
already stated, the only weak side of Forbes
was toward the ladies. Finally, at Mary’
pleading, the captain gave in, with apparent
reluctance.

“ Rules must not be broken. But an
officer like Dunbar is worth more than a
temperance precept. You can leave it to
to me, Miss Mary, to appeal to the full
board of directors 'for his restoration. But
111 tell you frankly, if | ever get the slight-
est slip out of him again, 111 break him
then and there.”

On the following day, Captain Forbes
went up to town for the directors’ farewell.
According to the custom, masters of out-
bound clippers appeared before the full
board, for a formal adieu.

Captain Forbes was clad in a beaver hat
and frock coat, appearing on this occasion
like some prosperous merchant prince.
There was a certain preponderance about
Forbes; he was not the kind to be turned
dowm lightly.

The board met around a long plush table,
in a large room, where maps and charts of
the China seas adorned the walls and a
vista of Boston harbor opened out from the
wide windows.

As the captain came in, the directors
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arose, while Nathanael Gertridge, Sr., came
forward from the chairman’ seat and wel-
comed him; after which each director shook
hands with him in turn. Gertridge, Sr.,
then escorted him to the seat of the right
hand of the chairman, where in free and
friendly manner the various directors asked
questions, and offered suggestions regard-
ing the coming voyage. The captain was
treated with marked deference, since the
fortunes of all were to be committed to his
keeping.

Before the meeting of the board ad-
journed for a formal luncheon, the chair-
man, according to his established precedent,
rose, and inquired:

“Is there any special favor that our
board can confer upon you, Captain Forbes,
on the eve of your departure?”

Rising at his place, Captain Forbes faced
these stay-ashore gentlemen fairly.

“ Gentlemen of the board, as a last re-
quest, 1 ask for the reinstatement of my
deposed first officer, Mr. Richard Dunbar.”

The vote of the full board was nine to
one for restoration. Nat Gertridge, Jr., was
the only vote against.

For the closing minutes of the meeting,
the secretary put down, “ It is the will of
this board, acceding to the personal request
of Captain Forbes, that Richard Dunbar
be reinstated, forthwith, to his former rat-
ing, as first officer aboard' our new clipper,
the Valkyrie, outbound.”

Forbes noted with satisfaction the surly
look on Nat Gertridge’s face, as the secre-
tary read this closing minute.

CHAPTER XIV.
A VOYAGE OF DISCOVERY.

N the eve of Valkyrie’s departure,
Mary took Richard out for a sail in
her yacht, the Alcala.

It wBs one of those rare nights, with a
crescent moon reflecting a golden pathw-ay
adown the shimmering blackness of the
harbor.

There was no procrastination, on this
occasion, as there had been for Nat Gert-
ridge. In the shade of the lilacs, Mary
awaited. As Richard’s hand was on the
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gate, she burst upon him, a breathless ap-
parition of a sailor lass, causing even this
bold visitor to catch his breath.

“ My word, but you startled me!” he
exclaimed, with feigned alarm.

“ Too bad you heart’s so weak,” laughed
Mary.

In the moonlight, Richard searched for
and found again that baffling light in
Mary’s eyes which he had first seen at their
meeting on the beach, which had remained
like a remembrance of enchantment.

All the way down to the waterfront,
Mary clung tightly to him, in an attitude of
of delicious helplessness. The warm pres-
sure of her hand, and her confident depends
ence, caused emotions too deep for words.
One thought was uppermost with Richard,;
for him there could be no higher mission
than to guard and protect this wonderful
girl. There was such absolute confidence
in the way she leaned upon him that he
muttered half aloud:

“ A man would be less than a man if he
betrayed such trust.”

“What do you mean?” inquired the girl.

“1 cant say exactly, but just for a fel-
low to know that some one like you is de-
pending on him is enough to make him
pick up his heels, and hold up his head.

“1 suppose we’re most of us a bad lot,
Mary, that go to sea. We follow the
wildest life of the world, and play on the
red, as the saying goes. But to-night,
when | feel as though you trusted me, it
puts me on my mettle.”

They had come to the yacht squadron
float, an attendant fetched the dingy, and
Richard, like a man in a trance, was
spirited out to the Alcala. Aboard the yacht
he was still entranced, while Mary, the
helpless one of the dark streets, was sudden-
ly transformed into a capable young
skipper, who ordered her companion to
cast off moorings, unstop the sails, and haul
away on halyards.

At last, when the Alcala vas ghosting
along, with a clean full and by, after sheet-
ing home the jib, Richard came aft, to gaze
with ever increasing wonder at the slight
girlish figure, who handled the big yacht
with a touch of the divine.

“ My word, | never saw such steering,”
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lie exclaimed with open mouthed amaze-
ment, “ and you a girl.”

Mary remembered the night on the
beach, when she was floundering. To-night
he held the reins once more. To-night
Richard was the one who was lost, and
baffled. He had begun to talk on the way
to the squadron float. But now, all talk
was clean gone from him. He was merely
the obedient deckhand, dumbly carrying
out the various commands of his fair
skipper.

The situation seemed to have gotten too
far for the baffled Richard. A few moments
before Mary was leaning on his arm, more
helpless than any girl, now she was sailing
a soaring yacht, more masterful than any
boy. A girl like that was far beyond mere
sailors, he told himself, and then, as though
she read his thoughts, having once estab-
lished herself as queen, Mary invited Rich-
ard to sit beside her in the stern sheets.

At the thrill of contact, all the proud
aloofness seemed to go out of Mary with a
gasp.

“You take the tiller, Richard,” she
sighed, as she nestled up against him, and
in a twinkling, she was merely a little girl

once more. Richard’s reticence was hard
to conquer.

“You've got me guessing, to-night, Miss
Mary.”

“No, just Mary.” This time the word
was a command, to be obeyed.

“ All right, Mary.”

“ Well, why have | got you guessing?”

“ Because, one minute it seems to me as
though we were just a little boy and little
girl, and in the next minute you seem so
far above me, that | don’t feel right, even
in the same boat with you.”

In Mary’s eyes, Richard saw the glow of
pure admiring love, which Nat Gertridge
had once detected there, as a light beyond
his kindling.

“Well, you’re quite too good for me,”
sighed the impulsive Mary. * Indeed, |
think you're simply splendid.”

The utter incomprehensibility on Rich-*
ard’s face caused Mary to pause before
going into further rhapsodies.

“What am 1?” he exclaimed aghast.

“You're what 1’d love to be, a brave
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man, sailing all over the seas. It's terrible
to be a girl who cant go further than the
harbor.”

“1 don’t like to hear you talk like that.”

“ Why?”

“ Because, if you were a boy, | couldnt
come to see you.” At this startling divul-
gence, Mary promptly recanted.

“Well, I'm glad I'm a, girl then.
will you always come to see me?”

“If youll allow me. And even if you
wont, after to-night, 1 believe 1’1l still have
to come, no matter what you say.”

Richard’s eyes were flashing with the old
dangerous fire, that fire that Mary loved to
see.

“You know, when we girls meet the boys
we like, we don’t mind so much, even if
they do come, when we tell them to go.”

“ But why don’t you mind?”

The dangerous dancing light was search-
ing in Mary Williston’s blue eyes, but those
eyes remained deeps unfathomable, where
all thoughts were drowned. After searching
in vain for an answer in her baffling eyes,
Richard inquired again.

“Why dont you mind?”

With a sudden softening, Mary answered:
“ | suppose, it’s because | love you.”

Richard had been making a hopeless mess
of steering. Just at this crucial moment,
a gust of wind caused the great mainsail to
gibe, but Mary was there in time to ward
off mishap.

When they were safe on the opposite
tack, Richard handed over the tiller to her
who steered by divine right, while his arm
released from duty, was free at last to
clasp her to him.

“Do you really think you should do
that?” inquired Mary.

“ | e stopped thinking,” answered Rich-
ard, while the girl snuggled to him with a
sigh,

“1'm not too bold, am I, Mary?

“ Sometimes we like them bold,” she
whispered.

The remainder of that voyage was in a
realm beyond mere words. All too quickly
the evening’s cruise was ended. There was
almost a sob in Mary’s voice as she lingered
fondly by the gate, at parting.

“ It was so wonderful. Now it’ so hard

And
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to go. But youlll write to me, won’t you
Richard?” The brave eyes looking up

were struggling against tears.

Richard, too happy for words, promised
to write from every port.

“111 send you some Canton silk from
China, Mary.”

“ No, bring it to me, Richard.”

“1 will.”

CHAPTER XV.
“ FIT TO GO FOREIGN.”

ALKYRIE sailed on a Sunday—Bully
Forbes’ lucky day. On his second
voyage in the Marco Polo, Forbes

left Liverpool on a Sunday, sighted the
Cape on a Sunday, crossed the line on a
Sunday, recrossed the line homeward bound
on a Sunday, and arrived back in Liverpool
on a Sunday. After this he always took
good care to stick by his lucky day.

By two wonderful voyages in the Marco
Polo, and a still more wonderful one in the
Typhoon, Forbes had rushed to the head
of his profession. The sporting bloods had
regretted it deeply when this prime seaman
came ashore. His slap-dash chancing wbn
the heart of every gambler. Now that he
was coming back to sea, the sporting bloods
rejoiced.

Early Sunday morning Forbes drove
down from the Parker House, in an open
victoria, to join his ship. All along the
way crowds stopped to cheer him.

If one had gone into any rum shop along
Atlantic Avenue that morning and inquired:
“Who’s the most famous man in the
world?” beyond a peradventure, from the
bartender down, everybody would have
shouted:

“ Bully Forbes!”

As the captain drove by Patch-Eye Cur-
tain’s boarding-house, that worthy stood on
the steps announcing proudly that he had
once sailed with Forbes.

“Why didn’t yez stick wid him?”

“ Not’in” doin’, I dont mind a trip on the
sea, but a whole bloody voyage under
water was too much for me.”

“ Did he carry sail?”

“ Carry sail!” Faith, an’ it’s me what’s
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seen him, wid his sheets padlocked, drivin’
like some cut cat out of hell, wid every man
aboard paralyzed, and him a marchin’ up
and down in his shirt tail at'the break of
the poop, wid a pair of pistols levelled for
the guy what dared to make a move to
shorten sail.

“ Goin’ down the Roarin’ Forties we
dived at the Cape, and by the shiverin’
cripes, we didn’t come up again to blow
till we was off o’ Leeuwin,”

Patch-Eye Curtain’s lurid sketch sent a
host of open-mouthed admirers down to
swell the crowd around the docks.

There were only two words in Boston on
that Sabbath morning, at least for those
who did not go to church. These words
were: “ Forbes.” *“ Valkyrie.”

Several days previous, at a shipowners
dinner, Captain Forbes had given out wine-
tinted promises of what he intended to do
with Donald MacKay’s latest crack.

With any other captain this might have
been put down as braggadocio, but with
Forbes it was looked upon as already ac-
complished, for as one backer putit, “ What
he promises, hell do.”

About noon the Valkyrie was hauled
through the pier heads, with the boast,
“ This will be the fastest ship in the world,”
flying from her signal halyards.

“That kind of Yankee boasting is too
much for me,” said a hostile critic with con-
tempt. “ He’d better wait until he does
it, before he starts to blow his horn.”

“ All right, 111 bet you one hundred dol-
lars, three to one, that he makes good,”
chimed in a Boston sport. But the bet
was not accepted.

For two hours the Valkyrie remained in
the stream, where she took on her crew, and
received a few tons of gunpowder. The
waters around her were alive with boats.
To add to the zest of the occasion, two
famous oarsmen from the Charles River
were there in their racing skiffs, to show
off their paces.

This was an anxious time for Richard
Dunbar, as every detail of getting the ship
to sea was in his hands.

Most of the crew were delivered aboard
in advanced stages of hilarious intoxication.

Patch-Eye Curtain, Shanghai Jessup, and
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Ealdy Brown, all did their part, as crimps
in the furnishing of that crew.

Captain Forbes, watching one boat load
of inebriates being lifted aboard in bunt-
lines, remarked to his first officer:

“ Looks as if young Gertridge is giving
us the sweepings of hell.”

“ They’re a tough gang, all right, sir.”

“Don’t give a damn how tough they
are, as long as they are sailors.”

The crew came aboard in various dis-
guises. One appeared reeling down the
deck in an old stove pipe hat, and swallow-
tails. Feeling his dignity, he started for
the captain’s cabin, but was straightway
collared by the bosun.

t Here, ye gentleman’s son in disguise,
forecastle for ye, me hearty.”

A bunch of damsels from Hanover Street
came out with their sweethearts. They had
stripped them of everything except the duds
they stood in, and like blood-suckers, they
hung on in hopes of still more pickings from
poor Jack.

Every kind of head dress, from black-
ball cap to beaver; every kind of suit, from
swallowtail to dungaree was represented in
that motley throng. As the crew mustered
on the forecastle head, a layman might have
been tempted to inquire:

“Is this a masquerade ball?”

But for the trained eye, no clothes that
were ever invented could disguise these
men, their bronzed, weather-beaten faces,
and sun-baked tattooed arms, with every
swing of their bodies, betrayed them as
sailor-men. What kind of sailor-men they
they were, was still a question.

Richard Dunbar was sizing up each man,
while they in turn, were taking their gauge
of him. Most of them, at first glance, de-
cided that this slight built, fair-haired young
man was easy.

Mr. Pugsley, the second mate, a bluenose
bucko, was recognized instantaneously.
Whenever, and wherever an unresponsive
cord was struck, Mr. Bucko Pugsley was
there to hit first, and to hit hard. As fast
with his feet as with his fists, he used both
with unerring precision.

Mr. Pugsley had nothing but contempt
for the polite, soft-spoken first officer, who
was half his age, and who, as he put it,

685

“Didnt have guts enough to rustle the
bounce out of a soldier.”

A half a dozen “ gents ” from Patch-Eye
Curtains boarding house came aboard in
a bellicose mood. They all camped on the
main hatch, and refused to budge, while
their leader, one of Satan’s angels from some
deep sea hell, announced, loud-mouthed,
that he would “ cut the bloody tripes out
of the first guy that started to give em
any guff.”

In a berserker rage, Pugsley rushed the
main hatch. All gave before him, except
the loud-mouth.

Pugsley was just about to pulverize him,
when there came the flash of a deadly wea-
pon.

“ None 0 yer bulldozin’ here!” growled
the bad man. One step nearer and 11
split yer bloody skull.”

Advancing threateningly, he pushed back
a peak-cap, and there across his ugly brow,
Pugsley beheld a most revolting scar, as
though some one had branded him with a
butcher’s cleaver. This hideous disfigure-
ment was partly obliterated by a great
spread-eagle tattooed across his entire fore-
head.

Pugsley had heard of that hideous brand
before, belonging to one Rip Kelly, a no-
torious leader of a dockside murder gang.

“De know me?”

“ Yes.”

“ All right, stand fast.”

Pugsley stood fast. This was indeed an
embarrassing predicament for the begin-
ning of a voyage. For one agonizing
moment that deck seemed about as healthy
as a cage of tigers breaking from the leash.
A half a score of new arrivals, already
black and blue from Pugsley’s boots urged
Kelly on.

No one knew what happened next, it
came so softly, and so quickly. Richard
Dunbar, stepping suavely along the main
hatch, snatched the weapon and tossed it
deftly into the sea.

“ Now then, my men, just go below
where you belong.”

The order was given in the soft voice of
courtesy, but it carried with it the feel of
iron in velvet.

He, who had brooked Pugsley’s bull of
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Bashan roarings went off as meekly as a
lamb.

Pugsley was relieved to see that the cap-
tain was occupied with the pilot on the
quarter, and thus escaped the sight of his
discomfiture.

It was now nearly high water, and the
tide would soon be running ebb. At a signal
from the captain, the first officer took charge
on the top-gallant forecastle head, while
the second mate and bo’s'un worked the
main deck. The flood tide began to slacken
and as the Valkyrie swung to the wind, the
order was passed along from aft to weigh
anchor.

With a clear, melodious voice Richard
Dunbar sang out:

*“ All hands, man the windlass.”

To the tramp, tramp of sailor’s feet, the
chanteyman led off.

“We’re outward bound, we’re outward bound,

“Heave, bully boys, heave, and pawl,

“Oh, pull that anchor up and down.
“Hurrah, we’re outward bound! Hurrah,

we’re outward bound!”

The chanteyman rolled on, till Dunbar
sang out to the captain.

“ Anchor’s apeak, sir.”

“Very good, mister, loose sails, fore and
aft.”

So the canvas was set, topsails, topgal-
lantsails, royals, and skysails, flat as beards.
The inner and outer jibs were run up, and
the sheets hauled to windward. The main
and after yards were braced sharp to the
wind, and the new clipper, began to look
like some great white pinioned sea-bird,
fluttering before her flight.

The anchor was hove up to a sounding
chantey. As the ship gathered way, in the
slack water, the ensign dipped, and the
Valkyrie had started on her maiden voyage,
followed by the cheers of a patriotic multi-
tude.

For the first time with sadness, Richard
Dunbar beheld bipe water increasing be-
tween himself and the shore.

Heretofore, he was never happier than
when outward bound. Now he was divided
between the love of a ship, and the love of
a girl.

At the moment of parting there came for
Richard a dark cloud upon what had been
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a clear sky. At the last minute, just as
the ensign was dipped, Mary Williston ap-
peared on the dock holding Nat Gertridge’s
arm. At this sight, Richard wanted to
jump ashore, to take her from him.

* What might Gertridge do while he was
gone?”

Standing there, on the zesty topgallant
forecastle head, there came to Richard Dun-
bar a sudden rush of doubts and fears, as he
watched the girl whom he loved, waving
adieu with one hand, while with the other
she clung to the man whom he hated.

CHAPTER XVI.
PACKET RATS.

T sight of Nat Gertridge standing in
ALproprietary manner beside the girl
he loved, Dunbar felt the tiger slum-
bering within him suddenly aroused and
raging. Thanks to his distracted state, the
first officer’s tasks were accomplished with
no little bungling, to the added advantage
of his rival.

Captain Forbes, on the poop, glowered
upon-this flagrant inattention.

“ Starting in bad,” he muttered. * Looks
as though Pugsley’ best man after all.”

In the second mate’s mind there was no
doubt as to who was the best man. Pugsley,
a bluenose bucko, reprehended everything
that savored of the upper class. His great-
est boast was that he came to the cabin
through the hawse-pipe. He was as hard
as his iron Nova Scotian coast, as pitiless,
and as cruel. In every way he was ideally
qualified as a Western ocean manhandler.

When Dunbar came down from the fore-
castle head, Pugsley watched him with sin-
ister eye. The trim figure, the erect head,
the small blond mustache, the crisp hair
closely cropped, the smartness of turnout,
every detail of the crack officer was there,
to be hated at sight by the less favored
second mate.

In a word, Richard Dunbar was an
officer and a gentleman, who represented
the playing field of Harvard transplanted
to the Seven Seas. Mr. Bucko Pugsley,
was a graduate of the scuppers, who still
stunk of the scuppers, and gloried in that



THE ROARIN'G FORTIES.

fact. Oil and water would not mix, neither
would such a first and second officer.

As Dunbar passed by, he gave a polite
salutation. Pugsley's answer was contempt-
uous silence.

Two hours after dropping her pilot, the
Valkyrie was thirty miles east of Boston
Light.

Captain Forbes, “ sweetening her up,”
was divided in his mind. The new clipper
from the moment her anchor was catted
surpassed the fondest hopes, while the crew,
provided by Nat Gertridge, Jr., turned out
to be a collection of the most desperate
characters ever shipped out of the Port of
Boston. Most of them were Liverpool
Irish packet rats, who came to sea in order
to escape more strenuous labor, breaking
rock ashore.

They knew no law, save their own lust,
no master save their own passion. With
their thick-set, hairy bodies, and their coarse
snarling voices they represented the veri-
table cream of hell. Before Cape Ann was
down astern, these Liverpool packet rats,
by that fraternity which exists among
rogues, had banded themselves together in
a secret gang, under that most evil ruffian,
Rip Kelly, with whom Pugsley purposely
made his peace from the start.

The only American sailor was a Down-
Easter, Tug Westcott, who true to the
Down East tradition, arrived aboard with a
decent Kit.

Rip Kelly’s entire outfit, at the start, was
a red silk stocking worn about his hairy
neck as a parting gift from his lady love.
In a few hours after putting to sea, as fore-
castle bully, Kelly had begun to help him-
self. What he liked he took.

In the second dog watch, Tug Westcott,
according to sailor custom was enjoying a
pipe on the fore hatch, when Rip Kelly
annexed his pannikin.

Others might accept this kind of thing
meekly, not so the able Down-Easter. As
soon as he discovered his loss he demanded
its return.

“ Aw, garni” snarled Kelly, with a men-
acing note. A

Unterrified, Tug Westcott bore down up-
on him, and before the packet rat could
catch his balance, he sent him sprawling
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across the deck  Without pausing, he
jumped high to smash in his ribs. While
he was in mid-air, with breathless sudden-
ness Kelly whipped out his knife, and as
Tug Westcott descended, ripped him up
with a negro twist trick, bringing him
sprawling in a limp and helpless mass.

For several moments the Down-Easter’s
foot beat a tattoo of death upon the deck,
while Kelly stood over him, knife in hand.
With the signs of horror among certain of
the watch-mat.es, Kelly announced, “ 11
croak the first guy what blabs a word.”

At midnight, when the first officer’s watch
came on, it was black, and foreboding, with
a light snow squall blotting out the stars.
The Valkyrie was ramping along like some
huge black-winged spectre.

As Richard Dunbar came up the weather
ladder, he encountered Pugsley going down.

“ Good night,” he said.

Pugsley’s answer was a surly growl.

Dunbar was generally of a light-hearted
disposition, but to-night he came out to
take over his watch with a mingling of
despondency, and dread. The second offi-
cer’s jealous salutation cut him to the quick.

In the muster aft, one man was missing.
Dunbar read his name again.

“ Westcott! ” A long pause.

*“ Where is he?”

“ Sick,” answered Rip Kelly.

“ All right, 11l go down and look after
him later. Now, then, get on to the end of
that lee fore brace.”

Several of the packet rats hesitated be-
tween obedience and rebellion, whispering in
stealthy manner.

With a voice to be obeyed, Dunbar again
whipped out his order.

*“ Lee fore brace, there!”

“ And when | say move, by God, you
move!” This last was for the benefit of
Rip Kelly, who remained unimpressed, and
started to slouch with exaggerating indiffer-
ence.

“ Do you understand orders?”

“ Aw, gam! Don* give me none o’ yer
bossin’, yer mother’s darlin’, or 1’ll carve
the chicken gizzard out o’ ye! ”

In a flash Dunbar had him by the nape
of the neck, and with a whirling cartwheel
sent him crashing across the deck, to bring
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up with a sickening thud against a bollard.
Even that preternatural tough was jarred
into insensibility. At their leader's fall the
packet rats rushed in to disembowel the offi-
cer. The first was landed neatly on the
chin and knocked limp.

The rest of the watch, roused by this un-
welcome medicine, came on snarling, and
snapping, but they stopped when Dunbar
faced them unperturbed.

Rip Kelly, who had revived, roused him-
self on his elbow to urge on his gang.

“ Kill 'im!"  Kill “im!” he admonished.

In the next instant Dunbar waded
through the threatening crowd to dose with
the ringleader.

* Get on the end of that lee fore brace.”

“1 carnt move,” whined Kelly.

With a swift lunge, Dunbar snatched his
wrist, twisting it until his arm was nigh
broken.

“Will you move now? Will you?”

Kelly gave in, and slunk off to the ap-
pointed job, the rest of the watch tailing on
behind. After an hour’s sweating up,” to
usher in the four hours on deck, Dunbar
had his crew panting from exertion, but
silent, and sullen. There was something un-
canny about a watch hauling without the
sound of a chantey, or without the long
timing cry of the foremost man.

“ Come on, strike up a halyard grind,
there,” called out Dunbar. But he found to
his dismay that while he might drive them
to their work, he could not drive them to
their chanteys. A watch working in dark-
ness, and in utter silence, was disconcerting
to an officer. 1t meant that there was no
sign by which he could tell whether or not
he had control.

From the weather side Mr, Dunbar gave
his crisp, sharp orders to haul, and belay.
He was alone, surrounded by an outraged
gang of cutthroats, lusting to be at him, one
single man against a dozen.

With none to detect foul play, his posi-
tion was precarious. In the thick gloom of
that squally night, in spite of himself, Dun-
bar gfew apprehensive. There was an in-
creasing feeling that his watch was out of
hand. Again and again he tried to come to
grips with them, only to meet the same
baffling stubbornness.
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While standing by the wheelsman, Dun-
bar heard a suspicious scuffling in the lee
waist. Jumping down the weather ladder,
he was hastening forward, when he stum-
bled over a mysterious object sprawling
across the deck. Bending over to examine
it, he felt a sudden sharp pain, as a huge
piece of holystone crashed into his back,
and bounded off into the scuppers. With
a panting gasp, he staggered, and collapsed
across the dead body of an unknown sea-
man.

CHAPTER XVILI.

Five MINUTES FOR A MUTINY.

dazed condition while all about him
the deck seemed to creep with stealthy
figures.

Finally Rip Kelly stole up and, peering
closely, announced:

“Hes dead to the world.
lets dump the other guy.”

As they were lifting the object, across
which he had fallen, Dunbar, opening his
eyes, beheld with horror, the body of Tug
Westcott, suspended for a moment across
the lee bulwarks, then dropped with a sink-
ing splash into the sea.

Dunbar could not withhold a cry of con-
sternation. Hearing that cry, Rip Kelly
stood forth a moment irresolute, a murderer
caught red handed. But only for a moment
did he hesitate. He had killed one. Now
it was nothing to wipe out the evidence,
and polish off another. With this thought,
Kelly whipped out his ever present knife,
and started for his accuser.

With the desperation of a man who fights
for life, Dunbar seized an iron capstan bar,
and despite his weakened condition, swung
it with a mighty threat. At this unexpected
resistance, the packet rat hesitated. Cover-
ing himself warily, Dunbar began to beat a
retreat aft, followed by the menacing gang.

Having gained the quarterdeck, the
threatened officer prepared for a final stand,
while Rip Kelly, in vain, urged his gangsters
to rush in and overwhelm him. None caring
to brave that swinging bar of iron, Kelly
himself crept forward.

FOR several minutes Dunbar lay in a

Now, then,

3A
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Fast weakening from the effect of the
blow which he had received in the back,
Dunbar made one last, ineffective swing,
and missed. In the next instant Kelly land-
ed on his neck and clinched. In that in-
stant the fierce breath and the villainous
eyes of the packet rat seemed to burn them-
selves into Dunbar’s very soul. Filled with
an almost superhuman terror he let out a
piercing shriek that sounded above the ill-
intentioned night like the cry of a lost soul.

At that piercing note of alarm, Captain
Forbes and the second mate came bursting
up the companion to find the first officer be-
set on every hand.

With his back to the port rail, just abaft
the mizzen rigging, he was defending him-
self against a horde, armed with knives and
blackjacks. The arrival of aid was not a
second too soon.

This was open mutiny. One glance
sufficed to reveal that desperate measures
were required.

Without an instant’s hesitation Forbes
pulled out a heavy brass belaying pin, and
using this with both hands, he dealt a ter-
rific blowr on the back of the head of each
w'ould-be assassin, laying them out right and
left. Two were dropped dead in their
tracks.

Together the first mate and captain drove
the rabble off the break of the poop. Bucko
Pugsley, in his element, hurled them bodily
into the waist, pitching them head foremost,
like so many sacks of potatoes.

With the poop dear, Captain Forbes
stood at the break, exclaiming:

“ This is mutiny on the high seas. With
such a crew of cutthroats and murderers,
by rights | should take you back to face the
gallows. But it’s not the style of Bully
Forbes to come about, once he’ put to sea.

“ | e started on this voyage, and by the
living God, I'm going to finish it, in spite
of all the packet rats this side of hell!

“You have refused to obey your officer,
and turned upon him. Well, we’ll just see
who’ master. Now, you can get aloft, all
hands, with sandstone and canvas, and pol-
ish the yards!”

Every man in the crew stood aghast at
the brazen effrontery of this order. To pol-
ish the yards was a teasing job at best. A

4 A
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job fit only for fine weather and summer
seas. But to go aloft in a bitter, freezing
night on the western ocean, half clad, with
the' snow squalls whistling about their ears,
and the big clipper jumping into the seas
up to her knight heads, this was indeed
the deepest indignity that any captain could
offer to his crew.

The packet rats gave no reply either by
word or motion, but huddled together in
the waist, outraged and surly.

“ Come on now, lay out on the yards
therel”

A pause followed, in which Rip Kelly,
getting back his insolence, shouted with de-
rision.

“ Are you going to obey?”

“Aw, ye carnt fool us that way.”

‘“ Are you going to obey?” the captain in-
quired again in a voice vibrant with de-
cision.

“No, we aint. Not for you, nor any-
thing like ye, ye bloody stiff!”
“ All right, 1'll give you just five min-

utes,” said Forbes with the tone of one who
pronounced a death sentence.

Taking out his watch the captain paced
up and down at the break of the poop,
counting off the 'minutes.

“ Five minutes!”

“ Four!”

“ Threel!”

“ Two!”

“ Onel”

“ Time’s up! Are you going to obey?”

“No!” shouted Rip Kelly.

Without another word, Forbes whipped
out his derringer, and dropped the foul-
mouthed Kelly in his tracks.

*“ Now, then,, who’s going to die next?”

Covering the rest of the crew with his
gun, the captain started to advance upon
them, but they were already flying for the
ratlines in mortal terror.

Vaulting off the break of the poop, Forbes
pursued the panic-stricken mob, cracking
pates right and left with the heavy butt of
his gun.

With a speed and alacrity undreamed of
in all their former movements, the packet
rats lay out on the yards, while Pugsley and
the bosun followed them with sandstone and
canvas.
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Captain Forbes kept them there hour
after hour through that cold and biting
night. At first they thought only of the
indignity, but as the time dragged on and
the all pervasive cold began to search their
vitals, they forgot everything except exist-
ence.

Long before the morning every man aloft
was nigh frozen, but the ruthless Forbes
still kept them there, enduring the tortures
of the damned.

Now and again one or another screamed
out in agony, but the captain’s only answer
was to take occasional pot shots at the res-
tive spirits, as a reminder of the man master
still there with unsleeping vigilance upon
the poop.

At last, when the cold had almost para-
lyzed them, at the utmost limit of endur-
ance, Forbes gave the order that released
them. So numbed were they that more
than one had to be assisted do™ the
shrouds. The assistance came from Rich-
ard Dunbar, whose sense of humanity mas-
tered every other feeling.

“Fd see them frozen stiff before 1°d do
a tap to help them,” observed Forbes.

i; Same here,” echoed”Bucko Pugsley.
But Richard Dunbar was made of different
Stuff.

When the packet rats at last crawled
miserably into their bunks in the forecastle,
even the most refractory had decided who
was master aboard Valkyrie.

CHAPTER XVIII.

AN ARISTOCRAT OF THE SEA.

different from Captain Forbes ashore.

The minute he stepped upon his deck
planks, he seemed to shed his every weak-
ness.

He was the Lawgiver, who dwelt on a
Sinai of his own, his poop. Up and down
the weather side he walked, aloof, inscrut-
able as God Almighty. He held communion
with no one but himself, pacing up and
down, up and down, with sleepless and
unending vigilance.

A born racing skipper, he kept his ship
driving night and day. From the instant

CAPTAIN FORBES, afloat, was very
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they broke out the anchor, his heart beat
for one purpose, for one purpose only, to
establish a record for Valkyrie.

At any hour he might appear on his
endless stamping up and down, watching
the winds, with an impetuous fling to his
head, seizing every lull and slant to drive
his tall, white-pinioned clipper across the
swooping seas.

Before they were clear of Boston Light,
he had all hands gaping at the way he piled
on canvas.

On the third day out, with the wind north
north-east, with strong breezes and frequent
snow squalls, the Valkyrie logged three hun-
dred and twenty eight miles. A marvellous
run.

In reply to the second mate’s congratula-
tions, Forbes made the laconic reply, “ Wait
till she’s limbered up.”

To handle a gang of packet rats required
frequent and heavy doses of belaying-pin
soup. Pugsley, always ready to smash or
break, kept his wild men in a degree of
subjection. But in the first officer’s watch,
it was often a toss-up which should be
master.

Try as they might, Dunbar for once
could not get a grip of his men. Ineffi-
ciency was apparent in his watch at every
turn. He had always had the name of
being smart as paint in whipping a new
crew into shape. But now it seemed as
though some one were always throwing a
monkey-wrench in the machinery.

Bill Pugsley, outraged by the loss of his
temporary position as first officer, never lost
an opportunity to rub it into the cap-
tain about the apparent lapses of his
rival.

The reports of the spying Pugsley made
it appear as though Dunbar could not
handle his men. With Bully Forbes, this
was one unpardonable sin.

Suffering continually from his back,
where he had been injured by the holy-
stone, balked by a strange defiance from
his men, hated by the second rgate, and
regarded with distrustful eye by his skipper,
the lot of the first officer became almost
unbearable. His usualh7 carefree face took
on a worried aspect. With the captain’
displeasure increasing he began to awaken
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to the realization of some deadly hidden
foe.

Why was it that no chantey-man ever
lifted a merry voice in his watch?

Why were his packet sailors, usually
splendid men aloft, so slow at making, or
shortening sail?

Who was forever destroying the morale
among his men?

These were the vexing questions with
which Richard Dunbar was continually har-
assed. He was not of a suspicious nature.
But the fear began to grow upon him of
some hidden hand working against him.

When the winds blew strong, Bully
Forbes’s heart beat high. But the fifth day
out brought light airs, with idle rolling, the
gear creaking, and the hull groaning—a vile
sound, for a skipper who yearned for the
wind music in his shrouds.

To run into such vexing calms on this
maiden voyage was indeed exasperating.
Wi-th all that he had at stake, the strain
upon the skipper was terrific. At home in
a hurricane, Forbes was beside himself in
a calm. He walked up and down the
weather poop, as imperturbable as ever.
The only sign of his exasperation was that
his iron hand fell more heavily upon his
crevw

The Valkyrie steered like a top. But the
restless skipper seemed to watch her every
minute of tRe night or day. Light airs only
made him that much more exacting.

He had one of those compasses on the
binnacle, the bottom of which being out,
showed in the cabin just how the ship was
heading at any moment. Under the com-
pass, on the transom, Forbes used to lay
himself down while he pretended to sleep.
It was commonly believed aboard that he
really never slept.

Let the Valkyrie deviate a quarter of a
point off her course, or while on the wind,
let the royals lift, and the heavy hand was
felt immediately.

On the afternoon of the seventh day,
with the calm continuing, the man at the
wheel let his mind wander for an instant.
In that instant, the clipper fell off a half a
point.

The wheelsman, Paradise Cronin, was
picking her way up again when the gorilla
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head of Bully Forbes rose from the com-
panion, and turned slowly to regard the
man at the wheel.

Paradise Cronin felt his heart thump
against his ear drums as he confronted the
pale light of that merciless eye. In a
sudden panic he let his vessel flop her
royals.

“ Might | inquire if you are a quarter-
master, or if you are a passenger?” said
Forbes with acrid tones.

“ Please sir, | think the mizzen royal ’
braced up too tight to steer by.”

“ And so, youre there to talk back to
your betters, are you?” remarked Forbes
suavely, at the same time moving over
toward the offender with disconcerting
speed.

At this fell approach, the packet rat
dropped the wheel, and crouched for a
defiant spring. But in the same instant,
Forbes smashed him with a heaver, and
jumping on his prostrate body, grabbed the
wheel, and put the vessel back upon her
course.

“Send me a man who can steer, Mr.
Dunbar,” he sang out testily. “ You're
watch seem to be conspicuous, sir, for their
inefficiency.”

A second Irish packet sailor came aft
with laggard step.

“ There was a man in the Bible sick of
the palsy. Theres a man on this clipper
who’ going to be dead with the palsy if
you don’t hustle!”

With a hand that trembled more than
any of the palsied, the relief took over the
wheel, the old man stepping back to watch
his exhibition.

For one agonizing minute he held the
Valkyrie upon her course, then yawed a
full point to leeward. Before he had time
to recover his wheel, the heaver had cracked
against another skull. Spurning his pros-»
trate body with a disgusted kick, Forbes
again took the wheel, exclaiming;

“ Truly, Mr. Dunbar, yours is a rare as-
sortment! ”

The third man, warned by the fate of
his predecessors, came aft at the double.
But even before he relieved the wheel,
Forbes laid him cold.

“ That's for dirty hands on the quarter-



692

deck. I’ll have nothing but clean hands
at the wheel of this clean clipper.

“Now, Mr. Dunbar, will I have to ask
you to take this trick yourself, or can you
scour the forecastle with a fine tooth comb,
and find me just one real sailor?”

As a last resort, the first officer sent John
Hall, V. C., a colored man-o’warsman.

Cool and courteous in manner, but dead-
ly and dangerous, Forbes remained, waiting
like a fell avenger for the merest slip that
might afford him yet one more horrible
example.

But the colored seaman, with a perfect
sang jroid, took his place, and pulled a
spoke down, to let the ship Iuff to his
taste. There was a careless lilt about him,
and Forbes unloosed his heaver with pre-
paratory gesture.

Undismayed, and with the touch of an
artist, John Hall watched the slatting roy-
als, and felt the wind blowing against his
cheek.

“ Keep her full and by!” warned the
skipper.

“ Full and by, sir,” came back the cheery
answer.

Hall let the wheel run, breaking it with
his flattened hand, as the ship pulled at her
helm, and took back a couple of spokes,
whereat Forbes replaced his heaver, and
looked at the first officer with a bitter and
accusing glance.

Dunbar knew that he had appeared in
a bad light before his skipper.

Just at that embarrassing moment, Mr.
Pugsley came up the companion. Seeing
the captain, he crossed over to the lee side,
and stood within hearing distance while
Forbes continued his sarcastic flings.

With the calms continuing, Bully Forbes
must have a scapegoat. Every circum-
stance seemed to qualify the first officer for

this unenviable position.
“1Vve just had about enough of your

faint hand, and faint heart, Mr. Dunbar.
If you are to remain first officer aboard this
clipper, will you kindly wake up and get
a grip on your men.”
With this humiliating remark, the captain
bowed disdainfully and went below.
Paradise Cronin, who had been lying
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stark, just then let out a groan. With three
of his watch prostrate on his hands, Rich-
ard Dunbar’ first thought was to their wel-
fare.

Yelling through the cabin skylight, he
ordered the steward to fetch him some hot
whiskey to revive them. Whereat, Forbes
reappeared.

“Look at here, Mr. Dunbar, you can
pitch them over the side with a sack of
coal at their heels before I'll dish out hot
whiskey for such trash. Do you under-
stand?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Dunbar fighting
against that instinct which always caused
him to think of his men first.

At this moment, Mr. Bucko Pugsley got
himself in solid with the skipper by kicking
the three prostrate sailors off the break of
the poop onto the deck.

“That’s where that trash belongs,” he
grunted.

Captain Forbes went below and Pugsley,
guessing his temper, seized the opportune
occasion to join him in the cabin.

“Well, Pugsley, just what’s the matter
with that first officer?”

“ No good, sir.”

“Yes, but what’s the matter with him?”

“Too much treacle and molasses, sir.”

“ | believe you're right,” said Forbes with
a sudden decisiveness in his voice, and he
went up again on the poop.

Just at the moment Richard Dunbar was
tacking ship.

During the process of tacking, the lag-
gard unresponsiveness of the crew was only
equalled by the sluggishness of the clipper
as she wallowed almost becalmed.

Enraged beyond words at the slowness
of his vessel in stays, the captain broke his
first officer then and there.

“ Mr. Pugsley,” he said curtly, * from
now on youll take over as first officer.
Mr. Dunbar, you’ll go back to second.”

“What?” exclaimed Richard, unspeak-
able pain showing in his face.

“Yes, you go back to second. May be
hard on you, but cant be helped. Right
now, |’d ride over my dead brother’s car-
cass, if he stood between me and a record
for Valkyrie.”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK



ALMOST the first item on which

Judge Rutherford Van Blount’s eye

» o fell that morning, as he opened his
paper at breakfast, was this:

"SPIKE” DUGGAN PAROLED

Yegg Doing Twenty Year*
Relented after Eight

Boston, Mass., Feb. i0.—On recommenda-
tion of the Parole Board. Jeremiah H, Dug-
gan was Yesterday released from custody at
Charlestown State Prison. Duggan, formerly
known as ““ Spike,” was sentenced in 1912 to
twenty years, for complicity in the post office
break at East Deering, in which Postmaster
John H. Ainsworth was killed. Duggan has
continually protested his innocence, claiming
he was the victim of mistaken identity. The
case attracted considerable attention at the
time.

Duggan has always been a model prisoner,
and the Parole Board has been interested In

his case for some months. His two com-
panions in the break, Nazro and Gilligan, were
both electrocuted in 1913. The State set up
the claim that Duggan was “ outside man”
or watchman while the others blew the safe,
and that—

The judge did not finish the item. In-
stead, he let the paper fall, and for a
moment sat all astare. He made a strange
dry noise in his throat that caused Mrs. Van
Blount to glance up from her grapefruit.

“ What is it, dear?”

* Nothing, nothing! 1—1 got some juice
down the wrong way, that’ all.”

With critical curiosity his excellent and
still rather comely wife regarded him. The
fact that his grapefruit stood as yet un-
touched in its tall-stemmed dish gave his
statement an apocryphal quality.

“ Something in the paper you don't like,
dear?”
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“Not at all, my love. Why, whatever
gave you that idea, |1°d like to know?”
“You look rather odd. A bit pale.

sick, are you?”

* Sick? Nonsense!” His hand shook a
little as he folded the paper and carefully
thrust it into his pocket. Even though Mrs.
Van Blount had never so much as heard
the name of Spike Duggan, the judge by
no means intended she should get hold of
that paper. “ Certainly I'm not sick! It
nothing, nothing. Just a slight headache.
Never felt better in my life.”

“Humph!”

“ By the way, my dear, | see Senator
Beroth has come out in favor of the bonus.
Now, the way / look at that question is
just this—"

And with unnecessary and rather hasty
verbiage he launched into an exposition of
his views on the bonus—a subject wherein
Mrs. Van Blount took not the slightest
interest.

The judges worthy spouse regarded him
with that mild curiosity which middle-age
substitutes for almost all real emotions.

« Rutherford’ bothered about something,
that’s certain,” she thought; but whether
a bad turn of the market, the death of some
old classmate at Harvard Law School, or a
judicial appointment he did not approve,
she knew not. Nor, to speak truth, did she
nuch care. All she felt positive of was
that his clouded brow and faded color had
nothing whatever to do with the bonus.
And presently she fell to thinking about a
bargain sale that day at Schellenburg’s, and
forgot her husband’s discomposure most
completely.

Thus breakfast, deftly served by Marie
—who had originally been plain Mary—
came to a silent end. Soon thereafter, with
the perfunctory peck that suffices long-time
matrimony for a good-by kiss, the judge
departed for his office.

Mrs. Van Blount never thought of the
incident again.

The judge, however, as he walked down
town was thinking of nothing else.

A very unhealthy fear now had hold of
the judge’s soul-strings and was most in-
sistently twitching them. His state of mind
stood far aloof from that mild contentment

Not
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which should have sprung from circum-
stances as well found as his.

Retired from the bench these five years
past, removed out to the northern New York
State city of Waterburg—far from some-
what distressful memories of his criminal-
bench experiences in Massachusetts—and
with the finest law practice in Jefferson
County, what more could a somewhat cor-
pulent legal gentleman desire? The more
so as political bees had lately been buzzing
round his ear, and he might ere long bear
the title of Senator Van Blount?

Odd that a man of such parts and sub-
stance should let so trivial a newspaper item
thus vitally agitate him!

And yet—

As the judge with complete dignity de-
scended Washburn Avenue, officeward, his
eyes betrayed a very thriving trouble. They
no longer looked out through their round-
rimmed shell glasses with their accustomed
aplomb; nor were they at all beholding the
snowy breadth of the thoroughfare, the
arching of leafless elms, the glossy motor
cars speeding down town with a clatter of
chains on mudguards.

The judge owned a motor car of extraor-
dinary gloss, but he always walked to his
office.  Increasing embonpoint demanded
it. Just now, however, he was considering
far other matters than embonpoint, which
the poor call fat. He was considering life’s
own self: he was considering death. More
especially, death.

Death! No very pleasant topic for a
prosperous, plumb and politically-favored
legal light of fifty-six.

Death. Yes, he had dealt it out with a
liberal enough hand, during his career as
district attorney of Suffolk County, Massa-
chusetts. Never had there been a prose-
cuting officer so implacable, a devotee of
capital punishment and of long terms, so
ardent. He had worked against the parole
system, had written articles for law maga-
zines and the public prints, pointing out the
folly of all this modern reform movement.
A convinced Lombrosian, he had held fixed-
ly to the * criminal type ” theory, and had
denied that delinquents ever turn new
leaves.

He had become known as a hanging
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judge—and later, as an electrocuting judge,
when science had refined man’ inhumanity
to man. Judge Jeffreys, of good old English
butchering fame, would have found in him
a boon companion; and like Jeffreys, no
doubt, he had done all in a spirit of sincer-
ity, a profound belief that only by ruthless
extirpation of weeds could good grain grow.

“ Better ten guilty men escape than one
innocent man suffer,” he had amended to
the exact reverse. Such had been his prin-
ciples; and he had lived up to them—and
now—

Now Spike Duggan had been paroledl

H.

The scene before Judge Van Blount’s
troubled eyes as he walked down town that
morning was very far away from Water-
burg, New York. It lay in a drab court-
room of the huge gray building in
Pemberton Square, Boston, where unceas-
ingly the mills of the gods grind human
lives indifferently to powder.

A drab day, too, that had been; one of
those foggy March days that make Boston-
ians—even Bostonians—sometimes wonder
if the climate of heaven may not after all
be preferable to that of the old Bay State.
A drab day, indeed; though toward its
close slashed with the vivid crimson of a
hate that Kkills.

How the judge remembered it all—the
long-drawn battle over which he had pre-
sided on the bench; battle between District
Attorney Duhamel and “ Spike ” Duggan’s
counsel, one Foley. He recalled the sullen,
hard-jawed defendant, crouching in his
chair at bay; the charge to the jury; the
long wait for a verdict—as if all had been
but yesterday. Eight years had been swept
aside, and now the past came crowding,
swarming in about the judge.

He recollected especially his charge to
the jury, how he had practically instructed
them to bring in a verdict of guilty; how
he had wished he might see that fellow
Duggan kicking at a rope’ end. Serve such
carrion right!

He remembered how Duggan s pistol hud
been handed about by the jurymen, a pistol
with six notches filed in the butt. Duggan
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had never denied it was his gun; but most
vehemently he had declared himself else-
where than at East Deering the night of
the hold-up. At that the judge had smiled.
He had kept the gun, too, as a kind of
souvenir of the case; had it even now, some-
where.

Very clearly he recalled how he had been
awakened in his chambers at a pallid hour
of early morning—half past two, or some
such matter. The bailiff had announced
that the jury had reached a verdict.
Wearily, Judge Van Blount had got into
his black robe and mounted the bench.
Duggan had been led in, surly and sham-
bling—an unshaven, repellent figure.

* Gentlemen of the jury "—and the clerk
coughed slightly—* have you agreed on a
verdict?”

Hazeltine, the foreman, nodded as he
stood up.

“ We have, your honor!” Van Blount
remembered that Hazeltine had addressed
him instead of the clerk.

“ Prisoner at the bar,” the clerk com-
manded, “stand up and look upon the
jurors.”

Spike Duggan, prodded by Foley, got up
in a kind of daze, muttering:

“1 tell you, I never! "Twas another guy.
Sure, I’ve pulled lots o’ rough stuff in my
day, but I never was in on that Deerin’
break. | was to hell an’ gone over in Rhode
Island that night, an™—"”

“ Silence!” commanded the clerk, rap-
ping. “ Gentlemen, what is your verdict?”

“ Your honor,” answered Hazeltine, still
addressing the judge, “ we find the defend-
ant guilty as charged in the indictment.”

* Remanded for sentence, March 7,” said
the judge.

Then Duggan was made to sit down, still
protesting, not yet quite understanding.
The judge thanked the jury, gathered up
his papers, and departed. And court of-
ficers led Duggan—dazed, inarticulate—
away to a dank cell.

That had been eight years ago, and still
it dwelt most vividly in the judge’s mem-
ory Now, far away from that scene, there
walking down Washburn Avenue, he set
teeth on lip and shook his head.
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“ This is bad, damned bad,” he growled.
“ What in the world they ever paroled that
ruffian for is beyond me!” Fear stood out
in the judge’s eye—as well it might. For
now he was remembering March 7, when
he had imposed the penalty of the law on
this Spike.

The court room again. Duggan -wes up
with a batch of six others, for sentence
on various convictions. Again Judge Van
Blount heard the clerk calling, “ Jeremiah
H. Duggan! ” Again he was peering through
his glasses at that sinister figure.

“ Duggan, have you nothing to say why
sentence should not be pronounced upon
you?”

“ Sure! ”

“ Eh, what’s that?” Hundreds of times
the judge had mouthed that formula with-
out ever getting more than a shake of the
head, a whispered “ No,” in reply. But
now Duggan’s “ Sure!” rang out with con-
fident alacrity. Startled, the judge peered
at this temerarious villain who dared take
seriously'the conventions of the law.

“ Sure, y’r honor, | got somethin’ to say,
if 1 can say it just to you, an’ not to all
these here other guys, t00.”

“ To me, confidentially?”

“ Yeah, that’s the word. Confidential.”

“ Well, Duggan,” smiled the judge, rath-
er as a cat smiles at a caught mouse the
while he toys with it—* well, this is a bit
irregular; but—step to the bench.”

Duggan shambled to the bench and laid
a hand on the greasy Bible there.

“Judge, yr honor,” he began in a tone
so low that none but Van Blount could
hear—* judge, are you gonna send me
acrost? A guy what never done it, t all?”

The judge smiled even more, in a way
both patronizing and superior—the kind of
smile that breeds more hatred than a blow.
“My man, | must do my duty. The jury
convicted you, according to due process of
law.” Howr unctuous was the judge’ tone,
orotund, well measured. “ And now | must
sentence you.”

“ Must, eh? Judge,
there no hope fer me?”

“Not unless new evidence has been in-
troduced; and your counsel has made no
move for a writ of error, a stay of—”"

y’r honor, ain't
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“ Yes, but Judge—I never done—”

“ Come, come, Duggan!” Now the
judges tone grew sharper. “1 cannot
argue with you! If you have nothing to
offer in the way of—”

“1 only got my word, same as all
along! ”

Van Blount impatiently motioned him
away.

“ Get back to the rail, there, Duggan!
Enough of this, now!”

“ Wait a minute, judge!” hardly more
than whispered the yegg. “ You see where
my hand is? On that Bible? Well, I'm
under oath now. With meself—see?” The
criminal’s voice was one never to be for-
gotten. In it snarled the jungle tiger,
hissed the cobra, chattered the rattlesnake.
A voice from the abyss it was, from the
nether slimes of peril.

“You listen to me, now! | aint makin
no grand stand play, nor shoutin’. But I'm
tellin’ you! If you send me up, |1l be out
some day. 11l be a model pris’ner, an’ get
a lot of “ copper.” An’ when | get out 0’
stir, youre gonna get out o’ the world!
That’s level, judge! 11l get you right, if
it takes me all the rest 0’ my life an’ | go
to the chair for it! 11l live long enough
to smoke one cigarette over your carcass—
an’ after that, what the hell do | care?
That’s all. Now, go ahead an’ send me
across. An—you know!”

The judge, purpling with indignation,
snapped fat fingers for a bailiff.

“ Remove this man!” he ordered. And
when Duggan, all meekness, had been led
back to the other miscreants: “ It is now
by this court ordered, and the sentence of
the court is, that you be imprisoned at hard
labor in the penitentiary of the State of
Massachusetts, at Charlestown, for the term
of twenty years.”

The judge, still swollen with rage, glared
down at his enemy. Very unjudicial, in-
deed, he looked, in that moment of triumph.
He added:

“1 regret, Duggan, that | am unable
to impose a greater penalty. It would be
for the good of society. But | have given
you the maximum. Next prisoner!”

“ Thanks, judge!” laughed Duggan.
Laughed, yes; though in his eyes smoldered
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brands of hate that nothing short of death,
it seemed, could quench. * Thanks. Von
know! ”

And—

Judge Van Blount, there walking down
Washburn Avenue, started. He blinked
about him, as if waking from an nightmare.

“ Dear me! ” he exclaimed. “ Here | am,
away down town, and never even knew it.
Well, well—I mustnt go day dreaming like
this, obfuscating my brains with foolish
fancies.”

And, pulling himself together, he turned
into the red brick building that housed his
rather elaborate offices.

Elsewhere, at this same moment, Spike
Duggan -wes thinking of the judge as ear-
nestly as the judge was thinking of him.
Dame Fate meantime—always past mis-
tress in the art of surprises—was preparing
one of her oddest little jests.

A1l the morning the judge remained
busy with his routine. In the press of
business, the deferential attentions of his
underlings, he found spiritual bulwarks
against the menace he now felt implacably
approaching.

Though, after all, was there any menace?

“1 must face this thing sensibly,” he
pondered in a minute’s leisure—for ever
the Duggan affair remained at the back of
his brain, ready to advance on any occa-
sion. “ What, on analysis, is there to alarm
me? Only a very weak willed man would
bother himself about the vaporings of a
low type criminal like that.”

He tried to convince himself that he had
nothing to disturb him, but made only a
sorry hand of it. For the very fact that
Duggan had seemed a low type really gave
the threat its spur. With a higher type of
man, one might reason; point out that no
turpitude attaches to a judge because he
pronounces sentence; that a judge is no
more responsible for that than is an exe-
cutioner for pulling the fatal electric switch
or adjusting the noose. Are not both judge
and executioner only impersonal cogs in the
vast wheels of justice forever macerating
lives to shreds that bleed?
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Well and good; but who could ever make
a man like Duggan understand that? To
such fellows, without trades or occupations,
undisciplined and jungle-bred, a judge is
always a vindictive personal force with pow-
ers to loose or bind. Inerrantly, hate flares
against the judge. Thus by the code of the
worlds Duggans, a judge may be—ought to
be—punished in his own body.

“Very defective reasoning,” said Van
Blount to himself. “ Extremely faulty log-
ic.”  But that did little to assure him.
Bullets never deflect because of faulty logic.
Against the seared-in words, “ Il live long
enough to smoke one cigarette over your
carcass—an’ after that, what the hell do /
care?” what availed rules of dialectic proc-
esses of reasoning?

“The whole trouble arises from that
idiotic parole board,” perpended the judge.
He was bitterly opposed to the parole sys-
tem in general; and in this case specifically
so. Already he had written” three or four
letters to the board about the Duggan case;
had exerted himself to bilk any parole for
the man. He had even gone so far as to
make a statement that Duggan had threat-
ened his life, if released; but Duggan, ques-
tioned, had vehemently denied it, and there
had been no witnesses. None had over-
heard the threat. Good care Duggan had
taken of that! So the judge’s letters had
been overborne by Duggan’s exemplary
conduct and by the fact that all the evi-
dence against him had been purely circum-
stantial, And now—

“ Now,” realized the judge, with a little
crawling of the spine, which was well em-
bedded in adipose, *“ now the wolf’s loose
again. And I—damn it, 1’ve got to look
out for myself!”

Even there in those warm, easy and se-
cure offices, opulent of much business, of
prestige and power, he felt a sudden lack
of all protection. He was suddenly like a
man stripped naked to the winter’s gale.
Safe-buttressed against all legal attack, he
remained vulnerable to the illegal, the out-
law. He experienced rather an appalling
sensation, as if, all at once, those solid
walls had turned transparent, those heavy
doors had crumbled, all barriers become no
more than so much flimsiness. His house,
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he realized, would prove no better; and as
for the street—why, the street was little less
than open invitation for ambush and mur-'
der!

The judge sat there, rapt in a kind of
blood-sweating torment, with the most un-
comfortable of sick-sinking depressions at
the pit of his ample stomach. In a way of
speaking, he was for the first time expe-
riencing sensations parallel to those he had
inflicted on scores—aye, hundreds—of hu-
man beings whom he had sentenced to the
cell, the chair. Now he was sentenced.
This point of view, however, did not oc-
cur to him. Life to him had always been
a shield with but an obverse. That its re-
verse might suddenly be flashed upon him
had lain far beyond all ambits of his imagi-
nation.

“ Damn it!” he growled. * I thought I
was safe for twenty years. And now only
eight have passed, and Duggan’ at large.
If he makes good his threat—and he cer-
tainly looked like a man who meant trou-
ble—that will be cheating me out of at least
twelve years. Twelve years is a long time
to be dead, when you might be alive!” He
shivered a little, and looked about at
all his shelves of leather-bound law-books,
which now seemed to mock him. “ Twelve
years! That would make me sixty-eight.
A ripe enough age. But fifty-six—no, no!
Hang it all—that’ too young to die—alto-
gether too young!”

As he pondered his income, wife, home,
motor car, his country club, bank account
and political outlook, he realized how very
young indeed fifty-six really is.

“ Duggan!” he growled, a flame of hate
consuming him—of hate that blended into
shuddering fear. “ Damn Duggan!”

And for a while, slumped down far in
his luxuriously padded swivel chair, he sat
there at his desk, all other business forgot-
ten save the very greatest of any—the busi-
ness of how, being alive and well, to re-
main so.

V.

Now, Judge Rutherford Van Blount was
no more a coward, at heart, than you or |
or the average civilized man to whom the
taking of life—save in approved ways, like
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the electric chair or the battlefield—is a
thing horrific, foreign, as much outside his
orbit as the moons of Mars. Hard pressed
enough, he would fight, even as you and
I. And fight was what he at last deter-
mined on.

Leaving his office late that afternoon, he
dropped in at Porter & Gordon’s hardware
store and bought a box of .38 cartridges to
fit the very murderous looking gun that
had been taken from Duggan eight years
before. This gun still reposed among a
number of the judge’s souvenirs.

“ So many burglaries lately, you know,”
he remarked in a casual way to the clerk.
“It’s well to have a little home protection,
eh?”

“You're right, judge,” the clerk assent-
ed as he wrapped up the box and snapped
a rubber band around it. “ Now, only the
other day, out at Green River—”

Judge Van Blount, however, departed
without listening to the details of the Green
River thieves who had robbed Maplewold
Farm of more than two hundred choice
Plymouth Rocks.

Very discreetly the judge said nothing
whatever to Mrs. Van Blount about his
purchase. Why, after all, should he un-
necessarily alarm an estimable lady- for
whom he still entertained a reasonable re-
gard?

Arriving home—and all the way the car-
tridges sagged as heavily in his pocket as
memories of Duggan did in his mind—he
put the cartridges in the drawer of his desk
in what he called his den; a room half li-
brary, half office, where while maintaining
an illusion of being relaxed and at home,
he did much of his hardest work. At din-
ner Mrs. Van Blount found him unusually
abstracted. But abstraction was no very
unusual quality in the judge. A word or
two—" Big case coming on, my dear. And
then, too, some political complications,”
adequately set the good wifes mind at
rest.

Mrs. Van Blount went out that evening
to a meeting of the Uplift League, whereof
she was secretary, leaving the judge alone.
On the same principle that we employ in
continually worrying at a sore tooth to see
how sore it is, the judge hunted up that
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morning’s paper and reread the item about
Duggan. Reread it, in fact, several times.

“ Hmmm! ” he grunted, and scratched his
head in a manner less dignified than human,
as he sat there rather too fat and red in the
wattles, beside his den desk, in the enor-
mous easy chair that had so well molded
itself to his contours. For the first time he
was fully realizing just how comfortable
that chair really was, like the house, the
profession of law, the whole world—how
amazingly disagreeable it would be to say
good-by forever to™all these things and to
fare forth into either oblivion or else some
sphere where he might find many a man he
had already dispatched thither.

“Brrr!” shuddered the judge, and flung
the paper away. Then he went upstairs,
rummaged a bit and found Duggan’s pistol;
that very one that had been “ frisked ” from
the yegg, and that the judge had kept as a
memento, all this long time. He fetched it
down to his library, and there with some
curiosity—albeit nervously—examined it.

Not in many a soft year had the judge
fired a gun of any kind, or witnessed vio-
lence. Super-civilized he was, like millions
more; lax of fiber, flabby of nerve. Over-
feeding and too much easv-chair had made
of him a creature fundamentally unsound,
beginning inwardly to rot.

Now this heavy, rather blunt weapon of
destruction filled him with something like
awed repulsion. How crude a thing, and
yet hour perfect! Never had Van Blount
seen life taken, yet this gun had taken
lives; many, perhaps. As the judge handled
it, turned die chamber, examined the mech-
anism, he experienced a certain shrinking.
Yes, of a surety this man was as soft of
courage as he was hard of pity. Ruthless
toward a poor debtor, implacable in collec-
tions, glorying in convictions and in rough-
shod riding down of society’s unfortunates,
his soul quivered in presence of an instru-
ment which, breaking through all webs of
law, dealt direct and summary justice.

None the less he now carefully loaded
the gun, wondering as he did so how many
human lives it had snuffed out. The butt
was heavily scored with six deep marks, cut
or filed into the hard rubber—records of
kills, surely?
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“Lord, but thats an ugly affairl”
thought 'the judge. “ 1 positively hate to
touch it.  Still, under the circumstances—"

He pretended to take quick aim at
various objects—the door, the window, a
bookcase, a chair. He practiced bringing
the gun up, or jerking it down, to cover
different marks, flexing the sinews of what
little imagination he possessed, rehearsing
for contingencies.

“1 fancy | could shoot pretty quick and
straight,” he flattered himself,~ if put to
it.” This comforted him. He shoved the
loaded gun far back in his desk-drawer,
where Mrs. Van Blount or Marie would be
unlikely to find it. “ If worse comes to
worst, | imagine | could give a good ac-
count of myself!” The thought was ac-
companied by something like a mental
swagger. “ 17 like to see a ruffian of that
type get the better of me!” Which, by the
way, was exactly what the judge did not
want to see—

And now he relaxed, to read his current
Law Review. But his attention wandered.
Every sound distracted him. The growl
of a motor along the avenue, the whistling
of a boy, even the jarring-to of a door
somewhere at the back of the house, set
him on edge. With reins thrown over the
neck of imagination, he could almost believe
the motor was bearing an assassin to attack
him; the whistle a signal; the door closing
behind Duggan. A fine prickle of sweat
pearled tire judge’s lofty, super-intellectual
brow.

“ Nonsense!” he impatiently reassured
himself. “ He was paroled only yesterday.
How could he get here as soon as this—
even if he knew where to find me? This
is sheer foil)-1” And for a while he settled
himself to read, with a vast effort; but ever
and ever, across the printed page, ominous
words kept forming:

“1’ll get you right, if it takes me all the
rest o’ my life, an’ | go to the chair for it! ”

That evening in his peaceful den was a
long one and a hard, for Judge Van Blount.

V.

Hard and long, too, were other days and
nights that followed; for a blind terror came
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to dwell at the eminent jurist’s elbow. He
wanted so to livel So keen was his fear
of death! And what more soul-destroying
force, what killing power more implacable
exists than fear?

“ 1 have destroyed my hundreds,” boasted
Plague, in the old fable.

“ And I,” Fear vaunted, *“ have slain my
thousands! ”

At the judge’s heart now, night and day,
sat an incubus that never closed its pale,
cold eyes. Never did the judge feel certain,
when he got up in the morning, whether
that night he should rest again in his snug
bed or sleep the long sleep. Never he knew,
when he started for his office or set out
again for home, whether from some door-
way or window the assassin’s bullet might
not crumple him.

He came to entertain an exaggerated, al-
most a grotesque aversion to all things re-
minding him of death. A cemetery, a
funeral procession, even an undertaker’s
establishment or advertisement in the
papers, caused him to shudder. Dark im-
aginings and formless broodings poisoned
his mind. His work suffered; and for the
first time, he lost an obviously simple law
case. People began to wonder.

No longer of an evening did he dare go
abroad. To walk the familiar streets of
Waterburg after dark—streets till now full
of amity and respectful greeting—became
for him a thing of torment. He gave up
such of his dubs as he could; and to others,
always rode in his car. His rubicund
joviality, assumed for business purposes,
fell off, and the Senatorial bee slacked its
buzzing. *“ After all, perhaps,” the powers
began to whisper, “ the judge isn’t the man
we want. He seems to be breaking up a
bit, eh?”

He eliminated the theater, calls, enter-
tainments, by alleging rheumatism. His
excellent wife duly sympathized, thinking:

“ Dear me, Rutherford’s really beginning
to get old, isn’t he? Odd, how suddenly it’s
come on. | never noticed it till just this
spring.” And she sighed, not so much
through pity for him as because she realized
that if her husband was getting old, she
could not long delay that process herself.

Thus the judge declined. His frank,
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expansive manner chilled; his smile lost
its magnetism; no longer did his hand-clasp
seem compact of cordial sincerity. He came
to have a way of peeping round comers of
buildings before turning them, of suddenly
starting at any sudden noise, of standing
with his back to walls.

An unhealthy state of mind for an un-
usually well-to-do man of fifty-six!

The judge realized, himself, it was un-
healthy and that it was becoming progress-
ively worse. He undertook to draw his
courage about him by having a private in-
terview with Matthew McDermott, Water-
burg chief of police. Just what passed
in the way of conversation and inducement,
who could say? But thereafter, the patrol-
man on the post including the judge’s house
kept a special eye out for nocturnal
strangers. In case of any disturbance there,
he was to enter at once, unlimbered for
action.

Moreover, the judge saw his physician.
Dr. Wesley Potter.

“Too much worry about business and
politics, for one thing,” said Potter. “ Over-
work. You need more exercise, and youd
better give up finishing that book youre
writing—the one about the fixity of criminal
types, you know. And—now you're here,
let’s see what your blood pressure is, and
S0 on.”

The blood pressure and so on caused
Dr. Potter to look grave.

“ Hmmm!” he grunted.

“ Bad, eh?”

“Too high, certainly. And—do you
mind the truth, judge? Can you stand it?”

“1 always have.” The judge tried to
smile, but made a sorry mess of it. “ What’s
the matter with me, now?”

“ Well, judge, the stethoscope rarely lies,
and—"

“Heart trouble, you mean?”

“ Not that, exactly. More like an aortal
aneurysm.”

“ Aneurysm? You mean enlargement of
the aorta?”

“1 should say so,” the doctor admitted.
“But you may go years with it—if
it doesn’t get worse.”

The judge made an odd, dry sound.

“ But if it does?”
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“ Now, now, you musn't worry, judge!”
And Potter raised a suave hand. “ It just
worry that’s the worst thing in the world
for you. It increases the blood pressure,
you see, and if that pressure gets too high
—overwork, worry, a sudden shock or any-
thing of that sort—"

“ The aneurysm may burst? Is that what
you mean?”

“ Well—”

“ Damn it, man! Speak out!"

The doctor spoke out; and Judge Van
Blount rode home with the fear of God
gnawing at his soul. In his ears were
droning all sorts of cautions about diet, ex-
ercise, let-up in work, cessation of worry,
Heaven knows what. But through them all
rang words as of destiny:

“ And if it bursts, of course you under-
stand the results are fatal, judge. Positive-
ly and immediately fatal.”

That night was a night of hell for him.

VI.

A11 the way along the line, hell was en-
folding Judge Van Blount. Infinite times
he lived and relived the bursting of that
aneurysm. He made heroic efforts not to
worry, for every hour of worry was another
hammer-blow on his coffin; but with the
specter of Duggan lurking in tenebrous

backgrounds, ever his fears kept more
terribly  recurring.  Obsessions  gripped
him.

Over and over again he visualized the
scene, the hypothetical moment when Dug-
gan should reappear. That scene presented
itself in various guises; but always the cen-
tral figure was ~ dark, crouching, sinister
creature. Infinite times he saw the hand
that had rested on the greasy Bible; yet
enow that hand held a gun—with notches
on the butt.

Despite the fact that the notched gun
lay in his own desk, the judge always saw
it in Duggan’s hand, aimed at his rotten
breast; and always he could see the trigger-
finger tightening, tightening—

“1’'m going to get out of here,” the judge
decided, and began talking California to his
wife. Ves, he would retire. At his time
of life, was it not wise? They had money
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enough, and to spare. The law practice?
Oh, he could sell that at a splendid figure.
The Senatorship? Well, really, my dear,
that seemed a little strenuous. A good long
rest, California, orange-groves, roses and
all that sort of thing. Don* you think, my
love?

Gradually she thought so, too, and the
judge began making plans. Yes, as soon
as possible, he would retire. 1t got bruited
about, and men shook their heads.

“ Breaking up, the old man is,” they
whispered. “ Odd, how he’s gone to pieces
of late. Seemed solid as a rock, but you
never can tell. These ‘solid as Gibraltar ’
fellows—"

The judge, meantime, had taken to carry-
ing a gun and to having another in his desk
at the office. That made three. And what
was a little matter like the Sullivan law, a
trifle like law--breaking, when his life was at
stake? The drag of the gun in his pocket
fortified, reassured him.

Meanwhile, events were shaping.

VII.

A warm, and moonlight, night that was,
of mid-May, three months from the time
when Judge Van Blount had read the Dug-
gan item; not the kind of night a man
would choose to die in. Springtide is no
time to die. Autumn and winter more
gracefully yield themselves to death; but in
the season of life renascent, who does not
cling to “ this little ball of mud we call the
earth?”

Even fear shrinks to more modest dimen-
sions, on such balmy tides of spring. And
the judge was almost forgetting to be
afraid. Not that he had abandoned his
idea of retirement. No; his aneurysm, his
blood pressure demanded that. And his
practice had been sold. Arrangements were
almost complete. In another week or so,
the Van Blounts would depart. The judge
felt glad his last days at Waterburg had
really been pleasant, been almost devoid of
fear.

After all—so many weeks having passed
since Duggan had been paroled—what was
there to be afraid of?

“ The vagaries of a moron like that!”
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said the judge to himself, more than half
angry that he had allowed himself to be
stampeded. “ A low-grade defective like
that, infirm of purpose as they all are!
After all, I ve been rather absurd.”

The judge paused in his writing, to let
memory for a moment have sway. All alone
in his house the judge was—alone, save for
Marie—and more than an hour he had been
busy on the last chapter of his book: “ The
Fixation of the Criminal Type.”

Dr. Potter had strongly warned him
against finishing that book, but the judge
had been set on it. Before going away,
he had determined to get the manuscript
into the publisher’s hands. The paragraph
he had just written, which had recalled
Duggan to his mind, the judge thought
rather well done. Now he reread a few
sentences:

Thus, summing up all data and considering
the available evidence, our conclusion seems
irrefragable, viz: that certain criminal types
do exist, that they tend to perpetuate them-
selves, that the individuals comprising those
types practically never emerge therefrom, and
that suppression and elimination are the only
socially safe technique in dealing with the
problem. “Once a criminal, always a crim-
inal ” is a good, sound rule of thumb; and
were this principle more generally adopted,
with the abandonment of the mischievous
parole and honor systems, and with the ap-
plication of more stringent penalties for dere-
liction, society would soon rid itself of its
greatest pest and parasite, the criminal.

The judge nodded with satisfaction as
he finished reading.

“Very well put, I must say,” he ap-
proved, “ even if | did write it myself.”

Now in a better mood than he had felt
for some time, he was willing to admit to
himself that he might have played a braver
role in this Duggan matter. Perhaps the
knowledge of that patrolman having re-
ceived instructions to keep somewhat a
special eye on his house helped revive the
judge’ spirits.

"“1 ought not to have let fears of that
malefactor get the better of me,” pondered
the judge, sitting there at his desk under
sthe drench of green-shaded incandescent
light. Contemplatively he stabbed with
his pen at the blotter. * I e known a good
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many officials to be threatened by desperate
crooks, but only very rarely does one of the
crooks make good his threat.”

The judge turned his cigar in his mouth,
and blew slow smoke.

“ Criminals are often vindictive enough
when entering prison,” he said to himself,
“ but a few months behind bars usually take
all that spirit out of them. A year or two
of prison discipline breaks the worst. There
is hardly a desperado who by the end of five
years isn’t meek and lowly—though no less
criminal at heart. And eight years—pshaw!
—what man could hold his nerve all that
time to kill?

“ And then, too,” the judge pondered,
“so many things are liable to happen to
such fellows. Low grade types like that
are always getting killed by jumping freight
trains or trespassing on railways. And
again, Duggan has probably been rearrested
already somewhere. He couldnt Kkeep
free very long. | imagine by now he’s
either dead or in jail. And—”

A sudden, sharp trilling of the front door
bell prickled the judge’s nerves, just at this
moment when he had convinced himself he
ought not to have retired and planned on
California. Never, these days, could that
bell ring without startling him. Safe as
he seemed there at his desk, with all the
shades drawn so that he could not be seen
either from the avenue or from the porch
that skirted two of the library windows, he
tensed a little at the sound.

He stopped drawing at his extremely fine
cigar, and leaned back away from his manu-
script, turning his chair toward the door
that led from the front hall into the library.
A vagrant blue wisp of smoke from the
cigar-end mounted on the well-lighted, com-
fortable air of this home the judge was
soon to leave forever.

“Who the deuce is that now?” thought
the judge, laying down his pen.

Tat-tat-tat clicked Marie’s trim heels
along the hardwood floor of the spacious
front hall. The outer door swung open
with the ghost of a creak. Judge Van
Blount listened; and as he listened, his
pulses slightly accelerated. For a man with
aneurysm, high blood pressure and—as Dr.
Potter had very recently discovered—ar-
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terio-sclerosis as well, even so slight an
acceleration should be avoided.

Now the judge heard the rumble of a
man’s voice at the door, a few words from
Marie, blurred and indistinguishable. And
tat-tat-tat sounded the heels again after
muffled reverberation of the closing door.

“ Some one to see you, Sir.”

* Who is it, Marie? What’s the matter?”

The girl—pretty as only they grow in
County Clare—shook her head.

“ He wouldnt give his name, sir.
it didnt matter.”

“Hmmm! What kind of a man?”

The judge’s somewhat flabby right hand
tightened on the chair-arm. He cast a
fleeting glance at the desk-drawer where lay
the gun.

* Oh—kind of a nice lookin’ man, sir.
He’s dressed up real good.”

“What does he want? Did he say?”

“No, sir, he wouldnt. Just said he
only wanted to see you a minute. Said a
minute or two’d be enough. Sure, it must
be some kind o’ private business. He said
you’d know’ him all right.”

With jangled nerves Judge Van Blount
half rose from his chair, paling a little.
Then he sank back, with that same kind of
gulp he had made when he had read the
item about Duggan’s parole.

“ Tell him to go away! ” he bade huskily.
“ 1—I'm not at home for callers—for busi-

Said

ness, here. Havent | told you not to ad-
mit strangers?”
“ Sure, | didn’t admit him. He come

right in, before | could stop him!”

“ Well, tell him to go away. Tell him
to call—to-morrow—at my office,”

The judge was sweating now; sweating
and shivering.

“1 did, sir, like you told me always to.
But he said, no, he didn’t have the time.
Couldn’t wait till to-morrow, sir. Said he
was goin’ to see you to-night—an’ | guess,
sir, he is, too. Sure, such a way he’s got
with him.

The judge advanced a quivering hand,
and dragged his ’phone toward him. Ter-
ror glinted from his eyes, out through the
round, shell-rimmed glasses. Those eyes,
once implacable, were now those of a hunted
creature.

703

He was just going to unhook the receiver
and call:

“Emergency! Police headquarters!—”
when the girl uttered a little gasp.

She stepped back, out of the way.

There in the library door appeared a man.
A neatly-dressed man he was, clean too;
one who rather gave the impression of a
well-to-do mechanic.

Marie glanced up approvingly at him.

“ A nice lookin® man, sure!” was her
thought. “ An’ what a way he’ got with
him!”

She and the judge both had impressions
of a fresh shave, clean linen, a good tie;
of eyes that looked straight out. But the
judge saw more than Marie. He saw that
the man held both hands thrust into the
pockets of his square-cut coat. And now,
as the man stood there, he heaved his
shoulders with a slight swagger. Pride sat
on his face, and happiness.

“ Good evenin’, judge, yT honor!” he
exclaimed. *“Well, I'm here. It5 me—
Duggan!”

Judge Van Blount’s jaw gaped. His
cigar fell to the rug, unheeded. All the
color drained out of his somewhat shrunken
cheek, as tides from Fundy. His trembling
hand left the 'phone. As he sagged a little
backward, he raised that hand, repelling.

“No, no! Go away! ” he quavered; and
added a lie: *“ I’ve—I've called the police!”

Duggan laughed easily.

“’Scuse me, judge, but | don’t believe
it. | never heard a word out o’ you, since
I come into this house. Not a word bout
the bulls. Nothin” but how you couldn’t
see me. But you are seein’ me, ain’t you?
An’ the cops—now, what’d you be wantin
them for?”

He stood there still in the doorway, large
of shoulder and half-quizzical, looking at
the altered figure before and beneath the
level of his eyes. The last time he had
seen that figure, he had been obliged to
look up at it; and it had been a very
different figure, too, black-robed, pompous,
florid. Not a quivering, clay-faced wretch
with fear-pale eyes.

“You dont want no cops now, judge!
| told you 1'd come back, didnt 1?7 Well,
I have. Some come-back! Now—"
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“ Go—go away!” the judge croaked,
making absurd and futile gestures. His
eyes goggled at Duggan’s right pocket,
which hid a hand.

That hand seemed about to withdraw
itself.

The judge made hardly two gestures of
jerking open the desk, snatching the gun.

“Herel What the hell?” shouted Dug-
gan, crouching as a bullet whopped the
door-jamb.  Splinters leaped.

Again the .38 belched. The glass of a
bookcase beside the door exploded to hurled
shards. One gashed Duggan’s cheek.
Acrid powderistench fogged the air.

Judge Van Blount tried again, but could
not even pull the trigger. He wheezed
oddly, with writhen lips gone blue. His
eyes resembled a cods. Nothing is more
unpleasant than a cod’ eyes looking at you
from a man’s face, especially when that
face grows visibly dusky-purple. Marie
shrieked and ran.

The gun slid from relaxing fingers. It
clashed to the hardwood floor beyond the
run. The judge clutched at the desk, but
could not hold it. Already he was journey-
ing far.

His flabby muscles slackened. He
crumpled forward like an empty gunnysack,
lunged out of his chair and clawed the
rug up.

But that clawing lasted only a second.

“What the hell?” repeated Duggan.
“ What the hell?”

Then his eyes focused on the gun, on the
six notches gashed in the butt.

He plunged for it, snatched it to him.

“My old gun!  Tryin’ to croak me with
my old gun!”

The crash of a kicked-in window whirled
him around.

Glass flew. The shade jerked, ran up with
a whack. In the long French window giv-
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ing on the porch, a patrolman was covering
Duggan.

“ Stick ’em up, there! Up!”

Duggan dropped his gun and reached
for the ceiling.

“ Got you, all right!” exulted the officer.
Holding Duggan, he kicked out more glass,
burst into the library. The police gun
never wavered as the patrolman strode over
the dead judge, stooped, picked up the
notched revolver. He slid it into his pocket
and grabbed the 'phone.

As he put in a hurry call for the
wagon, Duggan—hands still high—Ilaughed
heartily.

“You poor fish!” he mocked.

“ Joke, eh?” demanded the officer, and
slammed the receiver back. It’s on you,
though!”

Blood was crawling down Duggan’ cheek
as he retorted:

“No, on you. Ain*t a scratch on him—
an’ look a’ me bleed! An’ the girl seen
him tryin’ to gat me—twice!”

“ That’ a good one!”

“1t’l wash. Youll see.”
“ Cut it!”
“ Oh, all right. But I should worry!

Only thing as bothers me is | can’t thank
—him.”

“ What?”

“For my come-back. 1 told him Id
come back, an’ | have. ’Twas him as made
a model prisher out 0 me—an’ so they
learned me a trade. I’'m an A-One elec-
trician, now. Some come-back, 11l say. |
just blew in to thank him. But now—"

Duggan’s eyes rested on the body of the
man who had sought to be his enemy, but
who—unwitting instrument of Fate—had
proved his truest friend. And in those
eyes, now steady with purposes of honesty
and effort, smoldered sad brands of an
immeasurable regret.
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FROM THE MEMOIRS OF THE QUEEN OF FLORANIA

CHAPTER VIII.

THE LITTLE GRAND DUCHESS.

FELT myself growing stiff with fright.

Was it possible that King Peter was

oing to recognize me? Was this the

beginning—his puzzled look, his talk of
reminding him of somebody?

I answered him in French, making fun
of him out of sheer nervousness. | told
him all English girls spoke alike—much
more so than the French. As we fell to
speaking again in that tongue, the puzzled
look passed from his face.

| invited him into the house. Tea was
served. | was awkward and tongue-tied
again, and he reverted to his usual manner,
so bored under its outward politeness.

The others came back, the Princess de
Chanterelle with Bunch and some young

people I had asked to come to dinner in-
formally and dance afterwards. | had had
no idea that the king would be there. The
princess had not expected him until the
following day. | saw her eyes light up
feverishly at the sight of him. | ought really
to have been sorry for her—that hungry,
excited look of uncontrollable joy. But I
hated her for it. | felt that though King
Peter had more self control than she, still
he would give her back 'that look when they
were alone.

I was forced to mention the evening's
entertainment. The king said he would be
delighted to be present and asked me to
send him back in a car to the villato change.
The princess, of course, accompanied him.
The girls and young men, who lived in
-Mentone, were already dressed for the eve-
ning.

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for April 12.
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| left them to amuse/themselves and
Bunch and | went to change.

She smiled at me quizzically as we
stopped in front of my rooms.

“ What about the dancing to-night, Liz?”
she asked.

“lve a bad headache,” | answered
promptly. “ Bunch, it’s true. Oh, | do
bore him so!”

“ But Betty Fane didn’t!” she said un-
screwing her eyes and looking suddenly
grave. “ It positively amazes me that he
doesn’t know you.”

So it did me, When | thought of how he
had held me in his arms and kissed me
under the trees in Hyde Park, how his
voice had rung so passionately miserable
in my ears. How could he not know that
| was Betty Fane, the girl he said he
loved, the girl he whispered to in that won-
derful voice that made her forget every-
thing else on earth?

I was awfully fussy over my dressing. |
looked very pale, really ill. My maid had
laid out the frock | had chosen, a dead
white feau de sole, the skirt full and rather
long, and stiffly bunched out on the hips.
It had deep bertha of silver lace and a
flounce of silver lace round the hem.

I never wore anything but pearls in those
days and generally only one string. But
that night the fancy seized me—I couldn’t
say why, it was a mad fancy—to wear that
deep dog collar of blue-black sapphires that
had given me such a strange sinister feeling
when | examined it on my twenty-first
birthday. It went with my engagement
ring. As it was fastened round my neck, I
seemed to hear those first sweeping dragging
bars of the “ Sable Night ” waltz. 1 told
my maid to fetch another larger and longer
row of pearls besides my usual one. She
scrutinized me with her sparkling black
eyes.

“ Milady est ravissante ce soir!” she ex-
claimed. “ Quel chic! Quelle originalite!”

| saw the king’ eyes rest on me with
astonishment, as he arrived. Decidedly,
there was a gleam of interest in his blue
eyes. | felt myself flushing with shame. |
had dressed myself up like a doll to attract
his gaze.

“ Dear

Elizabeth,” tinkled Laline de
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Chanterelle, “ how wonderful you look! Is
there a reception at the palace by any
chance?”

How | loathed her ass-like tongue. She
gave her question such a perfectly natural
tone. The Prince of Monaco was in resi-
dence, and there might have been a recep-
tion. But she knew perfectly well that
there was not. | felt ashamed and humili-
ated. | had over dressed myself. It was
vulgar parading in those pearls and sap-
phires, worth a fortune before these other
girls so simply dressed. The princess wore
her favorite flesh pink crepe de chine with
a gold, heavily-fringed sash, and golden
slippers sewn with old paste, so that her
feet looked like Cinderellas at the ball.
She wore a lot of rubies too, but then
her jewels seemed part of her, and she was
a married woman.

From the very outset | was uncomfort-
able. Nothing could have given me back
my poise that night. King Peter paid me
his very first compliment as | went in to
dinner with him.

“You look like an Infanta of Spain, by
Valesquez,” he said. “ So black and white
and gray—and your lips so red.”

I flushed crimson and gave him such a
stupid look that he laughed a little at my
embarrassment.

“Wasnt that in the bargain, milady?”
he whispered mischievously. “ Not a single
pretty speech!”

Oh, how my heart was bursting! What
could I say? 1 knew he was only playing
with me. He had no feeling for me—for
Elizabeth Cleveland, who was to be his
queen. He still thought me dull and heavy.
Only—ijust for once | had dressed myself
richly and put on costly jewels—most un-
suitable to my age and position. In fact, |
had forced his attention by a trick.

I was soon to find out for how little it
counted.

After dinner the musicians arrived. The
women went upstairs to titivate. The men
were still in the dining room when | came
down. | ran into the ballroom and spoke
to the leader of the orchestra.

“1 do not want you to play the : Sable
Night * waltz,” | told him. 1 had heard
it at every restaurant in Monte Carlo—
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the hit of the whole of Europe it was that
year. In France they called it “ Nuit noire.”

I'm sure the man thought me crazy. He
even protested.

“ But milady, it is so much the fashion.”

"1 know,” | said. “ But | do not like
it.” | might have been King Peter himself
the way | spoke.

The poor man looked piteous, but could
say nothing. And this was Raoul, the
leader of the most famous orchestra in
France!

That night 1 felt I could not bear it.

As | went back, | passed through a big,
airy loggia, marble-walled and floored and
set about with palms and flowering trees.
Though it was heated, the early March
evenings were none too warm, and there
were heavy white velvet curtains, drawn
between the marble pillars to keep out
drafts.

The smoking room was on one side, and
from the door of it | heard footsteps and
voices. They were the voices of King Peter
and Lord Maurice Angell.

| was just running on, when | heard a
name that made me stand still. The men
could not see me. | was inside the cur-
tains and they were outside, walking slowly
round toward the ballroom.

“You know that little dancing partner
of yours, sir, at the Flower Garden Club,”
Lord Maurice was saying in his deep, drawl-
ing voice. * Miss Fane—wasnt that her
name? The one who was there such a short
time.”

| held my breath.

“ Yes,” said King Peter curtly. “ Well?”

* Gad, what a dancer that was!” Lord
Maurice went on. He was on very easy
terms with the king. “ 1 remember the two
of you one night, dancing the * Sable Night.’
And a queer little thing, wasn’t she? Almost
a grotesque type—and yet devilishly ;trac-
tive!l What | was going to say was that |
tried to get her to do some exhibition dances
at Laline’s fete. You know, you had to
leave just before, sir.”

“Yes,” came Peter’s voice again, sharp
and staccato, not a bit encouraging.

I thought Id fixed it up,” Lord Maurice
went on in the dense, unheeding way of his
kind, so utterly sure of himself. *“ The
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woman at the club was awfully keen, Laline
was paying enormously. Jaime De Vasco
was to be her partner. And, then, if you
please, the little creature threw it up and her
job as well. Sent a telegram—cool as you
please! And nothing more was heard of
her. 1 know that because | took the trouble
to inquire.”

"Why did you take
Maury?” asked the king.

¢ Oh, well, she caught my eye, you know.
She must turn up again. Such a dancer
as that. Shouldn’t wonder if shed got a
job down here. Their other girl, Miss
Honesty, went to Cairo. These girls pick
up no end of money, | know.”

There was a short pause. Then the king
said:—* Miss Fane was a very good dancer.
So was Miss Honesty.”

That closed the conversation. Such a
tone! He might have been saying—** Thus
far and no farther!” Like King Canute to
the waves. | could feel that Lord Maurice
was abashed. They walked off together.

As for me, | leaned up against one of the
pillars, and caught at the curtains and
clenched my hand on it in a sort of rapture.
Then King Peter still thought of Betty
Fane. She had a place in his heart. He
would not discuss her, even with his friend.

Of course, | disgusted him again about
the dancing.

He asked me and | said my head ached
too much. Honestly, I couldn’t have risked
it.  Wooden though | seemed to be, |
couldnt make myself wooden enough for
that.

Know | looked ill.
fort.

But | saw the gleam of interest that my
appearance had aroused fade out of his
eyes, as he went on to Laline de Chanter-
elle.

Toward the end of the evening there was
a demand for the * Sable Night ” waltz.
Somebody came over to me and asked me
to tell the musicians to play it.

I shrugged my shoulders and said | was
tired of it.

The king was near me at the time. |
saw his face grow cold as he looked at ine.

“You don't like the * Sable Night *?” he
asked me.

that trouble,

That was some com-
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“1 think it dreadfully overdone,” I re-
plied.

He was silent a moment. How little he
knew that 1| felt what he was feeling—
those breathless, mad, unforgettable mo-
ments!

Then he said, with a little cold laugh:

“1 agree with you; it's horribly over-
done.”

And it seemed to me that | saw sheer
dislike in his blue eyes.

Just before they left, the princess came
to my side, as we left the supper room. She
linked her arm in mine.

“ My dear, how has he kept so long from
Mme. Delsarte?” she whispered. *“ You
won’t have a chance to see him for a day
or two now.”

The fact was | did not.

I had charming notes from him each
day, saying that he had, unfortunately,
state business to attend to, and Baron
Leomar and he had a private meeting with
a certain very powerful statesman of an-
other, realm at Cannes, where the latter was
staying. It was more convenient, from
every point of view, to hold the meeting
there.

There might or might not have been
such a meeting, but | visualized Fay
Delsarte’s villa near Nice, and | raged in
impotent fury and wallowed in jealous
misery. That was what he had come to the
Riviera for. Not to see me; not to see
Laline, even, although she had a far greater
hold over him than ever | would have. At
least, he had loved her, if he did not love
her now. They had memories; they were
intimate. There was nothing between him
and me. | laughed at myself when | re-
alized how simple | had been. 1 had just
thought of the princess as my only rival.
I had never imagined that calm-browed,
still-eyed woman who held him, mind and
heart and soul, from whom he might flit
in his lighter moments to sip at other
flowers, but to whom he would always re-
turn.

No, Laline de Chanterelle was a fellow
victim. | could have almost felt sorry for
her but that 1 knew she hated me.

On the third morning, | received a note
from the king, asking me to drive over to
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Nice with him to lunch with a relation of
his, the very aged Grand Duchess of
Ferrara.

He wrote in his facetious way, | re-
member, that the ““ old girl ” was very ex-
clusive. He believed she was about a hun-
dred, and she had outlived all her relatives
and never saw a soul but her ancient ladies-
in-waiting and still more ancient dogs. But
she wanted to see me.

We drove up behind Nice to an imposing
chateau. All the while I was wondering,
wondering where Mme. Delsarte’s villa was.
I knew it was above the coast—the princess
had said vaguely between Monte Carlo and
Nice.

King Peter drove himself in an open
car and | sat beside him. Once | saw him
look up to the hills on our right, and a half
smile came and went in a flash over his
face, and | felt it must be somewhere up
there.

The old grand duchess was wonderful,
very small and all white, hair, face, clothes,
ermine wrap, pearls galore, and her tiny,
exquisite hands blazing with diamonds. Her
eyes were still as blue as the sea beneath
her windows. She remembered my father
as a boy, and said very nice things about
him.

She was terribly frank. She had me
alone with her for a little while after the
meal.

“1 hope you are not angry with me, my
dear,” she said. “ It was | who suggested
you to Leomar as Peters bride. Do you
think you have made a good bargain?”
She chuckled as if she were consumedlv
amused.

I was mortified, but there was something
so genuine about her that | could not take
her words amiss.

“1 was not obliged to consent, ma’am.”
| answered trying to be very calm.

“ Of course not. That you did shows
me that you have character. But | don't
think a throne would tempt you. So there
must be something else. Peter has lots
of good in him. | have watched him from
a child. Hes a young rascal, of course,
but then we women like rascals, don’t we?
Take a word from an old woman, child.
Bear with him. Remember what his life
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has been—no father or mother, a crowd
of courtiers and sycophants. Spoiled, utterly
spoiled by people whose lives are made and
unmade by his smile or his frown. His
father a first class villain, who left the boy
a pauper. A nice position—a pauper on a
throne!” And again she gave her wicked,
chuckling laugh.

As | left, she stood on tiptoes and pecked
at my cheek. 1 have not forgotten her lips
to this day, so dry and old, like a bird’s
beak.

“ | see signs,” she said, ‘“ that my match-
making will be a success! ”

What signs she saw | did not know. King
Peter had treated her in a humorous
chaffing way that she obviously liked. To
me he behaved just as usual. Surely the
old lady must have noticed the constraint
between us.

On the way back | thought about her
words concerning King Peter. It must be
very galling to have to marry a woman for
her money. | tried to put myself in his
place. No wonder our relations were so
strained.

The grinding of the brakes nearly jolted
me out of my seat. With horror | saw that
we had run over a child—a little boy, lying
on the ground just by one of the front mud
guards. A woman with a baby in her arms
was standing by, shrieking.

Quick as thought King Peter was out of
the car. | scrambled after him. He picked
up the boy, and dropping on one knee,
propped him up. The mother continued
to shriek. She was in such a state that I
took the baby from her, afraid she would
drop it. The boy had not really been hurt,
only dazed by the shock. The wheel had
not touched him. He crumpled up his
brown face and began to howl. The mother
clasped him in her arms, and they howled
together. The baby that | held began to
cry, too, adding its shrill pipe to the
concert.

I had always loved babies, and it was a
sweet brown mite, with such huge black
eyes. | soothed it as best | could. | had
quite forgotten King Peter in the excitement
when | looked across suddenly and found
his eyes fixed on me with such a queer gaze,
a bit comic and yet so gentle and with a
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sort of inner sympathy. 1 found myself
flushing, and looked hurriedly away.

The hubbub subsided. The woman real-
ized at last that her child was uninjured.
The little chap stopped crying, the king
having proved to him that he was quite
whole bv gently pummelling him all over
and then lifting him up and putting him into
the car, when he gripped the steering wheel
and laughed with delight. The woman took
the baby from me. She was now all smiles,
too, and so beautiful in her relief. They
were of the poor peasant class, Italians from
over the frontier. She wore a shawl over
her head and the boy’s feet were bare.

King Peter had his back to me. | saw
that he was searching in his pocket. When
he turned he was as red as a turkey cock,
and all the humor and sympathy had gone
out of his face. He was just an angry auto-
crat in a hole.

“1 say,” he said, “ | wanted to give this
woman something, but I havent a son on
me. So stupid of me.”

I bent my head over my bag and pulled
out a hundred franc note. | didnt look at
him as | handed it over.

The woman was overjoyed and showered
blessings on us as we departed.

The flush was still on the king’s face.
His brows were drawn together in a sullen
line. He raced along the road at breakneck
speed.

| sat as far away from him as | could,
feeling perfectly horrible. It occurred to
me that perhaps he was sometimes short of
actual money. It was a condition | couldn’t
even imagine. | felt suddenly wretchedly
mean. Why hadn’t | insisted on at once
settling a certain sum on him, instead of
merely paying that one debt and redeeming
the jewels? The lawyers were squabbling
over these settlements. It was sordid, and
| hated myself. What did money matter?

My heart went out to him in a great
rush. If only he had turned to me at
that moment in sympathy, | should have
burst out with the truth—that 1 loved him
to distraction and that | was Betty Fane,
of the Flower Garden Club.

But, as it happened, he did speak at
that moment with a stiffness that froze my
heart.
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“1 am very much obliged for your loan.
It shall be returned to-night.”

CHAPTER IX.

A QUARREL AND A VENTURE.

night with a short note from the king
saying that he would have to be away
for a few days.

Life went on as usual, all the hollow gav-
ety, the constant, restless passing from one
amusement to another. Nothing in that
world seemed stable and worth while to
me but Bunch, who could be as gay as
anybody, but who had her own resources as
well, her books and her work and the charm-
ing and witty correspondence that she kept
up with her regiment of friends in all parts
of the world.

King Peter came back, and the Princess
de Chanterelle at once took the opportunity
to get a tete-a-tete with me.

“1'm sure he’s been with Mme. Delsarte,”
she said in that confidential way that |
simply loathed, because | knew she had not
my interests at heart in the least. “ He
pretended he was going to Paris, but I know
for a fact that he lunched at her villa yes-
terday. | simply have to tell you. Elizabeth.
I think it’s carrying it a bit too far. 1 put
myself in your place.”

“1 daresay you mean it kindly,” I an-
swered, “but | wish you wouldn’t talk
about the king to me.”

She opened her eyes in pretended amaze-
ment.

“1 can’t understand you. If it were I,
I would much rather know than be made
a complete fool of. | would thank anybody
for telling me. One knows these things are
done, of course, but under one’s very eyes—
it is disgusting!”

And in her fretful words I recognized her
own heart fever. She was insanely jealous
of Mme. Delsarte herself. She knew she
had no cause to be jealous of me. But she
wanted to make me unhappy, all the same.
She hated me for being even the official
bride of the king.

| wired to my lawyers to hurry up the
settlements, and, if they could not, to place

THE hundred francs were returned that
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a certain sum of money at the disposal of
King Peter at once. | told them to do it
in the way they thought best, but it must
be done immediately.

That afternoon, for the first time, | saw
King Peter and Fay Delsarte together.
They were driving in a closed car. Her
white, luminous beauty was startling. He
was leaning to her and talking in a most
animated way. He did not even see me.

The next day | had a dinner party.
There were several important people in-
vited. Almost at the last moment the king
excused himself in writing.

*“ Depend upon it she sent for him,” whis-
pered Laline de Chanterelle to me.

| raged silently. The next day there was
a luncheon at the De Chanterelles. King
Peter had not returned. Laline informed
me that she knew for a fact he had been
with Mme. Delsarte. Her brother had tak-
en an American girl to see the strange, deso-
late rock village of Eze, and on one of the
lonely mountain paths that led from her
villa he had met the king and Mme. Del-
sarte in country clothes, looking as if they
had been for a long walk.

King Peter called on me about six o’clock
that same afternoon. 1 was alone—Bunch
had had a touch of fever and was keeping
her room.

“1 much regret having seen so little of
you these last few days,” he began. “I
have been very busy with matters relating
to my country.”

“So | understand,” | replied. 1 was
wrought up to a pitch of excitement. | had
been nursing my indignation in secret. It
was consuming me.

He must have caught my meaning, for he
looked at me in almost disdainful offense.

“ There are matters that have to be at-
tended to,” he said.

“ No doubt,” I retorted.

“1 am afraid 1 have in some way dis-
pleased you,” he said very quietly.

“Oh, no,” | answered as airily as I
could. * In what way could you do that?”

“1 should be very sorry to do so.”

“Why? Have you not constantly re-
minded me that there is nothing personal
about our bargain? Purely business!”

I emphasized on the word business.
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His face went white. His blue eyes were
like a thunderstorm.

“1 am aware, milady, that | am already
under financial obligations to you—such as
I can never repay, if you repent of your
bargain.”

“It is hardly for you to suggest that!”
| flashed. 1 was half out of my mind.

He jumped to his feet and walked storm-
ily to the window and out on to the bal-
cony.

When he came back his face was set in
lines of the™most cynical politeness.

“You will not tell me in what way |
have displeased you?” he asked.

His manner infuriated me. My temper
was absolutely out of hand. | was shaking
like a leaf.

“1 do not like to be made a fool of,” I

said. The words rushed out in spite of
my will. “ 1 agree that ours is a business
contract. But | will not suffer you to pa-

rade other women under my nose.”

The polished French language made it
sound so bitter, so acrimonious. And, spok-
en by a woman to a man, it was impossibly
vulgar. At least, that was what the king’s
face conveyed to me.

“ So that is it!” he said, and his smile
made me more furious than ever. There
was a touch of tolerance in it, as if he must
perforce take accounted my curious preju-
dices. “ Who has been telling you things
about me?”

“It is not necessary' for anybody to tell
me,” | retorted. “ 1 have eyes.”

“You also have a very bad temper,” he
put in. “ If you were calm, | do not think
you would say such things.”

His quietness, his slightly amused smile
robbed me of every shred of self-control.

“You mean you thought I hadnt enough
spirit,” | raged. “ You looked upon me
as a dull, boring, wooden girl who hap-
pened to have enough money to set you on
your feet again. | was to be a queen and
that was supposed to be enough for me. A
good bargain! To you | am just a handi-
cap—a heavy one, an uninteresting lump,
who can’t even dance!”

| was suddenly overcome by my feelings.
Breaking into bitter tears, | dashed out onto
the balcony.
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In the room behind me there was silence.
I fought savagely with my emotion, and
went back.

The room was empty. The king bad
gone.

I dined in my own rooms that night, all
alone. At least, | had dinner served. |
could hardly touch a mouthful. | cried
half through the night. In the morning I
was a wreck, and it was not until noon that
| dared show myself to Bunch.

I found the Princess de Chanterelle with
her. | was sure she looked at me very curi-
ously. Had King Peter told her what had
passed between us? The very thought froze
me.

I did not mention the king. Neither did
she until just before she was going, when
she said lightly:

“ His indefatigable majesty is going to
the big public ball at the Jetee Promenade
at Nice to-night. So my brother tells me.
The king hasnt confided his intention to
me.”

“ Are you going?” | asked.

“ Oh, dear, no! It isn’t the kind of
dance for us, my dear Elizabeth. Perhaps
you havent heard of them. They are very
free and easy. The whole town turns out.
I dont think the king would care for our
company at all. It’s the kind of thing he
adores—Bohemian and rather rowdy. |
suppose it’s only natural. And nobody has
the least idea who he is.”

She gave me a knowing look, as if imply-
ing that, of course, | should have to get used
to these little idiosyncrasies of my royal
spouse.

All the rest of the day | was restless. |
had no special engagement and saw nobody.
Bunch was still keeping her rooms. | heard
nothing from King Peter.

Toward evening all my restlessness and
misery crystallized into one longing so in-
tense that it was not to be subdued.

To go to the ball at the Jetee Promenade
at Nice. To be Betty Fane once more.
To dance with King Peter. To hear the
voice that never spoke to Elizabeth Cleve-
land. To meet him on equal terms again—
young man and girl, loving life and laughter
and music—and each other. Oh, wonderful
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dream!  “ Impossible dream!” whispered
reason and caution and convention. “ No,
not impossible!” cried love. All that was
done with, | knew. The game had been
played. It had been played too well. It
had gone too far.

But my heart would have none of that.
It could begin again. Impossible!l What
was impossible?

My father’s photograph stood on my
writing table. Round the frame ran a band
of gold on which was engraved our family
motto in Latin.

Sit mi praeter opes propositus labor.

My father had been fond of roughly
translating it according to his own mind:
“To achieve the best, strive for the im-
possible.”

Was that what | was doing? Striving for
the impossible? Could | never have both—
a throne and love? But | didn’t want the
throne. | wanted love. But | could not
have the king without the throne.

I made up my mind. | found out in
the paper that the ball at the Jetee Promen-
ade began at nine. The king would certain-
ly not go until later. 1 looked up the trains
and found a suitable one. | had a purpose
in going by train instead of in a car. |
ordered the car to take me to the station at
nine, and said that | should not want*to
be met, as | would return in a friend’ car.

| played with my food. Then | went to
my bedroom and put on the little black
dress of Betty Fane and the close fitting
hat, and covered myself with a voluminous
satin cloak. | took the precious wig out of
its box, and with all the make-up necessary,
| put it into one of those large shiny leather
handbags that were so fashionable at the
time.

| then went and told Bunch what | was
going to do.

She was horrified, but saw that it was
useless to protest.

“ But, Liz, when will you get home—
how?” she asked.

“1 shall take a taxi from Nice,” | an-
swered. “ Don* you see that will be quite
simple? The driver wont see me in the
dark.

“ But how will you make yourself up?”

“In an empty carriage on the train. You
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know how empty those trains are, | must
take the risk.”

Bunch looked very grave.

“Liz, dear,” she said, “something has
happened between you and the king.”

“Yes, we had a dreadful quarrel.”

“ Has this mad idea something to do with
it?”

“Yes, Bunch. | simply must see him
again—as Betty Fane. If | dont, | shall
throw the whole thing up.”

Bunch said nothing more.

Everything turned out to perfection. |
found a whole compartment of the train
empty. | had plenty of time.

At the station at Nice, Betty Fane
stepped out of the train, hailed a taxi and
was driven to the Jetee Promenade. The
big glass building was brilliantly illumi-
nated, so that from a distance it looked as
if a great splash of starshine had fallen onto
the sea.

There was a long line of cars drawn up
outside the entrance. Crowds were pour-
ing in.

| got out and walked. The distant sound
of the music made my feet itch. | was
filled with a nameless excitement. | was in
touch with real life again, the only real life
| had ever known.

And then a man coming in the opposite
direction almost bumped into me, and as
he apologized, he exclaimed:

“ Why, if it isn’t little Miss Fane! Of
all the lucky meetings!”

| looked up, and, to my dismay, saw the
tall form and handsome, lazy face of Lord
Maurice Angell.

CHAPTER X.

CARNIVAL MADNESS.

AT a dreadful thing to happen!
WHere was a test with a vengeance.
With Lord Maurice | naturally
always spoke English. Was he going to
recognize me? It had never occurred to
me that | might meet him at the ball.
“ Let me book up as many dances as pos-
sible, Miss Fane,” he went on, “ because an-
other friend of yours is going to be here.”
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His meaning was unmistakable. His
beautiful satiny gold brown eyes smiled
at me. While X collected my wits | was
very panicky. Lord Maurice was so slow
in all his ways, looks and words that it gave
me the feeling he must take in more than
people who were quicker and more alert.
And | had seen so much of him lately. |
realized that he had never spoken to Miss
Fane in his life, and that gave me courage.
But | didn’t dare disown that identity.
The type into which | had transformed
myself was too peculiar. The dull gold
hair, the dark skin, my own black eyebrows
and red lips.

Lord Maurice himself had referred to it
in speaking to the king about me—* almost
a grotesque type,” he had called Betty
Fane.

“I'm afraid | don’t exactly remember
who | am speaking to,” | said in a slightly
stilted and mincing accent and raising my
voice to a slightly higher key, and trusting
to luck that | didnt meet the king and
Lord Maurice together.

” My name is Maurice Angell,” he an-
swered promptly, and he regtfrded me with
undoubted interest. *“ 1 dont think weve
actually met, but |1 saw you once or twice
at the Flower Garden Club in London, and
Xtried to get you to dance at a jete at my
sisters, the Princess de Chanterelle.”

“Oh, yes!” I said. “ 1 was so sorry |
couldnt. I—I1 rather broke down just
then ”

“1 trust you are perfectly recovered
now.”

“ Oh, yes, thank you.”

“ Might | ask—are you here—profes-
sionally?”

”No,” | answered, “ not here. | am
staying in the neighborhood for a few days.
I came to the ball because | heard that De
Yosca and Maria Solera will be here. It’
so good for one to watch these great peo-
ple.”

“ 111 wager you wont do*much watch-
ing.” he said. “And as to the “great
people,” personally | think you could give
the Solera a mile start and then beat her
at the post. And as to looks, | dashed well
know which filly 1°d put my money on!”

This was accompanied by a languishing
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look from his splendid eyes. | didn’t know
whether | was more disgusted or amused.
It was an experience to hear this lazy, hand-
some, spendthrift Guardsman talk to a girl
he didn’t know, belonging to a different
walk in life.

We were making our way into the fairy-
like building.

Lord Maurice made as if to pay for
my ticket, but 1 would not allow him to.
My one idea was to get rid of him and
to lose myself in the crowd. 1 was per-
fectly certain that if rye stayed long enough
together he would find me out.

| quickly said that I must go and take
my things off.

“ Do get In a dance or two with me be-
fore your friend comes,” he said urgently.

“ | don’t quite understand,” | answered,
my heart beating like a drum.

“ Have you forgotten your partner of the
Flower Garden Club?”

“ Oh, no—certainly not.
man danced divinely.”

“ I understand you were informed who he
was?”

“Yes,” | said.

“ Did you know he was here?”

“1 had heard that he was staying not far
away.”

“ He is coming here to-night, 1 happen
to know. He will want to dance with you,
I’m sure.”

“ | shall be honored.”

“ Of course, you will not give his incog-
nito away to anybody?”

“ Most certainly not.
here, anyhow.”

“ 1 suppose you have a good engagement
at the moment? Are you at Cannes, or
Mentone, or San Remo? | know you'’re
not at Monte Carlo, because | should have
seen you.”

“1'm going back to England almost im-
mediately,” 1 answered. “1 havent made
any definite plans yet.”

“Wise girl!” he said. His familiarity
was not especially offensive, but it made
me realize more than ever how difficult the
the paths of the Betty Fanes of the world
must be, and how warily they must tread
them.

“You know how not to make yourself

That gentle-

I know nobody
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cheap, | say,” he added. *“ If our friend
doesn't turn up and collar you, you must
come and have a slap-up supper with me
at the Maison Lamieux. That Il show you
a bit of life.”

I at last got rid of him and went to the
cloak room. | spent more than a quarter
of an hour there, pretending to fuss with
my hair and face. | hoped I might miss
Lord Maurice in the crowd when | got to
the ballroom.

As a matter of fact, 1 did. He had not
waited for me, for which | was devoutly
thankful. And almost the first person I
saw was King Peter. He came toward me,
shouldering his way through the crowd. His
face was alight; his blue eyes sparkled and
danced. The band had just struck up, and
in his autocratic way he put his arm round
me without a -word, and we whirled off.

“1 never thought this could happen
again, Betty,” he said. “1 tried to tell
myself | -wes forgetting you. What an
idiot! As if one could—any man. Betty,
say you're glad to see me.”

I don’t suppose | needed to. As our eyes
met he held me a little closer, and there
was the sound of sudden anguish in his
voice.

“ Oh, Betty, Betty, this is going to hurt!
It heaven—holding you in my arms, look-
ing into your lovely eyes, hearing your sweet
voice. And then—we shall have to go back
to the world. Oh, Betty, your poor Peter
has missed you so!”

“ Poor Peter!” | echoed. A dream at-
mosphere seemed to infold me. 1 truly
seemed to become Betty Fane, the little
dancing instructress who, by the irony of
fate, had fallen in love with a king. We
danced and danced and danced. We were
completely lost in the crowd. | had never
been in one of those vast public ballrooms,
where the dancers were numbered by the
thousand. There was fever in the scented
air; the lights glittered like myriads of
diamonds; the women’s dresses made a ka-
leidoscope.

Presently, paper streamers of brilliant
reds and greens and blues and confetti in
every imaginable color began to be thrown
about; the men were served with grotesque
noses and mustaches, and the women with
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paper caps and fans and little whisks. Shrill
whistles were blown; there was a carnival
madness about.

I wondered what his ministers would
think if they saw the King of Florania
with a paper fez on his head and a brilliant
orange colored mustache, throwing himself
with all the abandonment of a schoolboy
into these revels, sharing their rowdy fun
with half the bourgeoisie of Nice and a good
few people not nearly as respectable. Peter
was quite transformed. It was as if he
said: “ For a night let us be children! Let

us play! Let us think of nothing but
fun! Let us forget there is such a thing as
school!”

I think 1 was almost delirious with hap-
piness—joy of being alone with him among
that huge crowd. | know | laughed, | sang,
| shouted. My feet seemed hardly to touch

the floor. They grew wings on that night,
did my feet. And so did my heart grow
wings.

T forgot everything, even the shadow
of the pale, calm beauty of Fay Del-
sarte. Certainly she had no place in that
crowd; one could not have imagined her
there. But I—I felt that | belonged there;
that | was part and parcel of that wild life;
that it was the only place where | wanted
to be.

During a brief interval I mentioned hav-
ing seen Lord Maurice.

“ Yes,” said Peter royally. * 1 sent him
about his business. | didnt want him
knocking about. He’d have wanted to
dance with you. He told me you were here.
Maury is a good sort, but | can’t share you
with any one, my Betty girl.”

Then came the first bars of the “ Nuit
Noire ” waltz. The great throng, with one
accord, swung into the rhythm. They
danced it quite as rapturously as in Eng-
land, only they did not sing the refrain.
The great orchestra made the music throb
and laugh and shiver with more passion
perhaps than the English musicians. It
was almost painful, the wail of its sad-
ness, the ring of its gayety—the madness of
both.

I was hardly conscious of my feet—of
anything around me. When it was over,
the tears were streaming down my face.
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‘“ Betty,” whispered Peter tenderly, lov-
ingly, despairingly, “ that can never happen
again.”

I was so distraught that 1 laughed aloud,
almost in hysteria. | thought of myself,
in my own ballroom, forbidding Raoul’s
orchestra to play the “ Nuit Noire ” waltz.
I thought of the king’s cold look of distaste
as he agreed with me that it was over-
done.

“ Betty, its too much for you.” Peter
whispered. “ Come out of this stuffy room.
We’ll go and sit by the sea.”

We went out of the ballroom. | had no
notion of the time, but knew it must be
getting late. 1 had made up my mind not
to stay long after midnight. As we walked
across the big vestibule, the air coming
from outside struck chill. The king told
me to go and get my cloak, and | obeyed
him.  He waited for me, and we went out
onto the great terrace of the restaurant,
where crowds were sitting. 1t was not real-
ly cold, and dancing never overheated me,
as it does some people. An orange moon
hung low over the sea. The air was full of
the faint fragrance of the oleanders that
stood about in tubs.

Peter found a table in a corner, shaded
by plants, with the marble parapet of the
terrace on one side. He sat with his back
to the crowd, very close to me, and he took
my hands and bent and covered them with
kisses.

My heart stood still.
hands away.

“Don’tl Dont! Let me,” he whispered.
“1ve been starving for this!”

So as not to betray myself | had to be
willfully artificial.

“ But you mustnt! ” | said.
no place in your life.”

“You have the only place in my lifel”
he retorted.

It sounded like a groan.

| tried to take my

I—I have

“No, no. You are engaged to a great
lady.”

“ A great lady—yes!” He gave a bitter
laugh.

With what a mixture of misery and joy |
heard it!

“ But you are engaged to her.
going to marry her,” | persisted.

You are
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“1 can only think of you, my Betty.”
“ And | must think of her. Is she not a

great lady?”

“ Yes, yes, of course,” he said. His voice
was testy now. *“ But don't talk about her.
Betty, her life is laid in an altogether differ-
ent sphere—”

“ From mine?” | interrupted.

“ Yes, of course. Pier world is a dif-
ferent one. It is my world. She could never
come to a place like this and enjoy herself.
Men can do it, but women can't. She is
always just what she is.”

*“1Is she not nice?”

“ Of course she is nice—awfully nice.
She will never do anything wrong. She will
be always correct and in the picture. But,
as far as | am concerned, she might be
made—of wood. Oh, Betty, it is wrong
of me to say that! Your sweet eyes tell
me it is wrong. She is everything she
ought to be. And she will be a queen.

“ Betty, dont you see, she is not the
woman for me? She might be an angel, but
she isn’t the woman for me. She is heavy
and awkward and she has too much money,
and she cant dance! Oh, but that’s wrong
of me again! | am taking her money, Bet-
ty. Think—what degradation! What will
you think of me now? | am selling myself;
| have to. Kings have to marry for such
ugly reasons. | think throughout history
they have had to. Is it any wonder that it
is the women kings have loved ‘ on the side ’
who have left their stamp in the world?”

| sat silent; all the inner fiery hopeless-
ness was eating me up.

“ But, Betty,” he went on, and his voice
was like a warm and healing breath, “ you
are not a girl any man could love *on the
side.” It couldn’t be done. You are every-
thing or nothing. If only I wasn’t a king,
Betty! | would be any other man if |
could—one of these musicians here—and |
could marry you, and we would have a
little home. Think of it, Betty! Our little
home! ”

My heart sang. How | wanted to burst
out with the truth! But | couldnt. There
was something that could not be overcome.
He spoke of Elizabeth Cleveland as belong-
ing to his world. She was what he expected
her to be—his queen. He asked nothing
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more. If he found out | was Elizabeth'
Cleveland and Betty Fane, he would never
forgive me. His bride must not come to
such places, laugh and dance and shout and
wear paper caps and sit with him in the
moonlight, sipping iced drinks. No—he
would never forgive her. His heart might
forgive, but his pride never would.
I was caught in a trap.

“ But | am not a musician,” said Peter
disconsolately.

In my ovenvrought state | laughed again.
It sounded so ridiculous—the King of Flo-
rania deploring the fact that he was not a
musician in the orchestra at the Jetee
Promenade.

Peter laughed, too.

“You are right, Betty. We must be gay
about it. We cant help ourselves. We
have had to-night. That’s what | love
about you so—you are so merry; you take
things just as they come. | suppose it’s be-
cause you are free. Oh, Betty, how I wish
I had your freedom! All the magic in
the world in your little feet—free to pick
and choose and go where you like!  Why,
if 1 had to earn your living, I couldn’t do a
thing—except perhaps drive a car.”

“1 think,” 1 answered demurely, “you
might join me as a dancing partner,
Peter! ”

“What a glorious idea! Then you could
never dance with anybody else.”

After a short period of silence he asked
suddenly:

“ Betty, have you ever had a lover?”

“ No,” | answered simply.

Another silence, and then another ques-
tion:

“ Betty, how would you like to go to
Florania?”

“ 1 dont know,” | said.

“ Of course, it could be managed. We
have some dancing clubs in my capital.
Oh, Betty, how wonderful it would be if
you had a little flat on the Dig shady
boulevard by the side of the Central Canal,
and a job at the Osteria Club, or better still
at the Pavilion Vert outside the city. |
could come there from time to time. But
we could meet at other times—”

He broke off, and his eyes flamed into
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mine out of the softly lighted gloom. His
voice was harsh. e'Betty, what do you
say?”

He leaned nearer and gripped my hands,
He leaned nearer still and | felt his breath
on my face and then his lips burning my
throat.

| gave a choked cry. He drew back.
His voice came gently, laden with bitter
regret.

“ No, Betty, it wouldnt do. Itsa dream

—that’s all. 1 couldnt have you so near
me. It would drive me mad. All or noth-
ing with you, my sweetheart.”

“ Peter,” | whispered, “you are very-
dear.”

“1 am a sentimental idiot,” he retorted.
“And a fooll 1 actually thought I was
forgetting you.”

“You will!”

“ Never, Betty, never.
are you staying?”

Quite close.”

“ Alone?”

“ No; with friends.”

He looked at his watch.

“1 shall have to be going soon.
see you home?”

“No, thank you.
right.”

“ | havent long over here. 1 shall have
to go back to my country. We must have
one day before I go—one whole long day
together, Betty. You cant say no. | will
drive you up into the mountains. We will
go into Italy, and have lunch at a little
wayside albergo, and wander about. Now
which day?”

I was disturbed. | had never been with
him except in artificial light, and the night
darkness outside. How could I risk a u'hole
day in his company in the strong Riviera
sunshine?

| tried to make some excuses, but he
pleaded and argued and finally commanded.
And | wanted to go so much.

We arranged it. On Friday—that was
two days hence—I was to meet him up by
the observatory on the Corniche Road.

“1 dont want anybody to see you,” he
explained. “ 1 expect you’re quite well
known in your way. | don’t want people to
say that | am taking you about. The world

Listen—where

Can |

| shall be quite all
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is so disgusting. They could never under-
stand a love like ours, my Betty girl.”

My heart was going like the engine of a
racing car. His thoughtfulness made me
want to cry. How utterly different he was
from the cynical young man | had
quarrelled with only yesterday! And with
that memory came back the image of Fay
Delsarte, and | was miserable again.

But | must have that one day. No one
should rob me of that. The long wonderful
day alone wdth Peter in the mountains.

I made up my mind to wire again to my
lawyers about the settlements—to increase
the sum to double as much as had been sug-
gested. | felt I had dealt so meanly by
him. Everything | had | wanted to pour
out at his feet.

And | grew cold at the thought that I
might lose him when he knew the truth.

We left shortly afterward. There was a
car waiting for him. | stepped across the
road to the brilliantly lighted square where
the taxis were lined up for hire. In my
ears sounded the king’s last words, passion-
ately whispered: Betty, my only love, good
night!”

I gave the driver of the first car on the
road the address of my villa. He grumbled
at the distance and named an extortionate
sum, which | agreed to pay. /

I did not know the time, but had a feel-
ing it was fairly late. The moon was high
in the heavens, no longer orange-colored,
but a brilliant orb of dazzling silver light,
illuminating the velvety blue darkness like
a giant lamp.

| felt drowsy, and soon after we started
my head fell back, and I must have gone
to sleep.

I think | dreamt of Peter, and that he
was high up on a mountain top and that |
was trying to get to him. But it was all
ice, hard and slippery and cold, and |
couldn’t make any headway, and slid back
as soon as | tried to take a step. And he
was calling me, calling me in a voice of
despair, and the moon looked down from the
heavens with the calm, white, luminous face
of Fav Delsarte.

And then | lost my footing and fell hun-
dreds—thousands of feet. And | was
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dashed on -to some rocks with terrific force,
and the whole world was blotted out in
inky darkness.

CHAPTER XI.

MY MOST SOLEMN WORD.

| heard those words coming from
a great distance, as | struggled back
to consciousness.

And the voice that spoke then was the
soft, drawling voice of Lord Maurice Angell,
made sharp by amazement and shock.

| stirred and put out my hands to feel
what was beneath me. It was the solid
earth—the road, in fact—the Corniche
Road. 1 was sitting on the road, propped
up against a low wall, and Lord Maurice
Angell stood before me with a powerful
headlight in his hand by the light of which
he was examining my face with eyes of
blank surprise.

Quick as thought my hand went to my
head. It was bare—and my golden wig
was no longer on it. All I felt was my own
straight dark hair.

Light burst in on me. There had been
an accident. My fall through the darkness
in my dream had been the shock of some
collision.

| tried to struggle to my feet. In those
first moments | did not know whether |
was injured or not. Lord Maurice helped
me up.

“You are unhurt,” he said. “What a
reliefl  You can stand!” And then he
gazed at me again in a ludicrous kind of
way and ejaculated:— “ Lady Cleveland!”

| said nothing, and he murmured: “ You
are Lady Cleveland, and not Miss Fane.”

“ How did it happen?” | asked him.

“ Your taxi came into collision with the
car I was in. It belongs to the Duke of
Croyton, who was driving me home. He
has gone for a doctor. Your taxi was
badly smashed, and | sent the driver back
to attend to his own injuries. He was nastily
cut about the head. | recognized you at
once—as Miss Fane. You were unconscious.
It lasted so long | got frightened, and I
took off your hat to see if | could find out

Lady Cleveland: it isyour
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if your head was injured, too. Then | saw
that you wore a wig and it was all on one
side and there was dark hair underneath.
| pulled off the wig, still worried about
your head—and, of course, | saw who you
were.”

“ Xo one was here with you?”

“Not a living soul, on my word of
honor! The duke had gone for help.”

| realized that there was only one thing
to do.

* Lord Maurice,” | said, “ 1 have used
this disguise for purposes of my own. |
cannot explain them. You are a gentleman,
and | put you on your honor not to let a
living soul know’ what you have found out.
Have | your wbrd?”

*“ Of course, you have it, Lady Cleveland.
My most solemn word of honor.” His voice
was lazily gentle as usual. *“And I'm
dashed sorry | have found out if it causes
you any inconvenience. But may | say
the disguise is absolutely marvelous. |
should never have known you. To think
that I was actually talking to you to-night!
| suppose his majesty knows, by the way?”

“The king doesnt know,” | answered.
* The king must not know.”

Lord Maurice whistled.

“ He thinks you are really Miss Fane?”

“ 1 have told you, Lord Maurice, | cant

explain.”
“ And Laline?”
“Your sister must not know, Lord

Maurice. Nobody—nobody. Please, please,
understand that!”

“1 do understand,” he said. His man-
ner was very sympathetic. “1 am quite
sure you have the very best of reasons. And
the disguise is so wonderful that | can
hardly think of anything else. And—" he
suddenly burst into laughter, low’ and in-
finitely amused. “ 1 see,” he said—* how
awfully clever youve been—youvve never
once danced with the king as Lady Cleve-
land! That little bit about the *Sable
Night * waltz at your place the other day!
Overdone, you said it was! And you didnt
like it!  And to-night I was watching you
dancing it with the king at the Jetee
Promenade!”

| felt myself growing red in the darkness,
and told him that all this was very painful
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to me. He apologized humbly. 1 said |
had to get home at once. The Duke of
Croyton had not returned. The taxi was
smashed up down the road, the driver had
gone. | asked Lord Maurice where we
were, and what time it was.

And, as luck would have it, it turned out
that we were less than a mile from my villa.
| determined to walk, and Lord Maurice
accompanied me. We did not meet the
duke—more luck!

| slipped into the villa by the garden door
of which | had the key.

It was nearly two oclock. | didn't dis-
turb Bunch. | felt stiff and sore all over,
but I had had a very lucky escape. | was
so tired that I couldnt worry, and | slept
like a top.

The next morning | had to make a clean
breast of it to Bunch. | was crazily fright-
ened. She was not encouraging.

“I'm sorry its Maurice Angel1” she
said. “ | somehow don* trust him.”

“ But, Bunch,” | put in, “ hes a gentle-
man. And he’s given me his word.”

“He’s a gentleman all right,” she ad-
mitted. “ We will leave it at that.”

She sat with her eyes screwed up for
some moments.

“ It seems to me youve gone in off the
deep end, Liz,” she said present!}’. “Youd
better tell the king.”

“ Bunch, I cant! Nothing will induce
me. You dont understand. Darling
Bunch, even you cant understand!”

“Well, how long is it to go on?”

“ 1 heard last night that the king is going
back to Florania very soon.”

“Who told you?”

“ He did.”

“ Oh! Well, that will give us breathing
time.” She looked at me in her straight
way.

“Liz, are you in this so that you can't
get out of it? Up to your neck?”

“Up to my eyes, Bunch,” | answered,
with a frivolity | was far from feeling. “ Or,
rather, over the top of my head.”

There's nothing to be done, then,” she
admitted. “We must keep an eye on
Maurice Angell and his sweet sister—that’s
all.”
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| knew, although Bunch did not say so,
that Laline was the real danger in her
eyes as well as mine.

King Peter sent a note after luncheon
to ask if he might call in the afternoon.

I had not seen him as Elizabeth Cleve-
land since we had had that ugly scene. |
felt frightfully nervous, but | was quite
determined to control myself. Hadn't he
told Betty Fane that I might be made of
woodD Well, 1'd be wooden enough to
suit his description. | put on a white lace
frock and a large hat with a floating veil.

Just before the king was due to arrive,
the taxi driver from Nice turned up, his
head a mass of bandages. 1 paid him his
fare and gave him a handsome present and
bundled him off as soon as possible. |
thought the butler looked at him rather
suspiciously. | was terrified lest through
some freak of Fate the king should arrive
and question the man in his unconventional
way.

This flustered me so that | was shaking
with nervousness when the king did arrive.
It was another danger that that taxi driver
knew where | lived, and could, of course,
easily find out who | was. | had already
learned that, although virtue and charity
and even genius might, money could never
be hidden under a bushel.

| saw at once that King Peter was in a
mood | had never encountered before. He
looked solemn and his voice was stiff. His
manner | could only describe as being em-
barrassed. If | could disguise myself so
that he didn’t know me by putting on a
wig and speaking another language, he cer-
tainly could do it without any adjuncts at
all. It was impossible to believe that this
was the mad, merry boy, the sad, ardent
lover of last night. It came to me with a
pang of sheer agony that he had played the
lover to so many women that he was quite
perfect in the part.

We conversed as usual, in French. After
one or two very perfunctory conversations
in English, he had evidently come to the
conclusion that French was more suitable
to our stilted and formal intercourse.

“1 am sorry to say that | shall have to
leave for Florania on Sunday,” he began.
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“ There are matters that need my attention,
and also the spring maneuvers will shortly
commence. | shall not be able to return
to England until the end of April.”

| expressed suitable regret. We were in
the garden, sitting in chairs by one of the
ponds that was surrounded by a broad band
of scarlet salvias, almost painful in their
violent red under the deep blue sky. Bunch
had come out for a few moments and gone
away again, saying she would return with
the tea.

The king talked of the weather and his
luck at the tables, and then, very hurriedly,
said in a voice almost hostile with awkward-
ness:

“ 1 have heard from my men of business.
You have been much too generous to me.
These settlements are far in excess of any-
thing | could have expected.”

“ Please,” | interposed, “ | viouldso much
rather we didn't talk about it.”

“1 know,” he said. “ But | cant help
it. My position is—difficult.”

“ As difficult as mine,” I put in calmly.
It was hard to keep calm—a gigantic effort.
His voice of last night rang in my ears—
“1 am selling myself.”

He got up and walked up and down,
stood by the edge of the pool, lit a cigar-
ette, and came back to gje.

“ Do you repent of your bargain?” he
asked. “1 behaved abominably u,e day
before yesterday. | ask your forgiveness.
It was unpardonable. If you want to call
it off, there is still time. It can be done.
I—1 realize how little you gain, how much
you give. | could never live a life that
would please you. We should be two
figureheads—that’s all, forced into intimacy
despite ourselves, because it would be ex-
pected of us, because it would be our duty.
No one realizes it more than | do.”

“You mean,” | said slowly, “ that you
would always claim the right to live your
own life?”

“1 would have to.”

“And 1?7

“ Ah!” He shrugged his shoulders.

I laughed.

“ That would be another story.”

He looked at me with immense gravity.

“1 do not want you to marry me under



720

false pretences,” he said. &I think per-
haps you did not quite understand all that
it meant. | feel I am taking a mean ad-
vantage of you.”

Despite everything, his words were sweet
to me, and so was his new manner. | could
not help feeling that behind this new solici-
tude for my feelings was his love for Betty
Fane.

“ What do you say?” he went on.

“1—I1 don’t know,” | answered.

“ You will have time to think, when I am
gone. Think very carefully. 1 will restore
all the money you have—advanced to me.
If you wish it, | will arrange everything.
A suitable explanation can easily be found.
I—I cant help feeling that 1 am not play-
ing the game, as you say in English.”

My heart beat faster and faster.

“Yes,” | said, i: 1 will let you know.
Of course | would have to be very certain
that 1 couldnt stand the life. Everything

is arranged. It would be very awkward
for everybody.”
“ Of course. But you must not let that

stand in your way.”

| could see that he was relieved, all the
same. | supposed the money counted a
great deal with him.

“ To-morrow,” he said, rising as Bunch
came over the brilliantly green grass, fol-
lowed by servants with tea. *“1 shall, I
am afraid, have to be absent all day. The
King of Maronia is in Cannes and has
asked me to dine quietly with him. There
is no party, as he is here for his health
which is very feeble.”

“Oh, yes,” | said. “ Then we shall not
see you until Sunday. You will lunch here?
Unless you could lunch to-morrow? |
could not help that seemingly guileless
question.

“1 am afraid not,” he answered hastily.
“1 fear | must decline. 1 could see him
casting about for an excuse. At last he
said very lamely: “ The King of Maronia
has, in fact, asked me to spend the day.”

But | knew better. He was engaged to
drive Betty Fane into ltaly. They were
to spend together the last wonderful day.
And, as | poured out the tea, and handed
him a cup, 1 wondered he did not notice
how my hand shook. | wondered how it
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was he did not know by some inner knowl-
edge that it was that hand he had covered
with such burning kisses only a few hours
ago.

CHAPTER XII.

holiday!

ner at the De Chanterelles. | sat on

the prince’s right hand; King Peter
on the princess's. | was almost afraid of
meeting her wonderful eyes, dreading to
read in them that her brother had betrayed
me. The fact that Bunch was not quite
sure of Lord Maurice’s trustworthiness
filled me with insecurity. She knew #he
world so well; she was such a good judge
of men. The moment the princess knew,
the king would know. The thought grew
to a panic during dinner. What would be
the end?

When we were in the drawing room after-
wards—there were five other women pres-
ent—the princess took me aside.

*“ Have you heard the King’s latest?” she
asked, with that affectation of sympathy
that made me rage inwardly. “ He has
brought over that dancing girl from London
—do you remember the one who was going
to dance at my fete for the hospital and
then threw it up at the last minute. Miss
Fane—she calls herself. Of course, King
Peter used to dance with her all the time
in London. He was at the Jeiee Promen-
ade with her last night.”

How 1 longed to ignore her malevolent
gossip, but I couldn’t.

“ Did your brother tell you?” | asked.

“ Xo. Monty Govan—that funny-eyed,
white-haired man who sat opposite you. Lie
is a very old friend, and really a pet. He
saw them. He said they were dancing like
two wild things. And then they sat out
for ages on the terrace in a dark corner.
I dont even know whether Maury went

THAT evening there was a formal din-

to the ball. 1 thought he was going, but
he didn't say anything about it this
morning.”

So Lord Maurice hadn’t given me away.
| suddenly remembered Mr. Govan. His
face had been puzzling me during dinner.

5 A
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Of course, he was the elderly, white-haired
gentleman | had danced with as Betty Fane
at the Flower Garden Club, the one who
was so energetic and so lacking in the sense
of music and who talked to me so nicely
about his daughter in the Paris convent
school. | had a momentary panic, but, of
course, there was no chance of his recogniz-
ing me. It was strange that he had remem-
bered Betty Fane.

Later on there was music. Lord Maurice
made his way to my side during an interval.
King Peter was talking to the Spanish Am-
bassador to France. Lord Maurice asked
me to come for a stroll in the grounds. Of
course | went. | had to hear what he had
to say.

“1 wanted you to know that its per-
fectly all right,” he said. “ 1 ve fixed every-
thing up. No one will ever hear of that
little accident.”

“The Duke of Croyton?” | asked.

“1ve fixed him up.”

“Didnt he know7 who it was—in the
car?”

“No, no. | only told him it was a young
lady | knew. He never even had a real
look at you. After you had gone in, I
waited for him on the road, and when he
came along with the doctor, | told them that
you were all right and had gone home.

They hadn’t the faintest suspicion. You
needn't worry the least little bit.”
“1 am—very grateful,” 1 said, with

something of an effort.

“ Oh, but what nonsense, Lady Cleve-
land!” he retorted. *“ As if it wasn’t the
greatest pleasure to be of the least little bit
of use to you.”

“You are very kind, Lord Maurice,” |
murmured.

Really, | felt an awful worm. Bunch
must be mistaken. He was behaving aw-
fully well. As | looked at him in the
moonlight, his golden-hazel eyes were so
candid and kind, and his handsome fair
face expressed only chivalrous concern. |
was ashamed of my suspicions.

“1 only wknt you to look on me as your
friend,” he said.

“1 am sure,” | answered warmly. liyou
have acted like a very good friend.”

“That more than repays anything |

6 A
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could ever do.” These words were accom-
panied by the very frankest of frank smiles,
“It’s a bargain, isn't it? We are pals.”

He held out his hand, and | put mine
in it.

“ And dont forget what a pal’s for,” he
went on. “It% to help his pal, not to ask
questions.”

I felt more wormlike than ever. There
was no doubting the sincerity of his man-
ner. | felt quite safe and happy again.

| told Bunch that | was sure she was
mistaken about Lord Maurice, when | got
home. She merely answered that she was
glad to hear it and she hoped | was right.

I had told her about the next day and
my excursion with King Peter as Betty
Fane. 1 could see that she hated the idea,
but she had given up arguing with me,
knowing that | was determined.

“If | could only see what good it can
do,” she said, screwing up her eyes.

" Oh, Bunch, I dont know?” | answered,
" but to-morrow is the last day—the end.
After that Betty Fane disappears off the

map.”

“ And Elizabeth Cleveland?” she asked
significantly.

“Oh!” 1 laughed nervously. “1 dont

know7 Bunch. Perhaps Elizabeth Cleve-
land will not marry a king after all,”

“ What do you mean?” she asked sharply.

But | could not explain then that King
Peter had practically offered to release me.
My whole being was in a state of hopeless
confusion. | felt that everything was trem-
bling in the balance; my whole life, my
entire world. A breath on one side of the
scale or the other—and what would happen?
Either a heartbreak, or Paradise.

Our plans were all made. | was going
to transform myself into Betty Fane in my
own room, with Bunch’s aid. This could
be done quite early in the morning. Then
I would wrap myself up in a big cloak, and
we would both slip out of the house into the
gardens and down the rocky staircase to
our little beach. A few7 hundred yards
away from the villa there was a narrow
track up some rocks and across an olive
plantation to the road. Bunch would take
my cloak back to the house and give out
that 1 had gone to spend the day with
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friends. We knew several people with villas
along the coast. There would be nothing
remarkable about it, except my early start,
which could be explained by the taking of a
long excursion. | would then catch the
nine o’lock train to Nice, which would
get me there in plenty of time for my
appointment.

All was ready. | had bathed and dressed
and was arranging my hair very flat to go
under the golden wig, when the door opened
and Bunch came in.

She was fully dressed and carried a letter
in her hand.

“1 brought this myself, Liz,” she said.
“ It may interfere with your plans. | was
downstairs when a messenger came with it
from a yacht in Monaco Harbor.”

She seated herself in a chair while |
opened the letter and read it. | cried aloud
in vexation.

“ Oh, Bunch, how supremely beastly! It%
from Prince George of Hillenland, you
know. He’s on Mr. Van Brittenden’s yacht,
and they leave at midnight, and he wants
to come to see me. Oh, dear, what a posi-
tive nuisance! What ever shall 1 do?”

“You cant very VEll refuse, Liz,” said
Bunch in her unruffled way.

“ He suggests lunch,” | wEnt on, ““but
that’s impossible. Silly old George, what
does he want to butt in like this for?” |
was peevish about it, I must admit. And
nobody ever felt so inhospitable and un-
friendly. Prince George was a very old
friend. We had played as children together.
My father had been an intimate of the
royal family. He was as nice a boy as
could be, a romp and a tease—something
like a brother to me. But I didnt want
him to-day. Not to-day of all days in the
whole year!

But, as Bunch said, how could | refuse?
Bunch said she was afraid | must stay at
home. | said nothing would induce me to
stay at home. | was going with King Peter
if | died for it. | just felt I must go. Noth-
ing would have held me back. Children feel
like that when they want to do a thing
very badly, and people in love feel that
wav. | dont know' if any other people do.

| told Bunch I°d ask George to dinner
instead, and she was to send the note to
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the yacht as soon as | had gone. Eight
o’clock dinner. That was it. A splendid
idea. That gave him four hours before
the yacht sailed. And he was to bring his
host with him and anyone else on board.
Bunch must read his answer and make all
arrangements. | was going. | was going
at once. Nothing would keep me from
going.

She implored me not to be late home.
| told her she neednt worry. King Peter
was dining with the King of Maronia, in
Cannes, and he would have to get back in
good time. | suppose he really had made
that engagement although | knew that he
was not going to spend the day with his
majesty, as he had told me. The King of
Maronia was his godfather, 1 knew. He
had sent me a particularly charming letter
of congratulation on my engagement.

| scribbled the note to Prince George and
then finished my toilet with Bunch’s skillful
aid. Everything went off perfectly. Nobody
saw me go out into the garden. | left
everything in Bunch’s capable hands, caught
my train, and took a taxi from Nice station
up to near the observatory, where | got off,
paid the man, and watched him drive away
with a beating heart, knowing that before
many minutes had passed King Peter would
arrive.

How King Peter o/ Florania ‘was enter-
tained at dinner by the King oj Maronia
and how the Countess Cleveland entertained
Prince George of Hillenland at that same
repast.

Such might be the fanciful-ironical title,
in Boccaccio style, of this chapter of my
life.

King Peter's car came swinging round a
corner, mounting the hill, pulling up by my
side as quietly as a snake slides through
the grass.

He sprang down, his blue eyes shining,
that happy, schoolboy truant playing look
on his face.

“ Betty girl,” he said, his voice bubbling
with laughter and love, “ you are an angel
to be so punctual! And how lovelv you do
look.”

| flushed, as | always did when he spoke
to me in that voice of love.
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“ How do | look?” | asked, with a sort
of nervous giggle.

“ Oh, so cool and sweet and small, and
a bit tigerish as well,” he laughed. “ That’s
your yellow hair and brown face, Betty,
and your queer eyes that aren’t like any
eyes |'ve ever seen before. But | do love
your pale green dress and your little dark
green jacket.”

I laughed out of sheer happiness that he
should notice my clothes. As a matter of
fact it was a little Paris arrangement that
1 had on—almond green georgette, with a
lot of tucks to the skirt, and a short coat
of olive green cloth with gold buttons, and
a little hat of cocks’ feathers, all shimmer-
ing green and black, hanging down on either
side of my face.

Then he seized my hands and danced
me round in the middle of the road. For-
tunately, there was nobody in sight.

“ Holiday—holiday—holiday!” he cried.
“Just a day stolen, do you understand,
Miss Fane? Stolen! The very nicest
thing in the world. Ve a very important
engagement to-night.”

“So have I,” | put in demurely.
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“ Have you, indeed? Oh, dear! Danc-
ing? And where, may | ask?”

“ No, it’s private,” | informed him. «I
have to be back by seven. You can drop
me in Monte Carlo, Peter.”

“Oh, can 1? And, pray, why should I
drop you anywhere?” His face was over-
cast. “ Why are you talking already about
the ending of this day?”

“You began it, didn't you?” | asked.

“1 know,” he said morosely. * But,
then, 1 am a King.”

“ And | am a dancing instructress, please,
sir.”

“ And a great deal better at your job
than | am, Betty girl.”

His voice hurt me—it was so discouraged.

“ Do you know that we are standing in
the middle of the road, and that we are
supposed to be going into Italy?” | asked.

“ Of course, Betty girl. Get into the car.
I'm a fathead. Only this is our last day
together—for the present—and 1'm half
afraid to begin it. Come along!”

We got into the car. We started off
with a leap like a captive deer released
from a cart and taking to its heels.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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IMMORTAL JIM

IM—the man "—we put that on his stone
That marks that bit of ground
That comes to all of us in turn,
When leavin—outward bound.
But Jim still lingered round somehow,
No spook like thing to fear;
It’s hard explainin’ what | mean—
Jim went—but still is here.

It’s twenty years since he checked out,
But still we talk of him

As one men all looked up to,
God fearing, all there Jim.

A halo? Naw!

Twould fret his style.

Immortal? That may be.
I only know Jim lived and died,
But seems around—to me.

Robert Baker.
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for two months, him begging me every

day to cease working down to Ter-
rence & Malloy, computing engineers, where
I tickle the adding machine, and play with
a row of wash-tubs in a Brooklyn flat.
And | would of, too, being kind of batty
over the boy, if it wasnt | was scared of
becoming a neglected wife.

Now, being a neglected wife is an awful
thing, according to the movies. It really
is a crime, aint it, to think of a cold
hearted hubby leaving his poor little snook-
ums alone for eight whole hours while he
trifles his time away at the office? Of
course, he’s earning the dough to keep a
roof over her head, food in her stomach

SD and me had been going together
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and clothes on her back, except when attired
in evening wear, but it’s funny he can't
manage to do it whilst entertaining her on
the golf links or accompanying her to the
afternoon meeting of the bridge club.

Yes, the men is a pretty inconsiderate lot,
and | was going to be sure | wasn’t getting
no wife neglecter before | kissed my happy
bachelor days farewell and Lohengrined up
the aisle on Sid's stalwart lunch-lugger.

Then, also, | was afraid that his love for
me might wane with the passing days. Only
last week | strolled in with Sid to a movie
house down the block and seen a film
entitled: “ The Dying Flame ” where a
fellowr tires of his wife and hunts up another
cutie.
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* Sid,” | says on coming out of the show,
“ that picture points a wonderful truth,
namely, that if a man takes less than ten
minutes telling his wife good-by mornings,
it shows he dont love her no more. Re-
member that.”

But Sid, being a mere male, didnt know
what | was driving at.

Later on that evening in the park, he
slipped the tie that blinds—and it sure was
some sparkler—on my left hand, and | let
it stay there. | let it stay because, as I
said, it was a good looking ring, and because
| really was fond of the kid. But some-
thing told me, “ Irene McMahon, go easy.
Don burn all your Brooklyns behind you.”
So when Sid asked me to name the merry
day | coyly replied, “ I’'m yours, boy, I'm
yours—when Spark Plug wins his race.”

| didnt hear exactly what he said, but
it sounded something like “ Darn Spark
Plug,” putting it mild.

Next morning | breezed into the office
late, flashing my twinkler, and it sure
caused some commotion.

“Why, Irene!” hollered the girls.
“ Don't tell us you gone and signed up for
matrimony, a vamp like you. So you
finally decided you’d be kind to some poor
sap and wed him, huh? Oh, boy! Salome
taking to light housekeeping! Cleo trun-
dling kid coaches! Joy and oh joy! Are
you kidding us, blondie?”

Which goes to give you a little idea of
the kind of a jane | am.

But it wasn’t till four days after, when
the excitement had commenced to tone
down, that Wade Murphy, chief draftsman
at our office, noticed my bit of glassware.

“ What’s that, Irene?” he asked, his face
slumping like the stock market in July. “ Is
that an engagement ring?”

“ Say, kiddo,” | told him sarcastic, “ It’s
about time you woke up. No, that ain’t no
engagement ring, stupe. It’s a nice little
piece of ice I'm toting around to keep me
cool this hot weather.”

He didn’t say nothing more, but slid onto
his stool and hunched low over the board.
Poor cheese! Aint it awful to be dippy
over a jane that ain’t dippy over you?

Next Sunday Sid telephoned me to find
out if 1’d be home that evening.
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“ And say,” he asked me, “ why not trot
along with me to the game this afternoon?”
“ What game?” | repeated, indifferent.

“ Yanks versus Athletics,” he enthused.

“ 1 ain’t interested in baseball,” | told
him.

“Aw, come along, sweet,” he urged.
“ Even if you dont like it, we can be
together, and that’s something.”

Well, | finally agreed 1'd go, being cu-
rious to see how Sid would make love to me
at a baseball game. So far we’d tried the
parlor, the park, the office, the movies and
the subway.

So | donned my new honeydew crepe and
picture hat draped with pale blue chiffon
and went downstairs to meet my fiance.

“Hmm, boy! Don't you look good!” he
raved. “ Now, lets trot along snappy.
We don't want to miss the first inning.”

He grabbed me by the arm and we
started down the street.

“ Heres a ‘vacant’ coming now, Sid,”
| told him.

“ Who said we was going to take a taxi?”

“We always took a taxi before.” | re-
minded him, cold.

“ Sure,” he said, pleasant,
wasn’t engaged then, hon.”

| didnt say nothing, but I thought a lot
as Sid jammed me into a subway car packed
with a gang of rough guys that was evident-
ly heading for the same place we was. |
hadn’t been in there two minutes before my
beautiful new crepe was looking like some-
thing the cat dragged in—and out again.
My hat was cocked over on one ear with
the chiffon tore in about twenty places.
And hot! Say, after that ride I could of
sat on the equator and thought it was a
crack in the ice.

We finally pulled into the stadium. Then
bedlam began.

One chivalrous Walter Raleigh behind me
give me a nice little jab on the small of the
back in a desperate effort to get out of the
car four seconds before | did. Another
noble Sir Lancelot shoved me against a
cunning Lord Fauntleroy with a three days’
beard who instead of politely suggesting
that I  just lean on him, grandmother.”
shook me off like a wet terrier shakes off
water, flinging me onto the lap of a hand-

“but we
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some Romeo in shirt-sleeves and suspenders,
whence my considerate fiance plucked me
to hurry me along outside and up several
hundred inclines. We at last emerged at
the top tier and sat down.

“ Well, we got here in time,” remarked
Sid, satisfied with himself.

“ Oh, did we?” 1 answered, too tired to
think of anything snappier to say.

I squinted around at the big circle of
seats, full of white shirted johns that looked
like rows of pop corn, with the red and
blue and yellow of the girls’ dresses bobbing
up bright against them. Soda boys was
going up and down the steps like white ants
climbing an ant hill, and they was a big
hum of conversation all around, conversa-
tion and fanning and heat. Oh, boy! If
this was baseball 1°d love to attend a coal
heaver’ picnic in the Big Hot Place.

“ But anyhow, Sid,” | begin, endeavoring
to be agreeable, * anyhow we'e out in the
nice, fresh air, ain’t we?”

Sid was busy with his score card. |
waved away a cloud of mixed Lucky Strike,
Chesterfield and dock weed smoke that was
coming my direction, and smiled, congratu-
lating myself on keeping my temper.

“Oh, Sid!” | whispered soft, after a
couple minutes. “1 was just thinking it
would be cuter to have fumed oak in the
sitting room instead of mahogany.”

“Yeh?” said Sid, not looking at me but
addressing a perfect stranger on the other
side of him.  “ Yeh? Jones going to pitch
to-day? | had an idea Hoyt would be on
the mound.”

| was silent. They is times when it’s
best. Then a lot of guys begin walking
out on the field and Sid left off conversing
with his new friend and watched them.

“ Sid,” I commenced again, resolving to
show7 a little interest in the game for his
sake, “ is that big tall man a—a Giant?”

“ The Yanks is playing to-day,” he told
me, impatient. “ Not the Giants.”

“Oh,” 1 returned. “ And which ones
are the Yanks?”

“ The ones in white,” he said. “ Home
team always wears white, visiting team,
gray.”

“1 see,” | come back with great intelli-
gence. “ Of course a visiting team would
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wear gray so the dirt won't show till they
can get back to the home laundry.”

Some rubes sitting behind us began to
snicker, and Sid got as red as a radish.

“Don’t talk,” he ordered, grumpy.
“ Watch the game.”

But everybody was talking and yelling
out to the boys on the field like they had
knowed them from infancy.

“ Meusel old kid,” they’d encourage,
“watch ’em, boy. Watch ’em coming.
Make ’em give yuh what yuh want, kid.
Wait for the right one. Now, swat it!”

1 couldn’t exactly get the drift of what
was going on, but the fellow alongside Sid
give him a crack on the shoulder and
shouted, “ My gootness! Two strikes on
Meusel. He vill fan himself, all right.”

“1 should think he would in this weath-
er,” | commented.

The two rubes in back of us pulled
another hee-hawr.

“ Little blondie knows all about base-
ball,” they tittered low, but Sid heard them
and got redder yet.

“Sid,” | said, “are you going to stand
for them two guys insulting me like that?”

“ Aw, Irene!” he yelped. * Cut it out
—honey.”

“You dont have to add ‘honey,”” |
told him. “The way you act nobody’d
know | was your fiancee, so you don*t have
to call me no nice names.”

“Now, listen, dear,” he commenced,
gentle, then rose up in his seat. “A
homer! Nope, just fell short of the
bleachers.” He sat down again.

I put my arm through his.
he was a sweet kid.

“ Siddie boy,” | suggested, “ if you don’t
want to talk about nothing else, why, we’ll
talk about baseball. Tell me, 1 want to
know why that man that stands back of
that man that stands back of the man with
the bat should sometimes yell out ‘strike
and sometimes ‘ball.” Ain't the ball a
4ball * no matter where it goes? It aint
no tomato, is it? And why does he call
it a ‘strike ” when the fellow only hits
at it? Why, if a lady with a black eye
told the judge her husband struck her, it
wouldnt mean he struck at her and missed.
I certainly cant see no sense in this game.”

After all,
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“ Well, for the Lord’s sake,” growled

Sid. If you cant, somebody else can.
Xow, shut up. | mean, keep still.”
| did shut up. | smoothed down my

wilted honeydew crepe, took off my torn
chiffon hat and sat there like a lamb. But
sweet daddy! Inside I was hissing.

Here | consent to go with my fiance
to his favorite sport, merely to be with him,
and end by getting as much attention as a
guy with a sore thumb in a hospital for
broken necks. | wade through a subway
jam, | brave the terrific heat, | inhale a
conglomeration of mixed tobacco smoke
that would make a hide factory smell like
a breath of spring—all to please one man
that don’t even realize I’m present.

So | remained, silent and alone with my
thoughts, while the little white and gray
bugs run around the green field, doing
something that evidently meant life and
death to ’em and the crowd that watched
em.

After what seemed to me a couple of
days, the whole grand stand stood up and
let out a sigh. | put on my hat and com-
menced to wedge through.

“ Where are you going?” asked Sid.

“ Aint the game over?” | inquired,
weary.

“ Naw, it’s only the seventh inning.”

“Then what are they all standing up
for?”

“Oh, | don’t know. They always stand
up to stretch in the middle of the seventh.”

“ They do?” | returned, sarcastic. *“ Why
not the sixth or the eighth? Who told
them to stand up the seventh?”

“I1 told you I dont know,” answered
Sid, irritable. “ Everybody does it te>
cause—everybody else does.”

“What a lot of cattle!” | exclaimed in
wonder, “ What a lot of dumb oxes!”

The rubes around us delivered me a dirty
look and commenced firing back a string of
uncomplimentary remarks.

“ Do you hear what them yeggs is say-
ing, Sid?” | protested. * Are you going to
see a lady insulted, especially your own
fiancee, without knocking some of them

nasty safe crackers for a row of gas
houses?"
“ Aw, lIrene,” he begged. “ Here, I

\
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buy you a soda pop,” he exclaimed with
sudden inspiration. " Never thought about
it before.”

“1 dont want no soda pop,” | snapped.
“In fact, I don't expect no attention from
you at all. Look, the game’s beginning
again. Xow sit down, deary, and watch
it close. You mustnt miss anything, honey
boy. And don*t talk to me. After all, I 'mf
only your promised bride. Talk to your
cunning little new friends sitting all around
you—that handsome gentleman that give
you the loan of his pencil so polite. Maybe
he’ll lend you a puff on that high priced
cheroot he’s smoking right in my face. Or
how about your friend there with the lav-
ender shirt? You seemed kind of intimate
with him. Oh, no, don’t you bother none
about me. I’'m all right. 1'm perfectly all
right.”

“ Now, listen, honey,” he began, but a
sudden roar drowned him out.

“ A homer!” he yelled, jumping up with

the rest. “ A homer! The Babe! Wowie,
that ties it! Oh, you kid, Babe! Atta
boy!” And he forgot all about me.

Somehow | managed to wade through the
home-going crowds without falling in my
tracks and finally dropped breathless on the
home steps, feeling like the charge of the
Light Brigade.

“ See you to-night, honey girl,” said Sid.
“ Great game, wasnt it? Glad it didn't end
in a tie.”

“Yes,” | remarked dryly. *“ And this
little game of love right here aint going
to end in no tie, either.”

A lump choked in my throat, but I swal-
lowed it down and went on with my cus-
tomary poise.

” Maybe | dont know much about base-
ball, but I learned enough'this afternoon to
inform you that you are out, boy. You—
are—out!  So go chase some other chicken.
Youre not going to catch this foul. I'm
going where my curves will be appreciated.
Here, take your diamond and lets see you
make a home run.”

“ Irene, what are you driving at?”

“ Merely this—that our engagement is
coming to a short stop. |’m giving you up,
kiddo, and | dont consider I'm making no
sacrifice, either.”
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And so he went.

That evening it seemed queer not to be
sitting out in the park with him, but, after
all, 1 wasn’t sorry | done what | done.
Catch me being a neglected wife? Well,
not on your tin type!

The next morning when | ambled into
the office, minus my sparkler, the girls let
out a howl that would make a pack of
huskies sound like the voice that breathed
o’er Eden.

“ Hooray!” they shouted. “ The girl is
running true to form. Oh, boy! We knew
it wouldnt last. Cleos coming into her
own again. Salome’s stepping out after a
relapse. Say, Rena, who’s going to be the
next goat?”

“They aint going to be no next,” 1 in-
formed them, dignified. *“ 1’m through with
the Josephs. Why, if the Prince of Wales
laid the crown of England at my feet 1d
tell him to go cut himself a piece of cake.
Friends, when you see me pulling this ne-
glected wife stuff it Il be time to give little
Irene McMahon a nice long ride in the
cuckoo coupe. See?”

At this moment my pal, Wade Murphy,
strolled in from the next room.

“What’s all the noise about?” he in-
quired. Then he noticed me. ““What ho,
Irene!” he exclaimed joyfully. “ Where’
that piece of “ice * you was toting?”

“1 dont need no ice to keep cool with,”
| returned, biting, “ now that I am employ-
ing the cold shoulder.”

* On who?” he hollered.

“ On my erstwhile fiance.”

“Oh, boy!” he shouted.
and rushed back into his office.

That evening he invited me out to a
show. Of course, | didn’t go, seeing I
had just declared my independence of man;
but as the week crawled by it seemed so
sort of lonesome "without that poor sap Sid,
that 1 finally told Wade | would take in a
movie with him.

After that | was real nice to the boy
in public, hoping somebody would see us
and tell Sid that 1 wasn’t no heartbroken
marv grieving for him in the solitude of my

“Oh, boy!”
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attic room. Nope, | flashed around with
this good looking Murphy kid wherever |
thought somebody | knew would see me,
and it must, have worked, because a week
after | first begin going out with Wade, Sid
called me up.

“ Honey,” he commenced, humble, but |
cut him short.

“ Say, listen, bozo,” | said, frigid—" who
told you you could get back in the game?
| didn’t hand vou out no rain check, did
I, eh?”

“ Maybe not,” he returned, slow, “ but
I just want you to know, girly, that | still
think you'’re the muskrat’s marcel, and if
ever—"

“ Good-by,” | cooed.

The next Sunday Wade asked me to go
to the Polo Grounds with him.

“ Gosh, are you a baseball fan, also?” |
exclaimed, incredulous.

“Sure | am,” he enthused. “ 1'd rather
see a home run than eat.”
“ Ah, ha!” | chortled. “ Oh, ho—this

is good!”

And | had to sit down, | was so weak.

“ What’s the matter?” he asked, puzzled.
“Don’t you like baseball? 1 thought you
used to go with Sid.”

“ Sure,” | tittered. *“ Sure, | love base-
ball. Just like I love Paris green on my
hot tamales, splinters in my club sandwich
and horseshoes in my peach pie.”

“ Well, aint you going with me, then?”
he said, disappointed.

I commenced heehawing afresh, and then
sobered down. Here this guy was begin-
ning to get serious with me, already asked
me to wed him, and though | wasnt think-
ing of doing it no more than | was thinking
of entering a cross continent tricycle race,
still—you never can tell. Al right, I'd put
him to the supreme test.

“Wade, my boy,” | smiled, “I1Ve de-
cided | would just love to go to the game
with you this afternoon. But sit tight a
minute, will you, while I don my last year’s
coat of mail and a cast iron bonnet. I'm
taking no chances this time.”

So we started out, me making a bee line
for the elevated two blocks down.

“ Hey, where you going?” Wade called,
summoning a taxi. * Climb in here.”
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“Oh, a taxi!” | snickered. *“ Well, of
course, we ain’t engaged. That does make
a difference.”

We finally got to the game and sat down
in the second tier.

“ Sorry we couldn’t get better seats,” be-
gins Wade. *“ Now, what do you want?
Ginger ale, soda pop, ice cream cone?”

“ My Lord, boy, what do you think you
are doing? Taking kid sister to the cir-
cus?”

“ Well, you look young enough to be my
kid sister,” he blarneyed. * Say, lis-
ten—"

The fellow next to him give him a poke.
“ Who’s on the mound?” he asked.

“ Dont know,” returned Wade, uninter-
ested, then resumed: *“ Say, listen—when
you going to be my kid?”

“ When Spark Plug—
game’s beginning.”

“Is it? When did you say you’d marry
me, sweetness?”

“ Gosh, fellow!” | marveled. “ I thought
you told me you was a baseball fan—that
you’d rather see a home run than eat?”

“1 am; but to-day’s different. 1 got you
here. What do | care about the game?”

| sat back, mildly thrilled. Some devo-
tion, huh? | had the hunch that Wade
wouldn’t be no wife neglecter. During the
first inning | done my best to turn his at-
tention to the field, with about as much
success as 1'd have interesting Old Black
Joe in a freckle remover. Several times the
rubes around us would attempt to engage
him in conversation.

“ Frisch’s up,” they’d inform him.
“ Think he’s good for a single?”

“ How do | know?” he’d snap. Then he
would edge over nearer me. “ Think we’re
good for a double?” hed smile.

By the middle of the third inning this
high pressure lovemaking was beginning to
tell on me. Though | swore | was off the
johns, and though | couldnt imagine my-
self making plans with another fellow like
I 'd made them with Sid—all about the little
home we was going to have, and everything
—still it was downright flattering to be able
to vamp a guy away from the sport hed
admitted he’d rather view than eat.

And I'm telling you now, if you are a

Look, Wade, the
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man and dont understand the ways of we
women, that there ain’t nothing so tickles
a girl than to feel she’s in the spotlight of
attention. However, if you want to get the
icy mitt from the jane, just invite her along
to your favorite sport and when the game's
over look around as much as to say: “ Oh,
sure, you're here, aint you, Marian? |
forgot | brung you with me.”

Yep, Wade certainly knew how to please
feminine fancy, and | was almost consider-
ing letting him make love to me for life,
when | spotted a familiar back four rows
down from us.

Sid!

There he was, totally wrapped up in the
movements of the game, punching his new
found friends to the right and left every
time the ball went cracking from the bat,
and hollering out advice to the bovs on the
field.

Sid, the same old Sid, taking in his Sun-
day afternoon baseball like it meant life and
death to him.

As | watched him a funny little stab cut
through me. His shoulders was so broad
and nice. | remembered how proud | had
been of them, and how every time | went
walking with him | kidded myself | was
out strolling with Doug Fairbanks. Then
he turned to talk to a john next to him, and
I caught a glimpse of that chin | used to
think was so masculine. Yep, they was
something about the curve of that chin that
always got me. So boyish it was, and yet
so manly, as the novels word it.

Then Wade noticed him.

“ Say. theres a friend of yours!” he
smiled, malicious. “ Dont | wish he'd turn
around! 17d like to see the cute little cold
stare vou’d hand him. Listen, honey—"

“ What?”

“You dont like him no more, do you?
From the way you was looking at him for
a minute, | thought—"

“ Dont worry!” | yelped. *“ Why, if
smiling at that poor yap would save me
forever from the Big Bottomless Pit, 17d
proceed to pull a face that would make
Bull Montana look like an English choir
boy.”

Just then Sid turned around, his eyes
wandering back over the upper seats.
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Finally he spotted us.

And Il never forget the expression in
his lamps. Pleading, it was, hurt. As for
me, | give him the once-over as if to say,
“ Now, where have | seen that fellow be-
fore?” and snuggled up to Wade.

“ What was you saying, deary?” | cooed.

Of a sudden a commotion commenced in
the grand stand, and the people in front rose
like one man.

” Duck the foul!” somebody shouted.

A white object come zipping up from the
home plate. Sid was still looking at me
with that awful expression in his eyes when
the ball caught him square behind the ears.

He crumpled, and the mob packed
around him.

* Sid!” I hollered. “ Oh, Sid!” and com-
menced climbing over the seats, battling
my way through.

*“ Carry him out,” they was saying. “ Get
a car. Where's a doctor?”

They was picking him up when | reached
him, Wade vyelling something about my
making a fool of myself.

“ Let me go with him,” | begged. “ 11—
I'm his fiancee. Let me take him home.”

Ir r

THE DAY THAT

What’s the use of talkin’ bout the days that used to be?

AY!
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Somehow we got him through the jam
and out to the gates, and in a minute we
was speeding down the street. On the way
he opened his eyes.

" Sid,” | choked, not knowing what else
to say.

“ Hello, Irene,” he smiled.
going?”

“Why, we’re making a home run, Siddie
boy,” I told him. “ How’ that suit you,
huh?”

u Great!” he said, weak but happy.

“ Where we

So we was married, and still are. As
for me considering myself a neglected wife
on Sundays, when the Giants meet the
Phillies or the Yanks meet Chicago, el
cetera—say, | certainly have learned my
lesson.

And I’'m never going to make Sid neglect
his baseball for me no more. Look what
he got in the neck the only time he ever
did take his eye off the game to pay me
some attention! Nope, as | often tell him
—Sid, whether in the bleachers or business,
keep your eye on the ball, boy. Keep—
your—eye—on the ball.

U U

IS

They’re dead an’ gone an’ cant be lived again by you or me:
But here’s a live one—here’s to-day, all spic an’ span an’ new—
Let’s see if we cant fill it full of things that’s good to do!

Let’s keep it clean in thought an’ word an’ deed,, the while we work
At some of them hard jobs we've long allowed ourselves to shirk;

An’ while we dig an’ delve away, to keep us in the swing

Let’s all join in some sunny song an’ help each other sing!

| aint no blame’ Caruso, an’ as far | can hear

In all the bunch there ain’t one voice that’s halfway true nor clear;
But, if we sing our loudest an’ we’re meanin’ ev’ry word,

The sound Il be the cheeriest thing a feller ever heard!

So, grab your pick and shovel, or your hammer or votir pen,
An’ well put in the demdest day of hustle known to rilta:

For what’s the use of talkin’ bout the days that’s out of biz,
When here’s a chance to put some dents in this big day that is!

Beech Hilton.
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CHAPTER XVII.

LUCY INTERVENES.

lips of the young woman standing be-
fore him in the country lane and he,
too. smiled slowly, not a whit abashed that
she had guessed the truth.
“ So you were wise, after all?” he asked.
“ Sure, we'll travel together—that is, if
you’re going my way?”
“1 thought M7ieu’ was coming mine!”
she murmured demurely.
“ Whatever you say! Here let me carry
that for you.” He possessed himself of her
handbag, which she relinquished without

PHIL HOWE gazed at the mocking red

The Super-Swing," - The Doom Dealer," etc.

a murmur, and continued in his irrepress-
ible, bantering tone: “ You didnt think
I'd stay on after youd gone, when 17d
come from the city expressly to see you?
My dear Lucy, |°d follow you to Scranton,
if youd say the word!”

She drew in her breath sharply, but for
a moment was silent as they walked to-
gether toward the head of the lane. He
glanced sidewise at her, but she had bowed
her head, her dark lashes sweeping her
cheek as she kept her eyes fastened upon
the ground. Her profile told him nothing.

At last she sighed plaintively, and the
accent was gone from her voice when she
spoke.

This story began in the ArgosyAltstory Weekly for March 29.
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“1’'m never going back to Scranton, only
as far as New York, to find another place
where | can hide and earn my living—till
I'm recognized, and have to move on again.
Isn't it hard that people wont ever let
you live tilings down?”

So she was trying the sob stuff on him!
He’d had a flash of her temper the day
before and he knew she would give him
short shrift now if she had nothing to con-
ceal. On the other hand he had every-
thing to learn if he pretended to fall in with
her game and could catch her off her guard.

“Is that what youre doing? Why do
you stick to the same line, then, that you
pulled when you were working in with the
Dobson gang? 1 should think a manicuring
table in a hotel barber shop would suit you
better—more like old times. It stands to
reason the bulls are going to pull the rec-
ords on you whenever they spot you in a
new lay.”

Ldcy Regnier bit her lip but her tone
was almost saintly in its gentle resignation
as she replied:

“No, I'm more used now to pretty sur-
roundings and quiet, and the work of a
parlormaid isn’t hard. |ve been very happy
this past year, and if only poor Mr.
Monckton hadnt been killed and you come
to try to drag me into it! But | suppose
I must go on paying and | shouldn’t com-
plain.”

“ What makes you say | came to drag
you into it, or give you away?” Phil Howe
asked with a beguiling note of sympathy.
“1 didnt act like it, did 1? | could have
gone straight to Mrs. Miller or the old
man’s lawyers, but as it is you've left of your
own accord, and a reference from there after
holding your position so long ought to be
worth having.”

“You didnt snitch on me because you
wanted to get something out of me!” she

accused, with a return of her natural
manner.

“Sure | did!” he responded in perfect
good humor. “ | wanted a line on the other

servants and | thought you’d be reasonable
and give it to me. We’re going to New
York, you tell me? Are we walking there,
or is a station somewhere down the line?”
They had come to the end of the lane,
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where it turned into the broad road running
parallel with the turnpike and Lucy pointed.

“ There’s something better — a garage.
We can hire a car to take us to the next
station on the line. Oh, think of the re-
porters and police detectives there’ll be on
the trains because of the funeral to-day!
If we could only—"

She paused, and Phil understood. Well,
why not? It would mean a prolonged
tete-a-tete, but if he could convince her
that he believed she was running straight
she might let something slip.

“ Say, why not motor in all the way to
the city? We ought to be able to make it
in a couple of hours with any kind of a
car and | asked you to go for a ride with
me, didnt 1?” he urged. “ How far is this
garage?”

“Only just around that turn ahead.
Thats what | meant to do if I was alone,
but maybe they won’t have a car.” Lucy
spoke uncertainly and then flashed him a
sad little smile. “ Where is our ride to
end, Philip? At headquarters?”

“ Aw, you know better than that!” Phil
exclaimed reproachfully. “ Anywhere you
want to go, of course, and if they havent
a car they can tell us where we can get
one.”

But when they came to the small garage
and service station, a dingy and rather
ramshackle sedan was available and the
mechanic lounging about volunteered to
take them to the city for a flat rate of
twenty-five dollars.

“ An open car would have been nicer—”
Lucy began doubtfully.

it Still, if this bus can travel, it’lll be
better than the train,” suggested Phil.
“Where are we going?” .

“ To one hundred and forty New Golder’s
Green Road,” she answered. “It’s a little
street in the Bronx only lately cut through,
but if this boy dont know how to find it—"

“1 know it, all right,” the mechanic
volunteered. * My sister lives near.”

The arrangement was concluded and
they started along the road, the roar of
the motor settling into a steady, high-
pitched, singing hum that made Phil nar-
row his eyes. The car was evidently as-
sembled of many heterogeneous parts, but
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if he knew its voice, that was a Duplex
Special motor and high-geared, at that.
What was it doing with a soap-box flivver
body and tin wheels?

Lucy wrinkled her nose at the stale,
musty odor within and he lowered the win-
dows and then turned to her.

“That’s better, eh? Tell me, Lucy, is
it on the level? Have you cut out the old
game?”

“ It wouldnt be any use to try to con-
vince you.” She shrugged. “ If you know
as much as you seem to, you’ll remember
that the ladies | worked for as maid were
all very fond of entertaining and dress—
and jewels. s it likely that 1 would have
stayed for more than a year'in the house-
hold of only one old gentleman?”

“Well, it isnt up to your former speed,”
he admitted. “ Still it’s funny how bur-
glaries always follow in your wake, isn't it?
Even now!”

“ But not murder!” Lucy twisted her
hands together and the horror in her voice
was unfeigned. “ There was never any
rough stuff—”

She halted but
quickly.

“1 know; not until the time Regner was
bumped off, and he started it then.”

“ It was the end for me!” she cried in
sudden passion. “ 1 only—did what | did
because of him, and nothing could ever be
fastened on me; he saw to that! You can’t
frame me for what I’'m saying now! It%
all over long ago and nobody can connect
me with this awful thing!”

“1 dont want to, but how about the
other guy, the one who grabbed you in the
grounds last night? Did you recognize
him? It was pretty dark.”

“ Not till he spoke, but the stars were
out and it was bright enough for me to see
his face. | couldnt mistake that, it was
the man | told you about; the one who
came three times to see Mr. Monckton.”

“ Sure, it was!” Phil relaxed a trifle,
grinning.  “ It’s lucky for you he didn't
happen to spot you last year, for he knew
you all right! ”

“Is he one of the Shadowers, too?” Lucy
turned wide eyes upon him, and he shook
his head.

Phil Howe nodded
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“ Nope; he isnt a bull, either.”

* Of course not, or Mr. Monckton would
never have talked to him about his son.
It’s all true, what | told you! He did say
that his death would some day be laid at
his son’s door!”

“ And why were you listening, if you
hadnt some little game of your own to
play?” Phil demanded.

“1 told you—I was curious.” She glanced
for a moment out of the window at the
hedgerows flying past. “ His visits seemed
to have such a queer, bad effect on the old
gentleman. He knew what was coming to
him, some time or other, and that frame-up
of a burglary didn’t even take in the bulls!
Oh, it is wicked to try to connect me with
it His son did it, he must have, and how
could I know anything about it just be-
cause |—there’s an unproven record against
me?”

“ How could you?” Phil Howe echoed,
with no trace of sarcasm. * Even if his
son didnt do it, there’s nothing to show
that the burglar was enough of a top-
notcher to travel with what’s left of the
Dobson gang, or that you've had anything
to do with them for two years or so.”

“ Yet you came after me, you trailed me
from Friday on, you knew when | tele-
phoned to Mrs. Wilson from the drugstore,
you had her number!”

“ £Mrs. Wilson?””

“ Oh, you know very well!” Lucy made
an impatient little movement of her hands.
“ Bronx 6090. She’s the friend 1'm going
to now, at New Golder’s Green Road. |ve
known her since just before | went to work
at the Manor. She’s a dressmaker, a decent,
fine woman and she doesn’t know anything
about me except that I ’'m a widow and have
had a lot of trouble.”

“You went to all the bother of going to
the village to phone her instead of just call-
ing her from the Manor; you've got to ad-
mit it looked kind of funny under the cir-
cumstances.” Phil remarked, adding sud-
denly:

“ Say, have you noticed that this lad
goes all around the outskirts of every village
we pass instead of straight on through?
Listen, bo, wkat’s the idea? Why the
detours?"
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He had stuck his head out of the window
and the youth grinned back, over his
shoulder.

“ 1l get you there just as quick, mister,
make it up in the open country, but I got
plenty of summonses around here and they’d
lay for me if | was only hittin’ it ten miles
an hour!”

“ Another case of giving a dog a bad
name!” Lucy murmured. “ I had to go to
the drugstore Friday night for a headache,
and | thought 1°d call up from there at the
same time, because Mrs. Miller is always
trying to listen in and it makes it uncom-
fortable to know’ there’s somebody at your
shoulder. | told Mrs. Wilson that 1’d get
down to see her to-day if I could.”

Phil reflected. The traveling man had
said he could tell by her voice that she was
talking to a * john,” but he might have been
kidding. Still, there was the difference in
the last figure of the number; it wasnt
what was written on the wall.

“You’re sure you didn’t call up 6099?”
he asked.

Lucy stared at him and then burst into
laughter, with an hysterical note in it that
she must have been conscious of herself
for she choked it back swiftly.

“Of course I am! Didnt | get Mrs.
Wilson herself?” she retorted, then sighed
again. “ When you came yesterday after-
noon and | knew you’d been spying on me,
| thought you were going to take me down
to headquarters and rake up all the past,
and 1'd be questioned and warned and all,
over again! I've been trying so hard to
forget and after this last year I hoped 1°d
be left in peace!”

Their horn sounded twice as she stopped
speaking and Phil glanced out but nothing
was ahead in the road and their pace was
slackened. They were in the open country
once more with wide meadows on one side
stretching away to a distant orchard, and
on the other the spreading golf course of a
country club which flaunted its flag and
gay avmings far on the top of a hill.

No one appeared on the links and he
could make out the lines of but a single
touring car drawn up before the club
veranda.

“ Pretty early in the season for that kind
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of joint to doll up on Sunday,” Phil re-
marked, and turned again to his companion.
“ No one’s going to bother you, Lucy—"

He halted with his jaw dropped, for he
was staring straight into the muzzle of a
small pistol as businesslike in appearance
as the one he had flourished on the night
before and which now reposed ineffectually
in his hip pocket. He made an instinctive
reach toward it, however, but stopped at
the cold menace of the woman’ tone.

“None of that!” she cried sharply.
“ Stick em up, and keep em up! I'm
going to make sure nobody bothers me,
least of all a bum amateur dick! Come
on, Bert, I've got him covered, and if |
have to shoot they’ll think it's a punctured
tirel  Make it snappy!”

The youth, still grinning, had climbed
down and opened the door. In a flash he
produced a gag and several short lengths
of trolley wire.

“ Get down on the floor, quick!” he
ordered while Phil glanced desperately down
the deserted road and calculated his chances
of being heard if he lifted his voice. Lucy
had belonged to the Dobson gang and shed
stick at nothing now that it was a question
of being involved in one murder! He knew
the implacable killer’s look, and it was in
her eyes now. He shrugged and dropped
ignominiously to the floor of the car while
the young gunman expertly frisked, and
then bound and gagged him.

“ Cars coming! ” Lucy Regnier warned
suddenly in a low, tense tone. “ Look at
your rear wheel, Bert, 1'll keep him down
below the window’!”

The sound of an approaching car was in-
deed borne nearer and nearer to them as
Bert dosed the door and bent leisurely
over the wheel. That threatening gun was
pressing close against Phil’s ear now and he
was helpless, anyway, with that confounded
gag tearing his mouth apart and the wires
cutting into his wrists and ankles!

He uttered a strangled oath that was
some relief to his feelings as the other car
passed and its humming was lost in the
distance.

Lucy laughed again.

“Don’t waste any time when you get
loose trying to locate my friend Mrs.
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Wilson!” she advised jeeringly. *“ There
isn't any Golder’s Green nearer than Lon-
don! Roll him out, Bert, and over the
ditch through that opening in the hedge.
There’ll be a golfer or two around in the
afternoon to find him, or a course keeper
to-morrow. By-by, Philip, dont pick up
any strange girls in future!”

Her gibe was lost as he was dragged from
the car and bumped into the ditch, from
which a hard boot prodded him through
the hedge and rolled him to the shade of
a tree near a bench on the course. He was
lying on his face in the new, tender grass,
but he heard the slam of the door and the
woman’ triumphant laughter above the
roar of the motor as the car sped off down
the road.

With a violent wrench Phil turned him-
self over and heaved his body to a sitting
posture, straining his eyes wildly for a sign
of life about him, but the links were as
deserted as the road upon which a little
cloud of dust was slowly settling. There
was no human habitation in sight on the
other side of the road, and the clubhouse
was too far away for a cry or gesture to
have attracted attention, even had he been
able to make one. The gag was an increas-
ing torture and the slightest movement made
the wires that bound him grind deeper into
his flesh.

But greater than his physical suffering
was the humiliation of his predicament. To
think that he, one of the slickest yeggs in
the country had been kidnaped by two
cheap crooks in broad daylight, trussed up
and thrown here to await the problematical
coming of someone to liberate him!  Still,
Scranton Lucy had been a full-fledged mem-
ber of the redoubtable Dobson gang; she
wasn’t exactly a tyro. There was some
salve to his injured vanity in that. And
if he was a bum amateur detective as she
had called him, he’d show her up yefl The
very fact that she had been at such pains
to rid herself of him proved her complicity,
if not in the actual murder, then in some-
thing almost as bad that was going on.
He’d get her before he was through!

But how easily he had been trapped!
Phil mentally writhed at the thought. He
had asked for what was handed to him—
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begged for it! If the other Shadowers were
ever to know of this!

How had she got word to her buddy, the
young gangster with the camouflaged car,
and planted him so conveniently to steer
Phil to? What had Bert done with the
garage man? Sent him off down the road
somewhere on a toning job, probably, and
offered to take charge till he could get
back. She was a good actress, that Scranton
Lucy. Her hesitation about the closed car
and the story of her troubles told afterward
to keep him from following the roads too
attentively had been well put over consider-
ing that he’d ought to have been leery,
knowing what she was!

A muffled groan forced its way through
the gag. Would nobody ever come along?
The sun wasn’t even nearly overhead yet,
it couldnt be more than ten o’clock, for
they’d started pretty early. Phil remem-
bered how narrow and rutted the road had
been with no other car upon it since they
left the last village except the one which
passed while he lay helpless. It was no
doubt a back way rarely used and there
was no telling when anyone else would
travel by, especially on a Sunday when the
cars all flocked to the main turnpike.

He’d never seen a golf course before
without some cuckoo old guys chasing a
ball around on it, but as he remarked to
Lucy just before she stuck him up it was
early in the season, and it would be like the
way his luck seemed to be running now if
he died there of starvation!

The pangs of hunger were gnhawing at
him, making him lightheaded. Phil recalled
that he’d had nothing to eat that day, not
a morsel of food since the sloppy dinner
at the hotel the night before. He’d give
something for a cup of that weak, greasy-
looking coffee right now! His throat was
dry and swelling and his wrists and ankles
felt as though those wires were red hot,
searing into them! If only—

All at once his heart missed a beat and
then started racing again, for a little white
sphere had come bounding over the top
of a bunker and a young masculine voice
reached him, a rather unpleasant voice,
cultured but with a nasty, jibing note in it.
However, no music could have been sweeter
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to Phil’s ears and heedless of the anguish
it caused him he flung himself flat and
started rolling violently toward it.

Two masculine figures loomed into view,
with a smaller laden one in tow. All three
halted for a moment in stupefaction, then
rushed down upon him.

“Whats up? Some tramp having a fit?”
the young voice queried. “ Dont touch
him! Let the caddie run back—"

“ Xo! Stay here, boy! Cant you see,
Xorcross, that the fellow’s bound and
gagged? Here, my man, just a minute and
well have you loose—”

The older, drawling tones trailed off into
silence and it was as well for the speaker
as for Phil himself that the latter was
gagged, for the face bending over him was
that of Lucian Baynes!

The jewel expert of the Shadowers recog-
nized him at the same moment and before
the strange young man in foppishly correct
golf attire and the staring caddie an instan-
taneous message flashed from eye to eye of
the two colleagues.

The wire was untwisted from his wrists
and the gag snatched from his mouth. Phil
sat up weakly, trying to force a grin of re-
assurance to his distorted lips, but bright
spots danced before his eyes and the blood
surging suddenly through his arms brought
sharp stabs of agony. Then a vacuum flask
was presented to his mouth and ice cold
coffee trickled in a delicious stream down
his parched throat. In a moment speech
came.

* Thanks—awfully—friends of mine—"
It was a mere croaking whisper with un-
expected rasps in it, but he managed to
convey to Lucian Baynes that he under-
stood and there was to be no recognition.
“ Practical joke carried too far, that’s all.”

Lucian was at work upon his ankles now,
but the young man stood superciliously by
and the caddie still stared open mouthed.

“You mean you don’t want the police
notified?” the young man asked incredu-
lously. “ This looks rather odd to me, Bal-
lantyne; we’d better not have anything to
do with it. He doesn’t appear to need any
further assistance, and the sooner he’s off
the grounds the better.”

Phil had risen weakly and now he stood
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rubbing his wrists and wondering how he
could manage a word in private with Lucian
Baynes. The name “ Ballantyne ” had il-
luminated the situation for him as far as his
colleague was concerned; Lucian, under the
guise he formerly assumed to the prosperous
traveling public was evidently doing society
for further data on their client and he had
called the young snob with him * Xorcross.”

He must be the Chester Xorcross whom
Richard Monckton had publicly thrashed,
the brother of the girl to whom he had been
engaged, and a good job, too, Phil con-
cluded, glowering at him. But how was he
to get Lucian aside? The jewel expert
solved that problem for him.

“Your friends probably took your money
from you, too, didnt they?” he asked, and
at Phil’s nod he added: * Here, 11l stake
you to your ticket back to Xew York if
thats where you want to go, and show you
the way to the station. Come along!”

Heedless of young Xorcross’s further ex-
postulations he led the .way to the opening
in the hedge and pointed down the road, at
the same time taking out his wallet.

“ Go to the office as quick as you can!”
he exclaimed in a hurried undertone. “ Xo
time for explanations now, but something’s
wrong there and Ethel’s gone again! She
has left the Shadowers!”

CHAPTER XVIII.

DESERTION UNDER FIRE.

noon of Saturday in unaccustomed

solitude for not a single member of the
firm put in an appearance and there was no
messages. She was in a fever of impatience
and suspense. When at last Cliff Xichols
phoned she begged anxiously for news.

“ Tell you later; nothing very much, but
we’re on the right track.” The buoyant
note in his voice was unmistakable, however.
“You know what 1 tried to get out of our
client yesterday; | want you to go down and
see him yourself this afternoon. Do you

ETHEL JEPSOX had spent the fore-

mind? It isn’t a very pleasant place.”
“Mind?” Ethel caught him up. “I'm
dying to go, Mr. Nichols! Will they let

me in, though?”
6 A
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“Yes, |'ve arranged for that; just give
your name and take one of our cards with
you,” CIliff replied. “ Find out if you can
the reason why he doesn’t like the house-
keeper and where she might have ben dur-
ing the five years before she took that posi-
tion, and also the exact state of affairs ex-
isting between our client and the lady who
crossed on the same steamer with him. Do
you understand?”

“ Perfectly. Shall I come straight back
here, Mr. Nichols?” she asked eagerly. *|I
do so want to know what’s going on, and
there hasn’t been any word from a soul! ”

“1 didnt expect any!” CIiff laughed.
“Yes, I'll meet you at the office about
four.”

Ethel felt no such squeamishness as her
superior had done in entering the Tombs,
but only a lively interest and curiosity. She
greeted Richard Monckton when he ap-
peared with a matter of fact friendliness
that robbed the situation of any embarrass-
ment for him. Clifford Nichols had given
her a free hand and she meant to make
the most of it.

“ Mr. Monckton, | suppose you think it’s
funny, my coming to you,” she began with-
out preamble. “ You see, I'm a little bit
more than just office manager for our firm;
I work right along with them on cases and
they tell me everything.”

“1 was told that I might place every
confidence in you, Miss Jepson; thank you
for coming to me.” Richard smiled faintly.
“ You have some news?”

“Well, I hadn’t any instructions to tell
you, but we’re really on the trail of that bur-
glar. There isn’t a doubt but we’ll be able
to prove very soon that he was there in
your house Thursday night even if we can't
pick him up right away, though we’ll do
that, too, later!”

She spoke with serene conviction, and
Richard’s worn face lighted with heartfelt
relief.

“Thank God!” he cried. “1 can’t tell
you what that means to me! But it is cer-
tain? You are not saying this simply to
reassure me?”

“ It is the truth, Mr. Monckton!” Ethel
asserted. “1 dont think I'm at liberty to
tell you any details, but we'Ve traced that
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number he wrote on the wall, and now
youll just have to be patient, for it’s a
waiting game.”

“ 111 wait months, years, if it means a
final clearing of my name! ” exclaimed Rich-
ard. “1 hadnt the slightest fear that I
could be convicted of such a hideous thing,
but the thought of the trial was a living
horror! | couldn’t even be sure that you
people believed me!  Why should you when
the police didn, and every one else has de-
serted me—"

He broke off, but the sudden bitterness
in his tone was sharper than that of a man
condemned alone by public opinion. Some
one on whose faith he depended had failed
him and Ethels sympathetic eyes saw the
truth.

“ Dont you believe every one’s deserted
you!” she declared warmly. *“ Maybe
they’re keeping away from here because
they think you would want them to, but
theyve been to other places for you! |
may be saying more than | should, but I
know you won’t give me away, and | didn*
make any promise not to tell you! What if
somebody ’d come to us, somebody who
knew you weren’t guilty and wanted to help
you any way they could without your
knowing?”

Barbara Norcross had not come to help,
but to seek reassurance herself. Ethel was
well aware of that, but she could not resist
giving him that grain of mendacious com-
fort and the truth had never been of the
least importance to her unless it happened
to serve her ends.

She felt amply rew'arded when their client
took both her hands and wrung them heart-
ily, saying with a little quiver in his tones:

“ Bless you, Miss Jepson! | know what
you mean, but | couldn’t be sure; | hardly
dared to hope! All the circumstances were
against me and why should any one have
believed in the face of such a damning chain
of evidence!”

As though to conceal his emotion he
reached in his pocket for the thin platinum
case and took from it a cigarette, rolling it
nervously between fingers that shook
slightly.

“ Everybody ought to have believed you
if theyve got good common sense,” said
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Ethel. ““1 knew right from the start that
there wasnt any question of your having
anything to do with it and Mr. Nichols
never wasted a minute in a different direc-
tion than going straight after the man who
killed your father, Mr. Monckton. But
other things will come up that weve got to
answer.”

“ | appreciate that fact.” Richard spoke
slowly, tapping with the cigarette on the
case as he had done during the interview
in the Shadowers’ office. “ 1°d like you to
know, Miss Jepson, that | feel very grate-
ful, more than satisfied with the way you
have taken hold of the affair, and especially
the view which you yourself have taken.
A woman’s intuition is seldom wrong and
it encourages me to believe that others may
be brought to feel as you do. YouVve no
idea how it bucks a fellow up!”

“ Oh, well, I dont matter,” Ethel re-
marked flatly. “ 1 might be able to help,
though, in the things that perhaps you think
dont mean anything in the investigation
because they don’t bear directly on the mur-
der.. They count, anyway, and we dont
want them sprung on us without a come-
back. This Mrs. Miller, for instance. She
was playing some sort of a game, we’re wise
to that, for she dont belong in any house-
keeper’s position, but she stuck it out a long
while—ten years.”

Richard glanced down thoughtfully at
the cigarette as a few grains of tobacco
spilled from its loosened end upon his hand.
He made no effort to light it, and the guard
by the door, who had been watching unob-
trusively for such a move, turned away.
At length the client looked up again into his
questioner’s eyes.

“1 told Mr. Nichols her history.”

“ But not all of it!” Ethel countered.
“You said she disappeared for five years
after her husband’s death before she came
to your father. She must have talked a
little about those five years. It would be a
natural enough question for anybody to ask
her where she’d been, especially as she wias
supposed to be broke.”

“1 didnt ask her,” Richard disclaimed
hastily. “ | believe she told my father she
had traveled almost constantly and |Vve
heard her speak of some place in the West—
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Laramie, if 1 remember rightly. She—she
always seemed satisfied with her position as
mistress of my fathers house.”

An inkling came to Ethel with his last
words, and she said bluntly:

* She’d have been more satisfied to have
it permanently, wouldnt she? She’d known
What it was to be country poor and then had
a few years of society and high living in the
city, only to have it swept away. She was
still good looking, and pushing and schem-
ing—"

“Oh, | wouldnt go so far as to say
that!” Richard expostulated.

“1 know you wouldnt; that’s why I'm
saying it for you!” Ethel retorted. * She
knew your father was sympathetic about
her troubles and so she hung on year after
year making herself necessary to him, and
counting on his being soft enough to marry
her as he got older! You were in her way,
and I’ll bet she helped on the trouble be-
tween you and your father all she could! ”

“1 have no proof that Mrs. Miller had
any designs on my father.” Richard smiled
again, deprecatingly. *“ It would be cad-
dish of me to say so; my father would
never have dreamed of taking such a step
and it is all over now-. If he hasn't left her
well provided for in view of her long service
I shall arrange it. | have never been aware
of any open hostility on her part.”

That was that! Ethel drew a deep
breath. She had judged the young man in
her shrewd way at his first coming to the
Shadowers and her belief in him was intensi-
fied now as her impulsive sympathies were
more strongly enlisted. He was crazy about
that girl who didn’t care enough to have
faith in spite of everything; that was pat-
ent. But just what understanding, if any,
existed between them when the steamer
docked three days before? Cliff Nichols
wanted to know' and Ethel had no intention
of failing him if she could help it. It was
going to be hard, though, in the face of
Richard Monckton’s perfectly pleasant but
aloof manner.

“ Mr. Monckton, you told Mr. Nichols
that you weren’t engaged to be married,
but somebody else seems to think you are—
somebody that ought to know,” she de-
clared shamelessly. “ Of course nothing’
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been announced and maybe you don't feel
that it’s any of our business, but it may be
brought out if they actually hold you for
trial before we get the goods. Is it true
that this other party misunderstood? That
you were just—kidding?”

“ She acknowledged it?” The cigarette
dropped from his fingers and rolled upon
the long table before the end of which he
sat. “ She stood by me even to—to that,
in the face of everything? | thought, of
course, that she would shrink from it now
and | would never have tried to. hold her—”

Again he checked himself and a deep red
flushed his cheeks. * Tell her not to come
here, Miss Jepson! | will not see her again
till 1 can come to her a free man with the
stain of this horrible accusation wiped away
forever. Tell her—but I am not supposed
to know that she has been to you! | can
trust you to—to say the right thing. You've
given me a new lease of life!  Will you come
again?”

“If Mr. Nichols will let me.” Ethel
rose. “ Just you remember that we’re work-
ing for you every minute!”

“1'm certain of that!” Richard shook
hands once more with undisguised fervor.
“ | shall wait as patiently as I can.”

Ethel left with her brain on fire. Their
client must be cleared, and soon! He was
one of the nicest boys she had ever seen.
That girl wasn’t half good enough for him,
but if he wanted her he should have his
chance. She burned with impatience to
further his cause. When she reached the
office of the Shadowers to find Cliff Nichols
awaiting her she burst upon him like a small
whirlwind.

“ What did you find out at 840 West One
Hundred and Tenth?” she demanded.
“ Did you find the family and talk to the
little girl? Did she tell you the name of
the man who* was supposed to call her uncle
up that Thursday night and didn’t?”

“You mean, have | got the murderer
handcuffed in my study now?” Cliff shook
his head at her. “ Ethel, it isn’t going to
be as easy as that! | found out from the
janitor that only two families have tele-
phones in the house and there’s a ten-year-
old named ° Bessie * in one of them, on the,
third floor rear. But | haven’t caught a
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glimpse of her. Our phone call last night
must have given them the alarm and they’re
keeping the child close. It wouldn’t do
any good to get in their apartment on some
pretext; 111 have to watch and try to spot
“Uncle Charlie * and gain his confidence.
It going to take time.”

Ethel opened her lips to speak, but evi-
dently changed her mind. Her cheeks
were flushed and her breath came fast, yet
when at length she spoke it was to say
meekly:

“Is that all? That sounds like days and
days when every minute counts, and sup-
pose Uncle Charlie doesn’t show up for
weeks, if he’s mixed up in the murder?
Whatll you do?”

Cliff Nichols shrugged.

“ What can we do?” he asked. “ That’s
the only clew we have, and there is no other
way to follow it. Did Monckton tell you
anything?”

“ He just let on without knowing it that
a guess or two of mine was correct.” Ethel
told of their client’s unconscious admission
of the renewed engagement and of the
housekeeper’s long-deferred hopes which
death had finally shattered.

When she had finished, Cliff nodded.

“1 thought so, but I wanted to make
sure. You needn’t wait, Ethel; just leave
a note for any of the boys who might drop
in to meet me here to-morrow afternoon.”

“You'e going back uptown?” There was
blank disappointment in her tone. “ Isn’t
there anything maybe | could do there?
If I could get in with the kids mother in
some my—"

Cliff shook his head resolutely, ignoring
the pleading in her tone.

“Not a chance, Ethel; its too risky!
I’'m not afraid you’d make any slip that
would give us away, and with your remark-
able luck and cleverness, my dear, you
might be able to pick up some valuable
clews. But there’s a killer with his own
life to fight for and his friends and ac-
complices will stick at nothing! We can't
afford to take a chance with your safety
now! 17l see you to-morrow afternoon, and
meanwhile just try to forget all about it.”

Forget it? Ethel sat lost in deep and
earnest reflection after Cliff had taken his
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departure. Forget it, even for a minute,
with Richard Monckton’s worn, anguished
face before her, his pathetically hopeful,
brave voice still ringing in her ears? Let
twenty-four more hours pass while he
waited, and CIiff Nichols watched for a
man who would be suspicious of overtures
for many a long day to come? Could she
close her ears and keep her twitching fin-
gers from meddling with the case, as she
had with the others? She pursed her lips
and a slow, unmistakable light dawned in
her eyes.

The next morning when Lucian dropped
into the office he found Rex Powell there
before him. His face was very grave, al-
most stern, and he held two notes in his
hand.

“ Cliff here?” Lucian Baynes asked. *“ I
haven't succeeded in arranging an introduc-
tion to Miss Barbara Norcross, but |ve
got the next best thing, although it% highly
distasteful! My old steamship acquain-
tance presented me to young Chester Nor-
cross, her brother, at his club last night,
and although he is an unmitigated swine,
| 've accepted his invitation to play a round
of golf with him this morning out at the
Willowmere Club. I’ll let him beat me
with just enough trouble to make it inter-
esting. That ought to be good for an
invitation to meet his sister. Have you
been busy?”

“Very much so, but I e only succeeded
in having general rumors corroborated and
in discovering that our client’s associates
and even his friends from university days
have unanimously taken the police view of
the case.” Rex held out one of the notes.
“ Ethel left this last evening, evidently
under instructions from CIliff. He’ll be
here this afternoon and wants all of us to
meet him if we can.”

*“ Ethel left this last night?” Lucian read
the slip and frowned. “Isnt she coming
here to-day? That’ odd; never could keep
her out of things before when we had an
investigation on!”

“ Ethel will not be here,” Rex Powell
replied slowly as he extended the second
sheet of paper. It was not typed but care-
fully written though under some stress, as
the erasures showed. “1 am afraid that
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this time we have really lost our secre-
tary!”

There was a deep note of pain in his
voice, but Lucian Baynes did not heed it
as he stared at the words beneath his eyes.

Dear Shadovvers:

Hope you won't mind, but I’'m going away
again for a little while. There doesn’t seem
to be any way | can help you now and you
don't need me. Maybe you won't want me
to come back, but I will have to take a chance
on that. Don’t worry' about me, | shall be
quite all right, and |1 hope you’ll forgive me.
Please don’t go to Mrs. Gordon. | told her
Mr. Powell was sending me away on business *
for him, but it's really my own. With best
wishes for success.and good luck,

Ethel Jipson.

“ So shes had enough of us!” Lucian
exclaimed. “ That 'taste of society life has
spoiled her for the work here and | can't
blame her, but by Jove! how we shall
miss her!”

“You think it’s that?” Rex asked. “ You
dont think that perhaps she didnt leave
of her own accord? She wasn’t coerced?”

“Only by her own desire, old man!”
Lucian laid his hand affectionately on his
chief’s shoulder. “ That hits all of us
pretty hard, but—remember that toy dog
and the fresh corsage bouquets every day?
Ethels only a woman and when it’s a ques-
tion of her work or the man—uwell, what
could you have expected? It isn’t like her,
somehow, but Ethel has deserted under
fire!

CHAPTER XIX.
THE GIRL ON THE STAIRS.

LIFFORD NICHOLS, Rex Powell
and Henry Corliss met at two and the
varying aspects of the investigation

themselves paled into insignificance before
the fact of Ethels evanescence.

Rex was still deeply troubled and Henry
openly disconsolate, but Cliff himself ac-
cepted the news quietly, with a silence that
was almost defensive.

“ Lucian thinks Ethel has a—a senti-
mental affair on her mind,” Rex observed.
“It is ridiculous, of course, but then he
cites the Pekinese, which she admitted was
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a gift, and the flowers she wears. | cant
believe it possible—that child!”

“ You mean she thinks her young man
would be disgusted if he found out what
kind of work she was doing?” Henry Cor-
liss shook his head dolefully. *“ That’s not
Ethel!  Maybe she’s hurt because Cliff
hasnt let her get in on the investigation?”

Cliff Nichols’s face was a study at this sug-
gestion but he remarked noncommittally:

“ Personally, 1 dont believe either of
you are right, but | really feel that we ought
to find her, just to assure ourselves that
she isn’t doing anything foolish. 1 dont
mean getting engaged; that is her own
affair if she is contemplating it, but we can
never tell what she is going to do next.
Rex, we don’t need any more data on
Monckton, and Talbot Gordon’s widow,
who is chaperoning Ethel, knows only that
she is the private secretary to Mr. Powell.
You read this note first and you see Ethel
says she has told her she is going away on
business for you. If under another name
you could manage to meet Mrs. Gordon
and some of the set Ethel is traveling with,
through her we may find out where the
child is. She might have dropped a hint
to some one of them as to her plans. This
has nothing to do with our work, of course,
but it is still more important.”

“1t is,” Rex Powell commented with a
certain grimness. “ She has asked us not
to go to Mrs. Gordon. That is the one
reason why | think it is through that lady
we may unearth some clew to her disap-
pearance, for it amounts to that. 1—I
couldnt work with any degree of concen-
tration till 1 knew all was well with her.”

“ All right, then; cut along Rex, and if
you ring here and no one answers, come
yourself and leave a note.” Cliff turned
to Henry. * Did you go to Judge Francis
and Dr. Kibbe and Waldron Ingram?”

“Yes. | went to the judge first. He’
a fine old white-haired fellow of the old
school with a pretty keen mind and he got
like a shot what | wanted. But when he
summoned his valet, that Isaac, |1 knew I
couldnt get any dope from him about
the servants at the Manor. Isaac is as
old as Noah, and his kinky hair’s as white,
too, as cotton. He’s been with the judge
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for nearly fifty years and all he could tell
me was that the help employed at the
Manor all * treated him fine,” and it seemed
like they were all the kind that ‘quality
folks > would want around them.”

Henry paused, clasping his hands about
his rotund knees. * The next one | struck
was Dr. Kibbe. His chauffeur, Paolo Galli,
had the car just outside, and hes a smooth
article. 1 got it from him finally that there
is one maid in that household who is mighty
attractive and had phone calls and occas-
ional visitors who would bear watching. It
may be a case of sour grapes, but | got her
name anyway—Lucy Regnier.

“Then | saw Ingram, the president of
the Citizens’ and Aliens’ Bank. He wasn't
so easy to handle; didnt want himself or
his servants mixed up in the case. How-
ever, when | showed him it was a question
of us or the police he produced his valet,
Hugh Brinsley.  Nothing much doing,
though, except that Brinsley got from De
Puyster Moncktons own valet, old Jim
Ricks, that Mr. Monckton was grieving
himself to death about his son. For the
love of Pete, Cliff, give me a new line! I'm
no cross-examiner!”

“ All right!” CIiff Nichols bent toward
his stout confrere. * This is rather more in
your line. The valet you just spoke of,
Jim Ricks, had what was described to me
as a ‘sort of fit ’ late Friday afternoon at
the house where the murder took place and
was taken to the hospital. Find out if he’s
able to talk and get all the little intimate
details you can from him about the old
gentleman’s manner during the past few
months. He doesn’t like Richard and he’
almost fanatically loyal to the memory of
the father, but you may get some informa-
tion that you can look at in an unprejudiced
way.”

“ “Unprejudiced!” Huh!” Henry snorted.
“You make me just naturally tired, Cliff!
Just because of that handwriting, youe
still—Gosh A’mighty! Look at Phill”

The youngest member of the Shadowers
sauntered in with a fair assumption of his
old debonair manner, but it was slightly
marred by the deep circjgs under his eyes
and the drawn look of pain about the
mouth.
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“ Hello, you too!” Phil Howe sank into
a chair, pulling his cuffs down carefully
over his wrists. “ Where’s Rex? |Ve been
in touch with both George and Luce, and
I got the office to report here as quick as |
could. What happened to Ethel?”

* You've heard, then?” Cliff handed over
her note. ““We’re going to trace her this
time, but tell us what happened to you?
You look rather as though you’d been
through the milll ”

“17l say | have!” Phil’s eyes twinkled.
“1'm not the only one! | have a message
for you from George about the man Rad-
wick.”

Starting with that unexpected meeting in
the grounds of the Manor on the previous
night, Phil told of Wick’ disclosure as to
his own identity and that of the maid.
Henry sat back with a grunt of half in-
credulous belief.

“Lucy Regnier! That’s the woman
Galli talked about—said shed be worth
watching. | never ran into the Dobson
gang, guess they didn’t operate in the Mid-
dle West. Where’s the Regnier woman
now?”

Phil reddened.

“Well, | suppose if I don't tell you
Lucian will!” He gave them an account
of his morning’s adventure. Henry chuckled
with huge enjoyment but Cliff remarked
very seriously:

“You must find her again and dont
lose her trail clay or night! She called up
a number beginning with 609—"

“Yes, but when | taxed her with calling
6099, she laughed at me as if she was re-
lieved; it would be a funny coincidence if
she hadn’t been asking for that number
after all, wouldn't it?”

CIliff Nichols discreetly ignored the ques-
tion, but asked one in his turn.

“ Have you any idea how you can pick
her up again?”

“ Yes, if she’s still trailing with what’s
left of the old gang. | think I know where
I can find one or two of them and I’ll be
in right, for they’ll remember a few tricks
| turned and accept me as one of them.
You can bet | won’t rest till |'ve evened
the score with Lucy! Coming, Henry?”

The two had been gone more than an
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hour when George appeared. He was close-
ly followed by Lucian Baynes, who listened
attentively with Cliff to further details of
mte encounter with Wicks.

“He isn’t associated with Lucy, that’s
clear.” George finished. “ The meeting was
a surprise to both of them, and though she
remembered him as the man who called
three times last summer, according to Phil,
I don’t think she knew who he was. Now,
if he was employed by Monckton to watch
his son he certainly couldn’t have been in-
strumental in bringing him to the verge of
ruin. And what did he go sneaking up to
the Manor for as soon as he thought he
had lost me?”

“1 don't know.” CIiff shook his head.
“ He’s got a pretty big name and his agency
is one of the best. He would have sent one
of his operatives to shadow Richard unless

there was more important work connectecT”-

with it than that alone. Perhaps we can
get him to tell us. Did he re-appear to-day
at the Manor?”

“No. A man answering his description
took the early train from the Pocantico
Hills station. When | reached the city |
called him up at his office. He’s there, all
right, and 1 have an appointment to see
him in an hour. If he tries to hedge I
put it to hin? straight. He couldnt afford
to have the press get wind of that nocturnal
visit of his.” George Roper paused and
added reflectively: “ What do you suppose
Lucy Regnier’s game was?”

“1 don’ think there can be any doubt
about that.” CIiff smiled slightly. “ There
were no women in the Monckton family
with jewels that would have attracted
Lucy’s crowd, but many of the house guests
last summer and this spring had a lot of
valuables, and | know of three robberies in
the last month alone among them. Judge
Abner Francis lost a rich collection of
stickpins, Dr. Kibbe a set of studs and
waistcoat buttons worth over five thousand,
and Mrs. Waldron Ingram a diamond neck-
lace that has been famous more than two
generations.

“Lucy is still in the old game, but play-
ing it safe—none of the thefts took place
at the Manor but while the victims were
travelling about. Phil is hot on the worn-
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an’s trail now. | wont be here to-night,
George, but leave a report here for me on
your conference with Wicks.”

George left them and Lucian Baynes rose
also.

“1 looked in because you wanted me to,
old man, but theres nothing more of any
importance. | have a new little playmate,
about as perfect a young rotter as | 've ever
met. His name is Chester Norcross and
I’'m dining to-morrow night with him and
his sister.  Will 1 find you here to-morrow
if anything turns up in the meantime?”

“1'm not sure,” Cliff responded. “1'm
off on a little investigation of my own and
you couldnt reach me, for I don’t know
myself where I'm likely to be.”

He had told none of his colleagues of the
discovery of the right number. He locked
the office and started uptown. Leaving the
subway at the One Hundred and Tenth
Street station he walked westward to Num-
ber 840, a modest, old-fashioned brick
building set between two more pretentious
modern ones on a block that had evidently
been given over to cheap flats in the days
when bells and mail boxes for each tenant
were installed in the vestibules.

Glancing at the row on the left he saw
two letters in the third box and took them
out. One was addressed to “ Charles Cur-
ran ” and the other to Mrs. Lena Farley.
Placing them in his pocket he pressed the
bell numbered “ four ” in the opposite row.

The door clicked and he passed into the
dim, narrow hallway and up one flight of
the clean but shabbily carpeted stairs. A
stout, smiling-faced Irishwoman stood wait-
ing for him in the opened door of the
front flat and said cordially:

“ Good afternoon to you, Mr. Nixon!
Your room’s ready for you and here’s a
key. 1 put your bag on the bed and a

letter’s come for you.”
“ Thanks, I'm sure I'll be very comfort-

able.” CIiff took the letter which he had
mailed to himself as corroborative evidence
of his identity and passed into the small
hallroom, just by the door, that he had
engaged that morning. He turned the key
in the lock behind him and took out the
letters he had abstracted below. The one
addressed to “ Mrs. Farley ” was in an illit-
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erate feminine hand with a blot or two and
a smear of dirt where the flap was sealed.
He broke it open and read:—

- Deer Lena:

Bill and me will be arond Sundy eve. like
you asked us. Has Charlie been sick? | seen
him yesterdy and | thought he looked awful
bad. Tell Bessie I’'m bringing her a new dress
Imnl\}aid for the dol Joe give her. No more

Your loveing friend,
Jen.
Mrs. Farley would learn that evening
that her letter had gone astray Cliff re-
flected. Would that make her suspicious
of espionage? The family in the third
floor rear had already taken alarm at the
telephone call innocently answered by the
child Bessie. Would they look askance at
their neighbor’s new lodger? It couldn be
helped now for he couldn’t reseal the torn
envelope and he had learned at least the
first names of three of their friends. He
moistened the flap of the second letter and
then carefully rolled it back with a pencil.
It was written in a labored masculine hand.
Hello, Charlie:
Got your number O. K., but A1slipped me
the word to lay off it. What’s up? 1 got a
hunch I know, and if it’s straight we'd both
better hop a rattler for the sticks. Meet me

late to-night at the old place and give me
the dope. Lefty.

So the alarm had gone out. “ Al” and
“Lefty ” must be two of the pals whom the
little girl said were always calling her
uncle. Cliff meant to get a look at “ Bill ”
and “ Jen ” when they arrived and to follow
Charlie later if he went to keep his appoint-
ment.

He sealed the letter again and going
downstairs dropped it into the box from
which he had taken it. Then he went to
a little restaurant around the corner for a
hasty bite of dinner.

One significant fact had been gleaned
from the first letter; Charlie * looked awful
bad ” the day before, so bad that his friend
wondered if he had been ill. There would
be small need to wonder if he were worry-
ing about the telephone call and the fear of
being drawn into trouble!

The letter from Lefty had been unmis-
takable. He was suspicious of the truth
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but not certain and he was prepared to fly
from the city. Clearly neither he, Bill, nor
Alhad been the one for whose call Charlie
had waited vainly on that fateful Thursday
night. There was “ Joe,” too; surely among
so many Cliff would be able to obtain a
clue to the man who had written that num-
ber on the wall!

At a little after eight that evening he
heard footsteps on the stairs and a woman’s
high-pitched, rather coarse laughter. He
had left the entrance door of the apartment
open an inch or two and now he went to
it with his hat in his hand as though pre-
pared to go out again.

The door at the opposite end of the hall
opened, too, and he caught a glimpse of a
thin, rather careworn looking woman of
perhaps thirty, with hollow, deeply circled
eyes in a pale, gaunt face, and behind her
for an instant a man appeared. He was
younger and in shirt sleeves his shoulders
loomed very broad, but that was all Cliff
could make out, for he stepped back quickly
as a dumpy, plump little woman in a flaring
feathered hat mounted the stairs in com-
pany with a sallow-faced youth in a loud-
checked suit and bright, squeaky yellow
shoes.

They were greeted by the thin, weary-
eyed hostess and the door closed behind
them, but not before Cliff heard a pleased
little cry in a childish voice—the same clear
treble that had replied to him over the
’phone.

He watched but no one else came and a
little past midnight the visiting couple de-
parted taking with them the broad-shoul-
dered young man. Could this be indeed
Charlie, and was he going to keep that
appointment Lefty had made? The letter
was gone from the box when Cliff returned
after dining, and now he tiptoed from the
flat, dosing the door noiselessly behind him
and followed the trio downstairs.

He had provided himself with cheap,
ready-made clothes with the creases par-
tially removed and dust rubbed into the
cloth here and there in keeping with the
role of a shipping clerk which he had
adopted for the benefit of his new landlady
and now his blue serge suit and rather
dilapidated gray felt soft hat were incon-
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spicuous enough to take away much of the
distinction of his appearance. His mustache
had been clipped, the goatee shaved ruth-
lessly away and his hair shortened and
plastered down. Looking like a down-at-
heel but eminently respectable white-collar
man of early middle age, he let himself
quietly out and walked several yards behind
his quarry to the corner.

Here they separated, the couple boarding
a surface car and the young man proceeding
on alone across town. CIiff trailed him,
keeping just behind his solitary figure on
the other side of the street. The man went
straight down the steeply sloping hill at a
swinging, unhurried pace, but at the bottom
he turned and it seemed to CIiff that his
gait grew uneven and his bearing furtive.
Down one street and up another, sometimes
completely circling a block, he moved at a
constantly increasing pace. It was borne
in upon CIiff that he was suspicious of
espionage if not actually sure of it, and was
trying to throw a possible pursuer off the
track.

For more than an hour he dodged about,
looking hastily over his shoulder. But if
he saw that slim figure loitering aimlessly
in his wake he gave no sign of it and at
last turned into the side door of an ap-
parently empty saloon. A light shone from
it for an instant* however. CIliff hesitated
momentarily and then opened the door
himself and entered a small room fitted
with little round tables, at several of which
groups of men were seated drinking and
talking together in orderly, low tones.
Their sharp faces—one or two with the
prison pallor which Cliff recognized, and
many with the sallow skins and leaden,
contracted eyes of the dope fiend—ex-
pressed no hilarity but rather stern busi-
ness.

The broad-shouldered young man sat
down alone, but he was almost instantly
joined by a hard-featured man about five
years his senior who greeted him with an
anxious, questioning air and drew7 a chair
up close.

CIliff took his place alone at a table near-
by. The bartender eyed him warily but
nodded with a grunt of reassurance when
Cliff addressed him confidentially.
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“ 1’'m waiting here for Kelly. Know him,
don’t you? Bring me a small beer and if
he comes in the front way tell him CIiff%s
here, will you?”

“ 1 only know Black Kelly, and he’s been
and gone, but maybe he’ll come back again
if hes got a date with you,” the bartender
answered. “ Dark or light?”

“Light.” CIiff settled back in his chair
and tried to listen to the conversation going
on at the next table. Only snatches of it
reached his ears. Once the latest, comer
uttered a sharp, smothered ejaculation and
brought his fist down on his knee, clenched
convulsively. Then he swore under his
breath and added:

“So | hit it! The damn fool, why did
he chance it? | tell you, Charlie, it’s a
good thing they’re on the wrong steer, but
we’d better make ourselves scarce for
awhile!”

“ Not a chance, Lefty. You can beat it
if you want to, but I’ve got to stick around.
My sister’s kid—"

The rest was lost as Charlie lowered his
tones cautiously, but at a further murmured
remark he was aware that the man called
“ Lefty ” turned with elaborate casualness
and stared at him shrewdly. Then there
came one word of a phrase which caused
Cliff to stiffen in his chair. That word
was “ Shadowers !

Lefty rose in a few minutes and went out
abruptly. Charlie seemed about to follow
as Cliff spilled part of the contents of his
glass in the cuspidor beside him and sipped
with fastidious repugnance at the remainder.
The bartender reentered followed by a stout,
florid-faced man who hurried to Charlie’s
side and bent over him.

“ Here that night—sure you were, you're
all right, but he—told me what he said to
you. Yeah, all to pieces, and hitting the
snow again. Not on your life I couldnt
take a chance. Sure | wouldn’t go back on
him, but I shipped him out to the old wom-
an’s—hell of a break, if he dont pull
himself together!”

Charlie replied in an indistinguishable
undertone and clapping the florid man on
his stout shoulder he went out. Cliff
finished his beer, paid the bartender, leaving
a message for the fictitious “ Kelly,” and
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followed. Charlie could not after all have
been aware of his interest for he went
straight across town to the apartment house
again without once looking back.

CIliff loitered in the vestibule for a good
ten minutes, then softly opened the door
with his key. He had started up the stairs
when the sight of a figure crouched just
below the topmost step made him pause.

It was that of a woman evidently youth-
ful from her petite slenderness, and dressed
in a straight gown of some dark, soft ma-
terial tha't made no slightest rustle as she
sprang up and started forward after one
startled look at him. But Cliff leaped for-
ward and caught her by the arm.

“1 thought so!” he exclaimed in a low
but stern tone. “ I might have known youd
try something like this, Ethel! What are
you doing here?”

CHAPTER XX.

BESSIE.

with Mrs. Franck,” Ethel explained

in a whisper as she hung her head. “ 1
know you said you wouldn’t let me help
you here, Mr. Nichols, but that was only
because you were afraid maybe | couldnt
take care of myself and they might hurt
me. | just couldnt help disobeying you,
and youd told me to pretend to leave,
yourself. Oh, please don't send me away!
I know I can help you in the one way you
couldnt even try. Please!”

Her earnestness was compelling and Cliff
found his anger dissipated.

“ Well,” he responded in a softened tone,
“1 guess you’re safe enough for to-night
but go straight back to your room and
stay there, do you understand? Don’t come
out again no matter what you may hear,
and meet me at eight o’clock in the morning
around the corner in a small restaurant
you’ll find there. 11l decide meantime what
to do with you—we can't talk here! What
‘way ’ do you mean that you can help?”

“Through the little girl—Bessie!”
Ethel Jepson declared. “ 1 knew even
when we talked to her over the ’phone
the other night that shed be the one to

I HAVE got a room on the next floor
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approach and a woman could get her
confidence better than a man. She goes
with Mrs. Franck’s little boy over to
the park to play every morning, and |
always could get on with kiddies. It may
take a few days, but when once | can gain
her confidence | know | can get something
from her about that man who was to call
up her uncle Thursday night and didnt,
even if she was told not to dare to speak
of it! Il meet you in the restaurant to-
morrow evening at six instead if youll let
me; Mrs. Franck gives me my breakfast,
and by that time | ought to have something
to tell you.”

Cliff Nichols wavered but finally gave his
reluctant consent, and watched while she
crept back to the rear apartment on the
next floor.

She was right, of course. The child’s
knowledge of her uncle’ affairs and those
of his friends might be limited, especially
if he were connected with a gang of crooks,
but she evidently knew enough to make her
dangerous or she would not have been
cautioned not to speak. Unknowingly she
might give to Ethel a valuable clue.

Cliff shuddered at the thought of their
young secretary’s possible danger, but he
should have known her better than to think
she would sit by passively while the mystery
remained unsolved. At least he was at
hand to protect her in any emergency.

The wide-open saloon he had followed
Charlie to was a resort for denizens of the
underworld; that was patent. The weak,
furtive faces of its patrons were unmistak-
able, with thievery and every sort of petty
crime written all over them, and Charlie
was tarred with the same brush. If the
thin, hard-worked little woman who had
opened the door to her guests was his sister
and the mother of the little girl, she was
plainly not of a criminal type. But the
look of covert apprehension which seemed
habitual to her denoted that she knew of
her brother’s mode of life and feared for
him. He was warned and she would be
hopelessly reticent; only the child re-
mained.

In the morning he left early as though
to go to work, but took up his stand at the
nearest entrance to the small park that
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clung to the bottom of the steep cliff
crowned with the huge cathedral. Soon
children alone or in groups came straggling
in to play and then young mothers ap-
peared with shabby baby carriages and go-
carts.  Cliff watched and waited patiently.
At last a small tow-headed boy approached,
accompanied by a gentle faced little girl a
few feet taller than he. She was neatly
dressed and shining from soap and water,
with her brown hair in two thin, decorous
little braids looped behind each ear and she
lugged a huge doll arrayed in an obviously
new and gorgeous gown of bright blue silk.

Cliff recalled the dress which “ Jen ” had
made for the doll “Joe” had given to Bessie.
At the same moment Ethel Jepson came
strolling along with a book and a small sew-
ing bag. Giving him a glance without the
slightest shade of recognition in it, she en-
tered the park and seated herself on a bench
near where the two children were playing,
somewhat ostentatiously producing a box of
chocolates from her bag.

Cliff waited then long enough to see the
boy run to her, beckoning to his companion.
Then he returned to the house, leaving the
apartment door ajar as before.

He explained to the landlady that he felt
ill and had decided to lay off for the day,
and patiently submitted to being dosed and
coddled by the good-natured woman. He
sighed with relief when she departed to mar-
ket, and settled himself for a long vigil.

It was one unproductive of result, for the
door of the opposite flat remained closed
and no one came to it. If Charlie had not
gone out while Cliff was watching the park
entrance he must have decided to lay low
and his sister with him for there was no
sign of either of them all day.

The little girl returned at noon, going out
again at three to reappear when the sun got
lonvs, but nothing else occurred. At six
CIliff left for the restaurant where he found
Ethel waiting for him.

“ Where have you been since morning?”
he demanded. “ IVve been watching all
day and you didn't come back from the
park!”

“ No, I didnt!” she dimpled. “ I thought
| hadn't better hang around the house too
much especially when there wasnt any use
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in it since | couldn’t see any more of Bessie.
We’re getting along nicely and | don’t think
it 'l take long to find out all she knows.”

u What did you learn so far?” Cliff asked
when their order had been taken. *“ She
looked like a shy little thing.”

“She is, but Johnny Franck knew me,
of course, and so she took me on faith.
And the candy helped to break the ice. If
they’re not both sick from it to-morrow,
I'm going to show her how to fold and
cut a new kind of paper doll. That wont
amuse Johnny, and he’ll run off and play
by himself when he sees there isnt any
more candy; so |1l have a better chance
to talk to her. 1 didnt want to ask her
too many questions at first, for she’s been
warned not to talk to strangers, but she’ll
forget after a while.”

Ethel paused to spear an oyster daintily
and then went on: “ A friend of her mother
made that dress for the doll she was carry-
ing, and brought it to her last night. Did
you see her?”

Cliff nodded.

“ Yes; she came with a man who looked
like a typical young tough.”

“ He’s a short-change artist with a carni-
val!” Ethel laughed. *“ You would have
died at the simple vy the kiddie gave it
awy without dreaming what she was talk-
ing about. The doll was given to her by
*Joe,” whoever he is, and she seemed aw-
fully fond of him. | gathered only that he
was a pal of her uncle. She mentioned an
“Al,” too, and somebody called *Lefty.””

“ I ve heard of them both, and seen them,
too.” CIiff told her of the letters he had
opened and the snatches of conversation in
the saloon, and when he had finished he
asked: “ Was that all Bessie told you?”

“ No. She’s staying home from school this
week because she’s just getting over the
mumps; her mother lately sold out a little
fancy store she had around on the avenue,
and that’s why they’ve had a phone put in
the flat. They used to use the one in
the store, | guess; it would have been better
for her uncle if he’s carrying on any crooked
business.”

Ethel sat back while the soup was sub-
stituted for the oyster plates, and then con-
tinued :
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“ 1 asked her what her mother was going
to do now, and she said she didnt know,
but she herself was going to be sent away
to school next year and only come home
for the holidays. She chattered a lot about
somebody named ‘ Annie,” who was ‘awful
pretty and stylish and crazy about seeing
the horses run.” She’d won quite a lot of
money on them, too, and Bessie’s Uncle
Charlie was just wild about her.

“ There isn’t a more superstitious woman
in the world than the one that follows the
races, Mr. Nichols, and | got Annie’s last
name and her address from Bessie, and went
around to see her in the afternoon.”

CIiff stared.

“ What excuse did you make, and what
does her being superstitious have to do with
it?”

* Everything, for | brought a pretty well
soiled pack of cards with me and told her
I was a fortune teller that Mrs. Farley had
sent to her.” Ethel laughed again. “ She
is a big, frowsy looking blonde, but very
pretty, with a lot of small-stoned rings on,
and she fell for my game like a baby. |
made two dollars, but it was worth it, for
I'd looked up the dope sheet in the paper
first, and honestly | picked the winner for
her to-day! What do you think of that?
I shouldnt wonder if you'd see her pretty
soon, for | told her a dark young man was
mad about her, and that something had
happened that was going to get him into
a terrible lot of trouble; something con-
nected with a message he’d expected but
didn’t get, and that he was frightened to
death about it right now.”

“ You didnt go too far?” Cliff asked anx-
iously. “ We dont want to frighten him
any more than he is now.”

“No. Shell find out, of course, that
Bessie’s mother never heard of me, but that
won’t matter as long as she doesnt catch
sight of me, and 11l take good care of that! ”
Ethel exclaimed as she cut the juicy filet
mignon before her.

“ This girl Annie Leonard was scared
herself when 1 told her, but | saw that it
didn’t surprise her, and she honestly be-
lieved | read it in the cards.

“1 moved them around a little the way
Mr. Roper has showed me at odd times,
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and | made the death cards come out right
next to the jacks of clubs and hearts, mean-
ing 1Uncle Charlie ’ and the man who was
to have telephoned to him and didn*t, and
she gave a little scream.

“ She was so white | thought she was
going to faint, and then cried: ‘He didnt
have anything to do with it! Oh, I ve been
afraid of this! My Gawd, if it all comes
out!” Then she remembered herself and
stopped, and | told her a few nice things
to sort of take the curse off and then quit.
She asked me to come again in a few days,
but 1d got all 1 could out of her. She
knows about the murder and that Charlie
is mixed up in it in some way, but | could
not get her to mention the name of the other
man.

“ Look here, Mr. Nichols, Bessie may tell
me something to-morrow in the park that
you ought to hear. If you aren’t going to
be busy, why don’t you take a newspaper
and hang around, and if you see me talking
to her and | should happen to drop my
scissors you could pick them up for me and
I’d recognize you.

“ She might be shy again and shut up
like a little clam, but you might suggest
taking us for a little ride or something, and
I'd get her going again. What do you think
of it?”

“1 think its a sensible plan,” Cliff ap-
proved. “ 11l be there early.”

He was as good as his word, and appar-
ently deep in the morning's news when the
little girl appeared, this time alone. She
had a large paper pad instead of the doll,
and looked about eagerly before seating
herself on the bench opposite, spreading out
her small skirts primly and turning out her
round little sandaled toes.

Her face was not overintelligent, but very
sweet, with calm, steady eyes and a sensi-
tive mouth, and her pensive gaze was fast-
ened on the gate till at last she jumped
up with a pleased little cry. Ethel was en-
tering with her workbag on her arm.

* Hello, Mith Jefferthon! ” the clear voice
piped. “ I brought my pad with me! You
didn’t forget?”

“ About the paper dolls?” Ethel laughed
with a childish note in her own tones. “ No.
And | have a big pair of scissors. See them?”
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She seated herself beside where the little
girl had waited and held up a huge pair
of shears in meaning reminder to Cliff
Nichols.

“You cut them in a row?” Bessie sat
down again, too, and watched absorbedly
while Ethel folded and cut, and finally
evolved a series of rather acrobatic looking
dolls holding each other by the hand. The
child was delighted and appeared to be
chattering gayly, but her small voice, now
that it was no longer raised in excitement,
failed to carry to Cliff’s ears.

He could could tell by watching her ex-
pression and that of Ethel as she put an ap-
parently innocent question or two, that the
dolls had ceased to be the subject of the
conversation.

At last, to his relief, the scissors sudden-
ly fell ringing on to the pavement. Bessie
slipped down politely, but Cliff was before
her, and, retrieving the scissors, he present-
ed them, hat in hand. Then he paused in
ostensibly pleased surprise.

“ Thank you— Why, Mr. Smith!” Eth-
el exclaimed. “ To think of it’s being you!
This is a gentleman | used to work for,
Bessie. He has a toy store all filled with
the loveliest things, and maybe he’ll show
them to you some time. Would you like to
sit down with us, Mr. Smith? | wish we
had one of your paint boxes to give our
dollies nice pink cheeks and blue eyes.”

“You shall have one!” Cliff promised as
he seated himself. “ I'll be glad to send
it to your little friend if you’ll give me her
address.”

He turned to the child, who was blushing
with embarrassment and joy.

“ Why, she lives in the same house | do,
but I dont know what apartment. Tell
Mr. Smith, Bessie.”

The child complied shyly, and Cliff grave-
ly made a note of it. Then Ethel added:

“ Bessie’s got a big doll, Mr. Smith—
nicer Almost than any in your store—and
it was given to her by her Uncle Joe.”

“No; he isnt my uncle,” Bessie dis-
claimed politely. “ My uncles Unde Char-
lie, but Joe’s a friend of his.”

“He must be a friend of yours, too,”
Cliff remarked with a smile.

“Yeth, thir, he ith!” She lisped as she
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had over the telephone, but the impedi-
ment became less noticeable as she gained
in confidence. “ He used to play with me,
and my mother laughed because he’s so big
and has arms like that! ”

She stretched her own small arms out to
their widest extent, but her serene face
clouded as she dropped them to her sides
once more. “I’m going to miss him an aw-
ful lot.”

“ Has he gone away?” Cliff made the
question as indifferent as he could.

“ Uncle Charlie says he’ going, and we
won’t even see him to say good-by!” Her
lips trembled slightly. * 1 havent seen him
in ever so long, but he was coming last
week, only he didn’t. Oh, | forgot!”

She stopped, flushing still deeper with em-
barrassment, but Ethel laughed lightly.

“ That’s funny! Didn’t you have a friend
when | worked for you named Joe, Mr.
Smith? Seems to me | remember his calling
you up a lot.”

“ Yes, of course!” Cliff played up to her
lead. “ What is your friend’s name, Bessie?
Maybe it’s the same!

But the child shook her smooth, brown
head.

“ No, thir. My Joe didnt know anybody
that had a toy store. 1—I ought to go
home; my mamma will be looking for me.”

She started to wriggle down off the seat
once more, but Cliff had a sudden inspira-
tion.

“1 wish I knew a place around here
where we could get some nice ice cream
cones!” He turned to Ethel. & You'd like
one, wouldn't you?”

She nodded, and Bessie cried:

“Oh, I know! | know a place right
across the street! ”

“ Then would you like to run over and
get some for all of us?” Cliff placed some
coins in her small palm. * Get as many as
you can carry.”

“ My mamma mightn’t want me to—for
myself, | mean.” She hesitated, and then
her face cleared. “ The doctor let me have
some last week, though, when my face was
all mumped out. 1l be right back!”

She sped away, and Cliff asked reflect-
ively:

“ Do you suppose she will?”
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“Of course!” Ethel replied with con-
viction. “ Shes an honest little thing, and
the ice cream will loosen her tongue. Keep
on talking about ‘Joe,” and try to make
her think you really know him. If she tells
her mother about this talk, she wont be al-
lowed to play here any more, of course; so
this is our last chance.”

Bessie flew back, a large paper bag of
cones balanced carefully between her hands.
She sighed with enjoyment when Cliff
opened it and handed one to her.

“ Oh, its good! Joe used to take me
there to buy them!”

Unconsciously she renewed the subject,
and CIiff was quick to take advantage of it.
“1 didnt always have a toy store, and
maybe | do know Joe, after all, and your

uncle. His name isn't Charlie Curran, is
it, Bessie?”
“ Oh, yes!” Bessie clapped her hands.

“ And Joe’ is Geiger! ”

“ That’s the fellow! | havent seen him
in a long while,” CIliff exclaimed with a
hearty assumption of pleasure. “ He used
to have a lot of jewelry and silver and
stuff to sell; that’s how | met him; |
bought a lot of it. Did you ever know
Mrs. Regnier? Shes a friend of Joe’s and
your uncle, too.”

“ No, sirl ” Bessie shook her head again.
“ But that’s my Joe. He has awful pretty
things sometimes; he showed them to my
mamma and me—rings and bracelets and
things?”

“ Where is he now, do you know?” Cliff
pursued. ““1°d like to see him, and maybe
I could do some business with him on the
side before he goes away. Where did you
say he was going?”

“ 1 dont know.” The childish voice held
a sorry note once more. “ | never did know
where he lived, but he used to be at Al’s a
lot. Do you know Al?”

“Yes; he has a cafe, hasnt he?” Cliff
paused, and at her nod went on carefully.
“ Maybe Charlie will see him?”

“No, he won’t. He phoned to Uncle
Charlie at Als one night last week, and
Uncle Charlie gave him mamma’s new num-
ber and asked him to call up home in an
hour, but he didn’t. Uncle Charlie didn*
seem to think very much about k that night,
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but he was still waiting up when | went to
sleep, and in the morning he was awful
worried.

“ He took mamma in the kitchen and
talked an awful long while, and when they
came out they told me | wasn’t to say any-
thing about Joe to anybody, not even let
on that we knew him or ever expected him
to call us up; but of course it’s all right
when youre a friend of his! If you see
him | wish youd tell him how I miss
him!”

| shall.” Cliff dared not glance at Eth-
el, but he felt rather than heard her quick-
ened, tremulous breathing. He staked
everything on a final question. “ Do
you know where Al’s old mother lives? He
calls her 1the old woman.””
“ That isnt his mother!” Bessie giggled.
“ That’s his sister. She takes a lot of his
friends to board over at her house at Brook-
field. 1f you see Joe, tell him | think he
is mean to go away without saying good-
by!”

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK

XJ \% \%

LOVE’S FOUNDATION

"piS no new theme that | am springing—
'Tis my own girl that 1 am singing.

(Now were you writing this, you'd say

The selfsame thing the selfsame way.)

It isn’t who the girl, or where; so

She is my girl—that makes me care so.

It matters not what folk she’s bom to,

Nor where | wrote, this very mom, to.

That she might view the words |°d penned her—
Because she’s mine do | defend her.

She may not seem to you a spry girl,

But by the nine red gods shes my girl!

I ask not in what zone or climate

The miss was bred, so she is my mate;
Eastern or Western, Northern, Southern—
Nowhere at all is such another™n.

Though breathing balsam, fir or cypress
No other lips match those that / press.

Yet should she cease to care so for me,
As sure as fate that girl would bore mel!
To you this may appear digression,
But it is merely a confession.

All honest folk, if you will quiz em,
Will own that love’s half egotism.

Strickland GillUan.



By EARL WAYLAND BOWMAN

This is the first oj five short stories concerning the rapid, roaring, desert metro-

polis of Red Bluff.

You will meet herein in consecutive weekly issues: (i) a fighting

rooster that barred no hold from anybody or anything; (2) a professional footracing
horntoad; (3) the municipal polecat; (4) that phenomenon, the deceased mule; and
(5) the unromantic non-flopping flapjack. These are veracious tales of the West. Read

’em and weep—tears of joy.—The Editor.

“This is the song of a rooster—
When roosters were eager to fight;
Ere laws got so thick they made us all sick,
But nothin’ ain’t never just right!*
—Songs oj the Shaky Sixteen.

RE years ago than some of us care
Moto remember, two aged prospectors,
accompanied by a small mouse-
tinted, long-eared burro named “ Versus,”
toiled patiently across the vast expanse of

the primeval desert stretching from end to
end of the uttermost appendix of south-

western Nevada and extending over the
edge into the borders of the lovely and un-
usual climate of southern California.

The desert still stretches and extends,
but it is no longer primeval. Civilization
has wrought changes; time has effaced the
solitude in spots, and where once was heard
only the shrill staccato yelp of the prowling
coyote, there now sounds the sputter of
radio outfits, the incongruous backfire of
automobile trucks, et cetera.

The prospectors were “ Solemn ” Johnson
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and “ Dirty Shirt” Smith. Footsore and
with their shoes full of sand, when 'the sun
plunged that night, like a giant red-hot
stove-lid behind the grim outlines of Tomb-
stone Range, the two grizzled denizens of
the desert camped beside an insignificant
gulch.

At dawn they aroused from their slum-
bers and when Dirty Shirt cast his eyes

‘toward the dwarf Joshua tree, on which
he had draped his wearing apparel the eve-
ning before, he saw Versus—their afore-
mentioned burro—steadily chewing on one
of his extra socks. With an oath Dirty
Shirt sprang from his blankets, stooped
over quickly and picked up a small bowlder,
his intentions being, in his own words, to:

* Knock that damned fool burros head
off!”

Perhaps the reader will wonder what this
has to do with the self-assassination of
“ Angel.” The only reply possible is that
under no circumstances was Rome ever built
without a foundation.

As Dirty Shirt drew back his arm to hurl
the chunk of rock at the not unsuspicious
head of Versus, his eye caught a glint as the
slanting rays of the morning sun flashed
on the lump of retribution he held in his
hand. Instantly Dirty Shirt’s purpose was
arrested. He drew the bowlder close to his
face, squinted his brown eyes and peered
intently at the stone as he twisted it this
way and that to let the sunlight more
definitely gleam on its surface.

“ My* Gawd!” he exclaimed, forgetting
that Versus was eating his sock.

The tone in which Dirty Shirt uttered the
words caused Solemn Johnson to sit bolt
upright on his bed and say:

“ My Gawd, what?”

“My Gawd, it’s borax!” Dirty Shirt
cried.

Closer examination revealed the truth
of his conjecture. All that was necessary
after that, was for the veteran prospectors
to get breakfast, examine the ledge on the
brink of the gulch, from which the bowlder
had been warped by the incessant sunshine
of the ages, stake out their claims, erect
the location monuments and recover the
sock.

In that way, briefly, the borax mine
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which afterward made Red Bluff possible
and famous was discovered. Its inception
was a burro's desire for a taste of wool.

Versus started to eat Dirty Shirts sock
at daybreak, Monday morning; by the fol-
lowing Tuesday the prospector-partners,
elated because they had found at last ap-
parently the mother-lode of the total borax
supply of the universe, were well on their
way to Pinnochle to announce the news
to the world.

Saturday, Dirty Shirt and Solemn passed
through Sodamint Canon and emerged at
sundown the same evening into the midst of
the confusion and bustle of Pinnochle.
Sunday morning they gave out the first
information of the new borax discovery;
Monday at 2 , .= ., the Borax Trust made
them a flattering offer for the first serializa-
tion and book rights, agreed ultimately to
bring the borax out on the screen and pay
liberal royalties on the dramatic releases.

At 2:15 p.m. the same day, Solemn and
Dirty Shirt accepted the contract and re-
ceived a substantial first payment. Tues-
day at dawn they again started for the
borax beds.

Seven miles out from Pinnochle, Bob
Braden overtook and passed Dirty Shirt and
Solemn with the foundation stock of Saloon
Number One; that day, while they viere at
lunch at Hellbroth Oasis, Chuck Roden
passed them with the faro layout for Saloon
Number Four; during the night they were
camped at Arsenic Springs and some one
passed them with the dance hall attachment
of Saloon Number Two: and from then on,
their slumbers were more or less disturbed
by the rumble of traffic which appeared to
be passing them on the nearby desert.

On the following Monday, Dirty Shirt
and Solemn arrived again at the scene of
the assault by Versus on Dirty Shirt’s sock,
and to their astonishment they found the
metropolis of Red BIuff, with its two hun-
dred and seven probable human souls, al-
ready established and doing a splendid busi-
ness in all seven saloons, directly across
the gulch from the gigantic studio the
Borax Trust had erected in the interval.

“That’s what | call quick work!” Dirty
Shirt remarked, as he prodded Versus with
the “ get-up ” stick and they hurried along
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the wide, bustling street of Red Bluff, “ 1
don’t think | ever knowed of a metropolis
being bom quicker before!”

“Well,” Solemn grunted, *It’s time
something was being born ‘quick ’ out on
this danged old desert! She’s been empty
heretofore long enough, | figure!”

Until the two ancient prospectors got the
lay of the land, they decided to be a bit
careful about investigating the interiors of
the various places of iniquity.

“We’'ll go down to the end of the main
artery of commerce and camp,” Solemn
suggested, “ after which we’ll just re-
connoiter awhile!”

It was a difficult task to get Versus past
Saloons Numbers One, Two, Three and
Four, from which the pungent odor of fresh
beer greeted her nostrils. Evidently it was
accomplished, however, and Solemn and
Dirty Shirt were successful also in tempor-
arily passing Saloons Numbers Five, Six
and Seven, but with an effort.

Midway between the Chinese laundry,
Hop Sing, and Saloon Number Four, Dirty
Shirt noticed a sign over a slender one-
story building closely abutting the edge of
the street; the wording was as follows:

Wong Gee™ Cafe —No Check* Cashed

“ That looks like it might be a restau-
rant!” Dirty Shirt exclaimed.

“ Darned if it dont!” Solemn ejaculated
in reply, “ what do you say we find a good
place to camp and then come back up here
and buy our suppers from the Chink in-
stead of cooking them to-night?”

“Its a blamed good idea!” Dirty Shirt
agreed, heartily.

Wong Gee bustled about the interior of
the cafe as the two aged prospectors,
having piled their stuff in the vacant
space between Saloon Number Seven
and the warehouse, returned and stepped
into the restaurant. The place was
immaculately neat and clean and filled
with the inviting atmosphere so welcome
and so wholesome to those who have
traveled all day without stopping for food
or the opportunity to drink.

Scarcely were Solemn and Dirty Shirt
seated when Wong Gee glided forward to
attend their desires.
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“ Gimme some ham an’ eggs an’ fried
potatoes!” Solemn commanded; “ an’ turn
the eggs over. Got any eggs?”

“ Plenty good eggs, velly flesh!”

“ Make mine th’ same and—" Dirty
Shirt was interrupted by a shrill, trembling
crow which echoed through the restaurant,

“What’n hell was that?” he exclaimed.

“ Angel,” Wong Gee answered, gently;
“ Him *Angel.””

“ “Angel?””

“ “Angel,”” Wong Gee repeated tenderly,
“ Him velly fine, heap champlion fightin’
looster! Lickee hell out all loosters in
Blastow—"

As if to verify the Oriental’s words, a
slim-built, long legged, extensive necked,
black and red, probably half-breed Indian
game rooster stalked through the Kkitchen
entrance into the dining room. In the
fowl’s eye was a pensive melancholia which
immediately appealed to the humane im-
pulses of the two simple-souled, tender-
hearted old prospectors.

“ What’s the matter with him?” Dirty
Shirt asked. “ He looks discouraged or
something! ”

Angel walked listlessly about among the
tables, indifferently pecking at a fly here,
carelessly absorbing a cock-roach or a bread
crumb there; his straggly two-feathered tail
drooped and the almost reptilian head, with
the long dagger-like bill, occasionally turned
wistfully to one side while a distant, * what-
th’-devil’s-th’ use ” expression came into the
large jet black eyes with their yellow rims.

“ He does act sort of dejected!” Solemn
observed.

“ Angel, him lonesome.” Wong Gee
sighed. “ Him velly damn lonesome! No
chlickens, no fightin’ loosters in Led Bluff
—Angel, him only sclappin’ looster in Led
Blufft Make him too much sickee because
no have sclap enough!”

“ That’s bad,” Solemn sympathized, “ it’s
hell for anything to be lonesome like that.”

“You ought to get him a wife,” Dirty
Shirt advised; “ maybe if you'd get him a
nice good-natured wife or two—"

“ No, no!” Wong Gee interrupted quick-
ly and sadly, “ Angel no good fo’ wife; him
old bachelo’ looster!  Gottee him one—
two—wife in Bla'stow, one timee!
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“ Pletty soon Angel want to sclap—no
looster to sclap, so Angel sclap wife— Next
clay have to make chliken flicassee out of
Angel wife! Wife no good fo’ Angel; him
need plenty looster to sclap!”

That evening, after they had finished
their ham and eggs, Solemn and Dirty Shirt
wandered nonchalantly into Saloon Number
One, looked carefully around, sized things
up, and made their immortal announcement:

“ We’re goin’ to get drunk!”

Solemn and Dirty Shirt were faithful to
their promise, and during the next six
months the matter of Angel more or less
slipped their minds.

Meanwhile, Wong Gee’s belligerent half-
breed Indian game, dragged through dis-
consolate, fightless days, only occasionally
having a round or two with “Blazer,” Chuck
Roden’s white, corkscrew tailed bulldog.
But Blazer was relatively immature as a
boxing partner for Angel, and the bouts
usually ended in the penultimate of Round
Number One, when a pale streak, having
the appearance of a bulldog in a dreadful
hurry, could be noticed heading for the
back door of Saloon Number Four, where
his master was assistant chauffeur of the
faro box.

Then came the time when Solemn and
Dirty Shirt had a sudden revulsion, tem-
porarily resigned as chief inebriates of Red
Bluff and sighed once more for the consola-
tion of contact with the silent, immeasur-
able desert. The next two months thereafter,
sthey spent mostly on the raw edge of Hell-
fire Basin, out near the foot of Dead Angel
Mountain, in recuperation from the half
year previous.

Succeeding Solemn and Dirty Shirt’s
vacation, was the banquet when Red BIuff,
under the auspices of Colonel Spilkins and
others, got Versus, their mouse-colored
burro drunk on champagne and then in-
sulted her with beans, resulting in the
adjournment of the banquet.

Chronologically, it is now the following
night:

Solemn and Dirty Shirt paused beside
the shed under which, next door the black-
smith shop, the Borax Trust had lately in-
stalled the new prop manufacturing plant,
vizz  One 36-inch buzz-saw, propelled by
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one six horsepower gasoline engine, operated
by Pedro; the intention being to reduce to
the proper length the massive timbers used
in holding up the roof of the borax mine.

Dirty Shirt and Solemn had just com-
pleted a thorough and comprehensive tour
of Red Bluff’s all seven gurgle emporiums,
and were en route to Dirty Shirt’s cabin
for a well-earned night’s rest.  Their
thoughts dwelt on Angel and his pathetic
isolation as the exclusive fighting rooster
of the sudden metropolis of Red BIuff,
which had so spontaneously echoed to the
discovery of the borax mine.

*“ Something has got to be did about it!”
Solemn said, with a catch in his voice, as
she and Dirty Shirt leaned against the south-
west corner post of the buzz-saw shed.
“ There aint no use talkin’! Angel’s got
to be provided with a chance to fight any
danged time he wants to fight. | feel plumb
sorry for that poor rooster!”

“That’s what | figure,” Dirty Shirt
agreed, “ it’s a darned outrage for anything
to be prohibited self-expression that way! |
was readin’ in a paper once about hotv re-
pression wrecks th’ constitutional works of
people, and if Angel is repressed too blamed
long he’s bound to blow up!”

Almost miraculously an idea flashed into
Solemn’s mind. It was coincident with the
appearance of “ Old Bob,” the veteran iron-
gray tomcat attached to Mother Skillern’s
two-story frame hotel. Old Bob was the
lone feline inhabitant of Red Bluffs two
hundred and seven population. He had
also been attending a party or something,
probably down at the livery stable to catch
a couple of mice, or possibly get better ac-
quainted with the family of pole-cats living
thereunder, and was drifting through the
white moonlight of early morning back
toward home. As Old Bob’s graceful form,

husky and close-knit, appeared before the
eyes of Solemn the idea was bom:

“ Kitty, Kitty, Kkitty!” Solemn called
caressingly.

“What you goin’ to do?” Dirty Shirt
inquired.

“ Never mind what 1'm goin’ to do!”
Solemn retorted, “ Even if | told you, some
folks are too darned dense to comprehend!”

Dirty Shirt tolerantly ignored the rebuff.
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Twenty years’ partnership and association
with Solemn had familiarized him, to a cer-
tain extent, with the other’ idiosyncrasies.

“ Come on!” Solemn half-chuckled, lift-
ing Old Bob in his arms and starting to re-
trace his steps toward Wong Gee’s cafe.

Dirty Shirt himself began to get the same
thought working in Solemn’s mind, and
Dirty Shirt grinned.

Old Bob was an annful for Solemn, but
Solemn did not complain. He felt that he
was bound on an errand of mercy.

If he could provide Angel with even a
temporary vent for his too-long suppressed
desire to annihilate something, Solemn con-
sidered that the mere physical exertion of
lugging a twelve pound tomcat through the
streets of Red BIuff at 4:30 a.m. wWas a
trifling sacrifice on his part. For Solemn
had never been able wholly to efface from
his memory the pathetic appeal he had seen
in Angel's black eyes that evening eight
months before when he and Dirty Shirt had
first invested in ham and eggs in Wong
Gee’s restaurant.

Wong Gee had retired, hours before, to
his sleeping quarters in the pantry between
the kitchen and the dining room.

“ What’s the mallow? What th’ hell's
th” mallow?” Wong Gee queried, sleepily,
in response to Solemn’s impatient rattling
of the door. “ What you wantee?”

“Open up, Wong Gee!” Solemn an-
swered, “ | Ve got a proposition.”

“ “ Ploposition?” ” Wong Gee questioned,
opening the door, “ what you mean * plopo-
sition?””

“ A proposition to give Angel some ex-
ercise!” Solemn replied, as he and Dirty
Shirt stepped inside.

“Weve got a scheme for entertainin
Angel!” Dirty Shirt chipped in, * we've got
a dandy plan to help him unrepress and
have a fight! Bring him out. Will he fight
a cat?”

“ Angel fight anything—cat, dog, devil
—even, what you call him?—buzz-saw!
Him lonesome allee time fo’ fight anything
—Angel fight buzz-saw—"

“ So will Old Bob!” Solemn laughed.
“ that’s what give me the idea! Between
them they ought to enjoy it quite a lot!”

Angel crowed lustily from his coop be-
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hind the restaurant; Old Bob squirmed in
Solemn’s arms and meow-eel.

“ Bring him out,” Dirty Shirt urged
Wong Gee. “ Go get Angel and let him and
Old Bob turn loose—"

But Solemn had suddenly acquired a
larger vision:

¢ That aint the project at all!” he in-
terrupted.  “ This ain't goin’ to be no
amateur contest—this is a championship
engagement!  And the combatants have
got to be trained—”

“ Angel him always tlained!” Wong Gee
broke in. “ Him too damned tlained allee
time!  Angel never quit being tlained!”

" Well, we’ll train him a little extra for
this episode!” Solemn declared, “ all we
wanted to do to-night was sign up the arti-
cles of incorporation! Dirty Shirt can train
Angel and I’ll personally manage Old Bob
myself.  We’ll hold the fight in Saloon
Number Four, next Saturday » .m ., and show
Red BIluff a gladiatorial explosion that will
knock spots off of civilization!”

For the several intervening days, Mother
Skillern wondered where Old Bob had gone.

Old Bob himself had no doubt whatever
as to his location. He was in 'the lower
story of the double-deck wire coop behind
Wong Gee’s restaurant, and the most dis-
agreeable rooster extant lived on the upper
floor.

Those were Old Bob’s sentiments. Day
and night, without ceasing, he was re-
minded of rooster—he could hear rooster,
smell rooster, through the cracks in the
ceiling of his apartment, could see rooster,
and fervently in his heart Old Bob re-
solved that if ever he got the chance he
would taste rooster! This ambition was
stimulated by the consummate cunning of
Solemn’s system of training Old Bob. It
was very simple: Nothing to eat except
barely enough raw liver to make Old Bob’
appetite a two-edged sword and each edge
a trifle sharper than the other.

If Old Bob wanted to take a nap, Angel
selected that particular time of day or night
to practice crowing; should Old Bob desire
to meditate, Angel instantly developed an
irresistible passion to scratch and kept Old
Bob busy dodging things which fell through
the open spaces in the ceiling.
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Not only that, but OdL Bob had an in-
tuitive feeling that that darned rooster was
beginning to look down on him and consider
himself a whole lot better than cats in gen-
eral and Old Bob especially!  Solemn
watched the maturing of rooster-antipathy
in Old Bob%s soul and chuckled with glee.

Solemn and Dirty Shirt naturally mani-
fested strong partisanship for their respec-
tive proteges.

“When this thing’s over,” Solemn
boasted with confident fervor, *“ Angel will
come up minus any more anxiety to ever
fight again!  After Saturday ,.ji., the
champion fightin’ rooster of the Western
hemisphere is goin’ to answer to the name
of Old Bob—even if he is a cat!”

To which Dirty Shirt with equal feeling
replied:

“You are teetotally crazy! When my
client, designated Angel, gets through with
the imitation pugilist you think you're
trainin’ he’ll not only continue to wear the
fightin’ rooster laurels of the ultimate world
but hell also have the additional glory of
bein” known as the best cat exterminator
ever invented!”

Each was entirely sincere in his con-
victions.

Dirty Shirt had seen Angel respond re-
markably to the line of treatment he had
been administering and which consisted
merely in unlimited raw eggs mixed with
cayenne pepper and cracker crumbs. At
the first taste of eggs and cayenne, Angel
instantly recognized the time-honored form-
ula preceding a battle. His eyes lighted
with new-found hope and eagerness and the
look of drooping despondency left him.

He crowed with refreshed vigor and won-
dered where in thunder the rooster he was
going to fight was keeping himself. No
answering crow echoed to his repeated
challenges.

True, there was something in the coop
below him, but Angel heard its meouws
instead of crows and knew it was cat. The
odor of cat also came up through the floor
and Angel resented it. He never did like
cat much anyhow and this one seemed to
consider the lower apartment his permanent

address.
In addition to that, Angel could frequent-
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ly hear him spitting, and a cat spitting had
always been an abomination and outrage
to the sensibilities of Angel. Therefore,
Angel took malicious delight in cussing
that unpleasant cat, who lived below him,
in the most classical rooster profanity he
could devise.

Also, Angel concluded that after he had
licked whoever he was going to fight, hed
work some scheme to get in contact with the
cat in question and show him up for just
what he was—give him a good dose of real
scientific rooster-cat rough and tumble.

Angel’s vivacity filled Dirty Shirt with
pride and pleasurable anticipation as to the
outcome of the approaching engagement.
And Dirty Shirt was leaving no stone un-
turned or it might be said, egg unbroken—
to have his principal in the pink of con-
dition when he entered the arena.

Jose Gabica Pasadena San Diego Garcia,
affectionately known about Red Bluff as
*“ Chico,” not only operated the guitar de-
partment of the orchestra in the dance hall
attachment of Saloon Number Two, but
in days of yore, in far away Mexico, had
been a famous professional preparer of
rooster matadors for the ring. To Chico
Dirty Shirt appealed on Saturday morning
for the last word in topping-off Angel for
the sanguinary affair of the afternoon.

*“ Just what would you do, Chico,” Dirty
Shirt queried in a whisper when he met the
distinguished Mexican, “ if you wanted a
rooster to be totally sure of winning the
greatest battle of his life? What would
you give him for the final supreme stimu-
lation, something to make him willing to
fight, well, for instance, a tiger or a cata-
mount or a buzz-saw, or anything like
that?”

“ Ah, amigo mio,”” Chico replied, his eyes
glittering with memories of other more
splendid days when all Mexico acclaimed
him the greatest engineer of fighting
roosters between Tia Juana and Calabasca,
“ there is one thing, senor, which will give
to a rooster the *finish —the ambition to
fight anything, even as you say, the cata-
mount, the tiger, or the buzz-saw itself!”

“What is it?” Dirty Shirt asked eagerly.

Chico leaned closer and whispered a single
magic word:
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“ Mirijuana!™

"My Gawd, yes! | forgot about it!”
Dirty Shirt exclaimed, “ but wherell | get
any?”

Chico winked—

“ |—myself—will give Angel a dose,

Senor Dirty Shirt!”

Angel didnt know what the idea was in
mixing the pulverized stuff which resembled
tea leaves with the usual egg and cayenne
pepper, but it tasted pretty good and he
ate it anyhow. The thing Angel did know
was that in a little while he felt that life
wouldnt be worth living unless he could
kill something — several somethings — im-
mediately.

He thrilled, trembled, vibrated with the
most stupendous desire imaginable to fight
the whole rooster population, all the cats
in the world plus the dog inhabitants, and
every other thing that existed in one glorious
simultaneous tackle!  That last shot of egg
and cayenne, spiked with the other some-
thing Chico had mixed in it, in Angel’
judgment, certainly had exploding atoms
beaten six of the longest blocks in Salt
Lake City when it came to generating im-
pulses for universal and unabridged murder.

No wonder the government wants to pro-
hibit mirijuana!

Angel was feeling that way when Dirty
Shirt slipped him, despite his vicious strug-
gles, into a sack and started for the scene of
carnage-to-be at 2:40 , .m. sharp on that
memorable Saturday afternoon.

“ 1l be along in a minute with Old Bob! ”
Solemn promised, as Dirty Shirt, closely
followed by Wong Gee, headed for Saloon
Number Four.

For legitimate reasons, Solemn wished
also to convey Old Bob under cover to the
battleground. He stepped into the kitchen
to see if he could locate an empty gunny
sack. None was available and Solemn con-
tinued his search into the pantry-bedroom
Wong Gee occupied and in which he like-
wise stored potatoes and other bulky sup-
plies. Still no sack was in sight.

Searching about, Solemn stumbled over
a newly opened five gallon keg of molasses,
barked his shins on the edge of the keg
and swore. He glanced toward the bed
and concluded to take the pillow slip in
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which to carry Old Bob over to Saloon
Number Four.

As he jerked the pillow from the bed, the
most brilliant inspiration of his career hit
Solemn. For a moment the magnitude,
beauty and originality of the conception
overcame him.

“11M show them Red Bluffers a new
kind of rooster!” he muttered, “ they’re
wantin’ shocks, an’ by gosh they’ll get one
in this case at least!”

To think, with Solemn, was also to act.

He hurried to the coop, grabbed Old Bob
by the back of the neck, yanked him out
of prison and retraced his steps to the
pantry. There he wrapped the pillow7 slip
around the cat’s head—for safety’s sake—
soused the rest of his furry body into the
five gallon keg of thick, gummy molasses,
pulled him out of the mess, ripped open
Wong Gee* perfectly good chicken feather
pillow, rolled Old Bob in the mass of
feathers, dropped the totally feathered and
unrecognizable cat into the pillow slip and
hastened toward Saloon Number Four, to
keep the tryst of slaughter with Angel and
Dirty Shirt.

Red Bluff had been advised merely, and
mysteriously, that a worthy foeman, and
one, too, who rvould gratify Angel’s fighting
ambitions to a frazzle, had at last been
discovered. Solemn, Dirty Shirt and Wong
Gee had kept the name of the Great Un-
known an inviolate secret.

Partly was this due to the inherent ten-
dency of the trio to be dramatic; but prin-
cipally vras it because of possible objections
Mother Skillern might advance against Old
Bob’s participation in the cruel and un-
usual pastime of rooster-cat prize fighting.

A large assortment of Red Bluff was
assembled in the main auditorium of Saloon
Number Four, waiting for the spectacular
event soon to occur. The tension was per-
ceptible.

As Solemn stepped through the door a
hush of expectancy settled over the throng.
In the silence there came, like the wail of
a lost soul, fragmentary shrieks from the
complaining buzz-saw down at the prop
manufacturing establishment, next to the
blacksmith shop, as Pedro pushed the great
timbers against the whirling steel teeth.
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The rules agreed upon by Solemn and
Dirty Shirt were simple: Each was to
stand on an opposite side of the circle the
spectators would form in the center of the
room, clump their respective gladiators onto
the floor and let them go to it.

Ready 17 Solemn yelled.

“ Fire!” Dirty Shirt echoed.

Out of Dirty Shirts sack Angel slid. A
light of unimpeachable murder was in his
eyes.  Simultaneously something skidded
with a squashy thud out of Solemn’s sack
and hit the floor on the other side of the
human ring.

Spectators caught their breaths in hor-
ror, many of them thinking it had come at
last and they were seeing tilings that were
not, when they got the first glimpse of Old
Bob, superimposed into a cross between
a bird and a cat.

Old Bob himself felt queer as the mis-
chief—and looked more so. But he saw
Angel, that despicable rooster, standing be-
fore him and all of Old Bob’ desire for
revenge, all his ambition to eat rooster and
get even for indignities heaped upon him
during the last several days flamed in-
stantly into a seething conflagration.

Old Bob squatted, arahed his back,
started to spit and swear in low guttural
accents and began to swell up—his plum-
age, from the small pin-feathers behind his
ears to the large cluster adherent to his
inch-and-a-half tail, sticking out in terri-
fying disarray.

At first Angel thought that he also was
seeing things. A second look convinced
him that his first impressions were right;
there wasn’t any such a thing as that thing
in front of him! Still it was something.
What it was, Angel tried hard to figure out.
It looked as if it might be a rooster; it re-
sembled cat; perhaps it was both!

Angel had fought virtually every animal
and fowl mentioned in the zoological
vernacular, but never anything which looked
like this. He wondered if that last shot
of egg and cayenne, plus the other stuff
Chico had put in it had affected his im-
agination.

Then a sudden, unholy joy took possess-
ion of Angel. He saw through it all: This
new? device inviting destruction before him
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was a sort of epitome of the total animal
and fowd creation!

The whole works, in some strange man-
ner, had been conveniently resolved into
a single specimen, the sole purpose being
to facilitate Angel’s feverish passion to Kkill
a couple of multitudes of things all at
once, at one operation, without hesitation.

Proceeding on that theory, Angel’s head
lowered threateningly, the two plumes in
his tail were elevated, his neck stretched
fonvard, the sinews of his legs became taut
and.the feathers along his backbone bristled
upward as if each were a saw-toothed bayo-
net thirsting to stab the life blood out of
some cringing wretch.

Twelve pounds of hungry, insulted,
feather-decorated cat hurtled through the
air, aiming to land on top of Angel and
start to eating rooster. Old Bob was dis-
appointed. Angel wasn* there.

Midway in the journey something
sounding like Angel had passed overhead,
flying low, and kicked Old Bob twice on
the side of the neck as it went by. Old
Bob himself was reasonably quick, and
twisted a hind leg up in time to rake a
bunch of feathers off of Angel’s wishbone.

“This is goin’ to be good!” Colonel
Spilkins exclaimed:

“Who said *goin’ to be?”” the crowd
yelled.

Old Bob and Angel were not wasting
time telling what was “ going to be.” They
were busy making it happen.

Old Bob swung a front paw for tire
white meat of Angel’s bosom; Angel side-
stepped and countered with right and left
spur jabs to the region of Old Bob%
appendix.

Old Bob reversed his mode of attack and
leaped again for general assault, but went
bottom side up so all four feet as well as
teeth would be available for action when
the bombing plane named Angel scooted
over him. Angel nose-dived to the left and
spotted two inshoots of his bill under OId
Bob’s ear.

But Old Bob was busy, too; he shot out
his right front paw and as Angel tilted for
altitude he connected with the rooster’s
secondary Adam’s apple and where two tail
feathers grew before there wasnt any any-
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more. It began to look as if it would'end
in mutual cancellation.

At this stage, Old Bob made another
catapultic assault. That time, Angel did
not pass entirely over, instead he zoomed
unexpectedly and came down astride Old
Bob’ back. He cinch-locked his spurs into
Old Bob’s feather encrusted hide, just back
of the brisket; his bill closed over Old
Bob’s left ear and he began to chew.

Old Bob spit and swore, end-flopped and
sunfished and raked Angels drum-sticks
fore and aft with his hind claws, but Angel
was a rough-riding rooster with a diploma
for stick-on-it-iveness and he declined to
dismount.

All of which caused a sudden wave of
nostalgia to sweep over Old Bob. He re-
membered it had been days since he had
seen Mother Skillem, or the dear familiar
old lounging place under the office table
in Red Bluff’s two story frame hotel. He
decided to take whatever was riding him
home and show it to Mother Skillem.

To that end, Old Bob hit the breeze
and hit it with all four spark plugs clicking
in unison. The sharp turn a. the door of
Saloon Number Four caused him to skid,
and he did a multiple scoot and somersault.
Angel, as a result, was totally unseated. Old
Bob didnt wait.

Angel had just straightened up, wiped
the sweat from his eyes, and released one
crow when Mother Skillem, at practically
the other end of the street, saw something
shoot onto the porch of the hotel, ricochet
through the door—fortunately open—slide
across the dining room and come to a stop
under the sideboard in the comer next to
the drummer’s table.

“ My Gawd! ” Mother Skillem exclaimed.

m\Whatever it was she had seen loked like
an excited sofa cushion, without any cover
on it, which was in the last stages of dis-
reputable moulting; but it had four legs,
was shaped like a cat, turned around when
it was safely under the china cabinet and
humbly said:

“ Meouw!”

Later, Mother Skillem gave Old Bob a
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bath, hand-picked him, plucked him, cut
his hair and eliminated most of the feathers
Wong Gee missed from his pillow that night.
She also made sortie remarks about the male
population of Red BIuff.

Angel?

It is sad, but the record must be pre-
served.

Angel paused in front of Saloon Number
Four, announced that he had but recently
licked all the roosters and cats in creation;
also, he was still desirous of committing a
few more murders.

Pedro pushed an extra large timber
against the teeth of the buzz-saw down at
the prop factory, adjacent to the black*
smith shop. The buzz-saw swore at a knot
in the timber in the high treble piccolo
accents buzz-saws affect.

Angel cocked his head to one side and
listened. It sounded to him as if another
fool rooster was challenging to mortal com-
bat!

Maybe, after all, one had been left out
of the combination he had just annihilated.
Very well, Angel would go see!

The buzz-saw shrieked wickedly at an-
other large knot as Angel arrived at the
open air shed of the prop mill. Angel re-
plied with a torrent of defiant abuse;
squinted his eyes at the thing spinning so
dizzily, like a blur, before him; admitted
that this stranger-rooster was something un-
usual when it came to action, but decided
to tackle him anyhow.

Game chicken was well splattered over
Pedros hands, face and clothing, before he
threw7 the switch and stopped the buzz-
saw.

“ My Gawd, Angel has self-assassinated
himself!”

Dirty Shirt handed a portion of Angel
to Wong Gee and said, in a voice that
trembled with emotion:

“Too much mirijuana!
have th’ funeral?”

“*Funelal?” ” Wong Gee repeated. " No
‘funelal!” Chlicken flicassee—plenty nice
Angel flicassee to-mollow fo’ dinner!”

When will we

Next Week: “EDITH” IN THE SEVENTH OASIS



Author of “ Where All Trails End,” *“ Sea Change,” etc.

CHAPTER XIlII.

RUNNERS OF THE WOODS.

get-away and reached safety and pro-
jection without accident but for the
tender age and lack of suitable clothing of
his companion. He had planned cunningly
and well. He deserved complete success.
The two bottles of gin had been a happy
inspiration. They -worked like a charm.
The return of the rifle after extracting the
bolt therefrom, and the mention of a ten
dollar bill, and the theft of the ammunition,
had all served toward distracting and delay-
ing Pete Woodhall.
Everything had worked in Gabe's favor—
even the unintentional dropping of the shell
which had brought to the pursuer’s attention

G\BE LOOX would have made a clean

the fact that the bolt was gone from the
rifle; for the blind rage which had followed
the discovery of that fact had delayed the
chase considerably. The old Indian de-
served to wifi, but the extreme youth and
unseasonable wardrobe of his companion
were against him.

Gabe and the child did not travel a
straight line after leaving Pete Woodhall.
They moved hand in hand for a time, and
stepped on no more snow than was abso-
lutely unavoidable. But it was not long be-
fore Gabe became aware of the little boy’s
tears.

Jacob was crying with the cold. He had
no mittens, his stockings were thin and the
icy wind played the mischief under the
loose draped blanket. So they halted to
do a job of temporary tailoring.

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for April S.
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Gabe cut up half a blanket, from which
he made bags for Jacob’s hands and feet
and strips to wind about his legs and to belt
in the draped robe. This was better, but
not entirely satisfactory. Foot bags caught
frequently in roots and spikes of brush;
hand bags came off and bandages unwound.
The child felt much warmer, however, and
manfully dried his tears.

He was kept busy pulling himself to-
gether and winding himself up. As the des-
olate light of the bitter day lowered and
failed, he grew leg weary and stumbled
often.

Gabe could not carry him, being already
loaded to capacity with a full and heavy
pack, a heavy gun, a rifle, and a pair of
snowshoes. The best the old man could do
was to lend a hand. So, when the last of
the dreary light faded out, Gabe called it a
day and made camp.

No fire was lighted. Gabe found a natu-
ral shelter, a hollow beneath sweeping
boughs of spruce flanked on right and left
with tangles of brush. He floored the nar-
row place with fir tips and cedar tips, deep
and soft, and closed the entrance with a
few larger and tougher boughs backed with
his snowshoes and pack. He spread one
blanket and rolled the others about him-
self and the child. The low roof moved
slightly in the wind, and a few thin wisps
of icy air crept about, but it seemed a haven
of warmth and comfort to the boy reclining
softly with blankets snugged about him and
his new friend beside him.

“Will he follow us?” he asked.

“Try to, sure.”

“Will he find us, do you think, Mr.
Loon?”

“Not in one undred year. Woodhall
ain’t, got owl’s eyes nor nose like a ‘ound
dog. An’ he don’t see much track. Don*

you fret. You trust Gabe Loon.”
“1 do. | think you are as clever as you
are brave”

“ Sure—an’ more clever, maybe. Now
we drink some cold tea an’ eat some bread
an’ cold roast pa‘tridge. You don’t hear
me shoot off no gun yesterday. Nope. Too
smart, me. Shoot um with a stick.”

Both ate heartily, and emptied the flask
of cold tea, and talked in whispers. Then
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Gabe lit his pipe; and, soon after that, the
boy fell asleep. Gabe smoked out the pipe,
assured himself that the big gun lay exactly
convenient to his right hand and exactly at
arm’ length, then lay down and closed
his eyes.

Gabe awoke before dawn and set his nose
and an eye to a crack in the natural roof.
The wind had blown out and snow was fall-
ing thick and fast. Gabe considered his po-
sition. He was in as good a hiding place
as any one could wish for; and with this
snow falling, it was growing better every
minute.

With the practice of caution, and food
and water enough, one might lie here un-
detected by a searching enemy for days, for
weeks—for long enough to discourage the
enemy, certainly. But to be cautious, one
would have to do without fire; and without
fire, how was one to melt snow for tea
and cook food?

To quench the thirst with snow would
be exceedingly unwise, as Gabe knew; and
his supply of cooked food was extremely
limited. It couldn’t be done without a fire;
and, under the circumstances, a fire was out
of the question.

They must move, and that immediately,
while the snow was still falling thickly to
wipe out their tracks. So he awoke Jacob.

They made a dry breakfast. The child
was thirsty and wanted to eat a handful of
snow, but Gabe would not let him.

“ No good,” he said. *“ Make yer t’roat
sore. Strike water pretty soon an’ drink
one bellyful.”

He adjusted the boy’s unique garments
as securely as he could. They paused for
a few seconds at the mouth of their den
while Gabe sniffed the air and peered around
at the snow filled dark and, somehow or
other, took his bearings and found his
course. The snow on the ground was light
and not yet deep enough to call for rackets.
It was not quite to his knees.

He went ahead, with Jacob close at his
heels and holding an end of his woollen sash
for guidance. He advanced at half his ordi-
nary rate of traveling, lagging on every
step, so as not to tire the child. Day came
—nothing more than a grayness behind and
above the flickering wveils of descending
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snow. They reached the creek, descended
to its white surface through snow hung
brush and halted there for a minute or two.

A few scoops of a snowshoe cleared a
flake of black ice. A dozen discreet hacks
with the ax pierced through to the clear
water. They both drank, and Gabe filled
his flask. He scooped the displaced snow
back into the little hole before the slow
journey was resumed.

Gabe led the way downward with the
course of the narrow’ stream, keeping well
under the overhang of the wooded bank. It
was easier for the child here, where the foot-
ing was level—but the snow deepened stead-
ily, and within two hours of leaving the
water hole they were forced to halt again
and rest for half an hour.

When winter caught Archie McKim and
Joe Newsam at the mouth of Gunflint Creek
it did little, if anything, toward delaying
their advance. They thrust Tim Leblanc’s
canoe into the bushes and covered it safely
with blush. They ate hearty breakfasts
and made up their dunnage into two packs
by the first bleak light of dawn,

NLucky thing ye fetched them snow-
shoes along.” said Joe. *“ An’ the mocca-
sins an’ things.”

“ Luck?” queried Archie. *“ Aye, it’s a
lucky thing I was born with human intelli-
gence.”

They traveled afoot all day through that
bitter wind and thin wash of biting snow.
Archie led the way, though he had kept
the heavier of the two packs for himself.
Joe was amazed at the speed with which he
moved over that rough ground and hur-
dles of " blow-downs ” and through snarls
of underbrush.

Joe was not only amazed, but he was
sorely put to it to keep in touch with Dandy
Devil McKim. He wondered if this could
be the same man as the deliberate agricul-
turist who used to rub his big knees with
both hands beside the kitchen stove and
dolefully predict a change of wind.

They wore their borrowed snowshoes next
day and kept right on. Archie continued
in the lead, leaping many of the obstacles
in the way with the agility of a breechv
steer. He paused now and then to shake
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the snow’ out of his whiskers, and Joe was
always thankful for those pauses.

Pete Woodhall pursued Gabe Loon and
little Jacob Kester through the winter wil-
derness; and Archie and Joe sought the
trail of Woddhall; and one Tim Leblanc,
a person of mixed blood and uncertain tem-
per, moved hotly in pursuit of the “ dirty
downriver farmers ” who had ventured to
hire his canoe and buy his provisions with-
out permission. He admitted that the stran-
gers had left enough money—but that
wasn’t the point.

The point was that a couple of potato
growers from downriver had treated him,
Timothy Leblanc, with indignity—had be-
haved toward him as if he were nothing and
nobody, even in his own house, although he
had not been in the house at the time, and
flashed their dirty money just as if they
were better men than he was. And noth-
ing that Charlie Dix could say had the
slightest effect on his dangerous temper;
and Mrs. Dix did everything in her power
to add fuel to his rage against the men
from downriver—and one of them a colored
man, mind you!—and urged him to follow
them with blood in his eye.

He pursued them, armed like a pirate,
hating them more for having left money be-
hind than he would have if they had stolen
his belongings like ordinary, inferior
thieves. It wis that calm acceptance of su-
periority on their part that infuriated him.
There wasn't another man on the river who
would have felt and acted as he did with so
little cause.

Leblanc was a dangerous person to an-
tagonize, as Charlie Dix had warned Archie
McKim. He was, in short, a fighting fool.

The snowfall ceased early in the after-
noon and was followed by clear and wind-
less hours of daylight and a calm night
of cold white stars. Gabe Loon would have
been glad of wind and drifting snow. And
the next morning broke calm and bright,
but bitterly cold; and so the weather held
all that day.

The progress of Gabe and little Jacob was
difficult and slow. The child would have
been better off for a pair of small snow-
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shoes. The snow was deep, and not light
for those small legs.

Woodhail happened upon the water hole
quite by chance. He had been traveling
for hours without the faintest idea of the
whereabouts of the trail of his quarry when
his keen and roving glance chanced upon it,
overlooked it, returned to it—for it was no
more than a tiny white dimple near the
edge of the white path of the frozen creek.

Gabe had leveled the hole, but the water
had gnawed underneath for some time be-
fore the cut in the ice had frozen again.
He went to it, examined it and found the
scar and chips of ice.

So he headed down the course of the
stream at a good pace. But he had lost
a great deal of precious time, what with re-
turning to the shelter of boughs for his out-
fit, and one thing and another.

Woodhail did not come upon Gabe Loon
and the child until the night of the day
following his discovery of the water hole.
It’was close upon midnight when he tracked
them into camp. It was not much of a
camp—just a short, wide trench in the snow
well sheltered by brush and roofed at one
end with boughs of spruce. A round black
blotch at the farther end showed where a
small fire had burned.

Woodhail approached like a shadow. One
watching him there in the star shimmer,
among the shadows, would be puzzled to say
whether he had moved or had been where
he now was all the while. And yet he
drew nearer and nearer to the roofed end of
the trench.

He cleared the webs from his feet and
sank deep. He plowed slowly forward,
parting the brush before him without a
sound. He dug himself into the head of the
trench, beneath the roof of boughs. Sec-
onds passed, half a minute, before he made
his next move.

He listened to the breathing of the man
and the child, thus locating each to a frac-
tion of an inch. He withdrew a mitten and
extended an inquiring hand. He touched
the butt of the double-barreled gun. where
it lay uncased and ready on a fold of Gabe’
blanket. He advanced his hand to the
grip, then lifted the heavy weapon and
drew it to him with a shaking arm.
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It was a muzzle loader. An exploring
finger told him that the nipples were capped
and the hammers down. This was good
enough. He knew that he need not worry
just now about the rifle, which he felt sure
was in its case and unloaded.

He backed away noiselessly, moved
around and stepped into the trench at the
end where the little fire had been.

CHAPTER XIV.

UNEXPECTED ARRIVALS.

VOICE awoke the sleepers in the
A trench of snow. Gabe's conscious-
ness was pricked by it as the quick
of the finger nail by a needle; and as he sat
up with a jerk, even before his eyes were
open, he put his right hand to the exact
spot where the grip of the old gun should
have been. He fumbled the edge of the
blanket for a second, then snapped his legs
under him and ducked forward on his hands
and knees and grabbed for his ax—and
missed it. Pete Woodhail laughed.

“ Quit it, ye old fool!” said Woodhail.
“1 got ye covered with yer own gun: an
| ain’t the only one in these woods with a
twitchy finger.”

Gabe backed to his bed, and Jacob's
side, without a word. The child was sitting
up, speechless, but wide awake.

“Ye reckon yere smart, | guess,” jeered
Woodhail. *“ Maybe ye're smart enough to
make a fire, right here on the old spot. |
see ye got some bark an’ dry wood handy.
Go to it!”

“ Go to ’ell!” retorted Gabe, inspired to
recklessness by a last angry flicker of his
chilling spirit.

“ None o’ yer lip, old man.
Hump yerself.”

Gabe’s heart sank—but his brain got to
work; and his hands, for he crawled for-
ward again and made a little fire. He put
on a kettle of ice, to thaw and then boil,
and sliced frozen bacon into the pan—all
by Pete Woodhail’s orders.

Woodhail sat smiling just beyond the fire,
smoking his pipe, with Gabe’s gun across
his knees. Later, all three ate bacon and
biscuit and drank tea. Woodhail laced his

Git busy.
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tea with the very last shot of the second
bottle of gin.

“1 dont want the kid,” said Woodhail,
relighting his pipe. '‘Ye kin take him the
rest of the way back to them Kester fools—
and to hell with you! But I'll take yer
money, an’ the rifles an’ catridges back
agin, an’ that thar slab of bacon, an’ yer
grand watch an’ chain, sos | wont be late
a girtin’ to whar I’'m a headin’ for. How
much money ye got on ye, anyhow?”

Money? | aint got no money,” replied
the Maliseet. “ What would | carry money
in the woods for?”

“ Dig it out, ye dirty old liar! Ain’t ye
willin’ to pay for the kid? Gimme the hun-
dred ye offered me at first. Dig for it—
or maybe this here old gun ’ll go off an’
11l take all ye got in yer pockets off yer
dead corpse.”

The Maliseet grunted and dug a hand
deep into the many layers of clothing upon
his breast. Deep he dug, but exceedingly
slowly; and all the while he was trying to
think of a plan for delaying Woodhall's
action, and for keeping his money as well
as the child, and silently lamenting the fact
that he had not left all his capital down-
river in a bank.

He reached the waterproof wallet and
began to fumble it with nervous fingers in
a desperate attempt to untie it and produce
from it the sum of one hundred dollars.
Or ninety. Ninety would do—nine tens.
He could say that the ten which he had
pretended to leave with the boitless rifle
had been out of the hundred. He fumbled
and fumbled.

Then Woodhail got swiftly and smoothly
to his feet and stepped over the fire, still
.with the big gun ready in his right hand
and pointed to the front, and stooped down.
Quick as a flash he made a grab with his
left hand and an upward jab with his left
knee. His knee caught Gabe under the
chin, and his hand came away from the
woolly depths of Gabe’s bosom with the
waterproof wallet and a length of broken
shoestring.

A disconcerting memory of a somewhat
similar incident, of an almost identical ac-
tion on his part, flashed into his mind; and
for an instant his wits balked and his hand
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lagged, and in that instant of time two un-
expected things happened. Dazed by the
jar and pain of the blow on the chin, and
maddened with rage, Gabe sprang head first
and struck Woodhail fairly on the belt with
his well padded skull; and little Jacob Kes-
ter, who had advanced unnoticed, struck
Woodhail across the face with a stick from
the fire.

The gun event flying aside from Wood-
halls fingers, the cocked hammer fell and
the right barrel discharged itself with a
deafening bang into a bank of snow. For
a moment action was suspended while every
one looked about him to see who was shot.
Then Woodhail grabbed again, Gabe dodged
and stumbled into the edge of the fire and
Jacob prodded and whacked with his stick.

It was a desperate scrap while it lasted,
and the eight-year-old boy stayed with it—
but it ended in a victory for Pete Woodhail.
Jacob lost his stick and was flung to the far
end of the trench, breathless and bruised
and frightened.

Gabe Loon lay fiat on his back with a
slight odor of singed wool arising from him,
and Woodhail anchored upon him with both
knees in the pit of his stomach and both
hands on his throat. And the waterproof
wallet was in Woodhall’s pocket.

Woodhail was a mad beast. Reason, cau-
tion, all thought of the future, even the last
instinctive sense of self-preservation—fury
had bereft him of all, of everything but a
desire to kill. One eye was dosed and his
lips were blistered from the blows of the
smoldering stick administered by his own
son.

He breathed with open mouth, still gasp-
ing from the head thrust of the Maliseet.
He felt sick with pain and hate, and the
ache to kill and to punish. He would Kill
this tricky old man first, then break the
child’ spirit. They had gone too far! Hell!
They had conjured a devil.

He would tighten the grip of his hands
on this leathery throat—tighter, dghter, un-
til the twisting lips parted and the tongue
came out. He would grip and grip until
the black eyes glazed and the last twitch of
nerves and muscles faded away beneath his
hands and his knees.

And then the boy, his son, the child who
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despised him and had struck him again and
again!  Ah, he would break that spirit! He
had broken it in the child’s mother.

Gabe struggled, flat there on his back.
The child cowered against the far end of the
trench, sobbing. Gabe’s struggles became
feebler.

The child raised and turned his head,
rubbed away freezing tears, choked down
his sobs and saw, by the glow and flicker
of the fire, his friend’s moccasined feet and
thin legs twitching and writhing, and the
enemy’s long back humped forward terribly.
For a few seconds he stared, motionless, and
then, suddenly, he knew what was happen-
ing. He understood.

Fear and weakness left him. He stood
up, lifting at the same time the nearest thing
at hand—a rifle in & canvas stocking. He
lifted it in both hands and went forward,
noiseless on the snow, and struck.

The stroke fell with but little more force
than tire weight of the rifle; and it did not
fail straight. It struck Woodhall’s right
shoulder.

Woodhall pitched forward with an oath,
turned instantly with a face to haunt one’s
nights, leaped to his feet and struck with
clenched fist. The child fell a yard away
and lay still. Then Woodhall turned again,
and again dropped upon the half strangled
old man.

Archie McKim and young Joe, bedded
down for the night in a thicket of small
spruces and restless with the cold, were
awakened from shallow sleep by the report
of a gun. They were up in a moment.

Within thirty seconds they were off,
Archie in the lead. It was not long before
Archie caught a pulse of red fire shine low
among the crowded black shapes and shad-
ows of the forest. Their speeding snow-
shoes clicked faintly now and then, and
padded softly, and knocked up little spurts
of dry snow.

Gabe Loon’s twisting lips parted at last,
his eyelids flickered and his head jerked
back convulsively; and Woodhall laughed
and dug his thumbs deeper. Just then
something caused Woodhall to look up—
but too late.
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He was struck and hurled back by great
hands on the ends of arms like a horse’s
legs. A momentary vision of wild whiskers
and flaming eyes had been his; and then he
landed.

He struck a pair of snowshoes, seized
them without thought and hurled himself
out of the trench and into the deep snow
and tangled brush. He leaped, stumbled,
plunged.

A shot rang out and something zipped
close beside him. He dodged to the left,
stumbled into the snow weighted lower
boughs of a great fir, staggered up and
plunged again.

He crawled a little way, half smothered
by the deep snow; then paused at last in
his desperate exertions long enough to slip
his feet into the thongs of the snowshoes.
Then he ran.

CHAPTER XV.
THE END OF THE CHASE.

ABE LOOX rolled this way and that
in the trampled trench of snow in his
painful efforts to refill his lungs. Be-

yond smiting him once or twice on the back
and shouting a few words of encouragement,
there was nothing for the rescuers to do
but let him roll.

So the rescuers turned their attention to
little Jacob, who lay motionless with blood
on his face. It was at sight of that blood
that Archie fired blindly, but with a scald-
ing desire to kill, in the direction of Wood-
hall’s flight.

The boy came around in a minute in
Archie’s arms. Joe Newsam washed the
small face tenderly with snow, discovering
the injuries to be nothing more serious than
a swollen nose and a cut lip.

Gabe caught up with a few gulps of
breath at last, staggered to his feet and fair-
ly devoured the frosty air, then sat down
with both hands at his throat and his eyes
blinking.

“ Damn near t’ing! ”” he remarked, at last,
rubbing his windpipe.

Then his right hand w-ent to his breast,
deep, and fumbled about in the depths.
He withdrew it and stared about at the
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trampled snow and black edge of the fire
without a word. Then he withdrew his
hand, buttoned the fronts of his numerous
garments and grunted.

“ Lost somethin’?” queried Archie.

“ Four ’undred an’ twenty dollar,” said
the Maliseet.

The fire was built up, the boy and Gabe
were put to bed, water was boiled, tea
made, bacon and flapjacks were fried. All
made merry.

Jacob ate flapjacks in spite of his cut
lip, and Gabe swallowed pints of tea in spite
of the soreness of his throat. All were in
high spirits. The boy was rescued and the
kidnaper was beaten.

They felt that there was nothing more to
fear from Pete Woodhall. He had shot his
bolt, and they knew that he would get out
of the country at top speed with the wallet
containing four hundred and twenty dollars.
No one doubted Gabe’s statement concern-
ing the contents of the wallet.

Gabe and the child fell asleep at last,
full fed and full hearted. They felt sore
in spots—but what of that? They were
victors. They had fought good fights.
The child glowed with thoughts of the blows
he had struck in defence of his friend at
the man whom he knew to be a cheat and
a coward and a beast, and whom he firmly
believed to be a monstrous liar.

Gabe glowed with the knowledge that an
old score was settled and that a good and
perilous piece of work had, with a little
luck and much heroic effort, been brought
to a successful conclusion—and that Silas
Kester would more than make good to him
his loss in dollars. They slept soundly,
despite their bruises.

Archie and Joe widened the trench,
chopped and spread boughs, dragged fuel
to within easy reach and rolled up in their
blankets. AH slept late. Sunshine was
flooding level through the eastward trees
when Joe rolled out and kicked the fire into
a blaze and put on the kettle.

The boy and Gabe Loon awoke to find
themselves sore and stiff here and there—
but what matter? Time and the world were
theirs now. All they had to do was to get
home to Lob’s Point. Archie McKim came
out of his blankets as spry as a colt.
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They breakfasted extensively, without
haste. After that, Gabe and Jacob retold
their heroic stories.

Archie produced a bottle of liniment and
needles and thread. After treating the
strains of the rescued with the liniment and
bathing cuts and bruises with hot water,
he cut a coat out of a blanket for Jacob
and set to work stitching it. The others
reclined near at hand, watching him idly.
Then Tim Leblanc walked into camp and
threw down his pack.

Leblanc was sizable—tall enough, and
more than broad enough at the shoulders.
He was thirty-five years of age, which is old
enough to be seasoned and toughened and
yet young enough to be limber. He was
old enough to be experienced in the rougher
ways on the upper river, of lumber camps
and “drives ” and all other phases of the
life of a white-water boy.

He was a man of his hands and his feet,
adroit and knowing and agile. In his own
estimation and that of many of his friends,
he was cock of the river. One or two of
the several strains of blood in him were
fighting strains; and he had a fierce, un-
reasoning temper.

Tim Leblanc threw down his pack and
his rifle and kicked off his snovshoes.

KWhars McKim?” he asked in a
threatening voice.

My name’s McKim,” said Archie, lay-
ing aside his sewing. *“ What’s yer own
name, if ye dont object to me askin’?”

“Ye look old enough to be honest,” re-
turned Leblanc, ignoring the question. “ |
never see a holier.lookin” bunch o’ whiskers.
But ye're a damn t’ief, for all yer ancient
an’ holy looks!”

“ | cal’late ye must be Timothy Leblanc,
iedgin’ from what Charlie Dix told me,”
said Archie in a mild voice.

“ Ye’re dead right | be Timothy Leblanc!
An’ I'm looking for the highbellied, t’ievin’
downriver farmers what stole me canoe an’
half me outfit widout so much as “by yer
leave * like they had a right to anyt’ing
they wanted, an’ to hell wid the poor man!”

“We had to take the canoe an’ stuff,
Mister Leblanc,” said Archie. “ We was
in a hurry. Maybe ye didn’t find the
money | left behind in payment for what
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we took? | left it, anyhow; an’if it wasnt
enough, say so.”
“ Money! Who asked ye for money?

Damn yer dirty money!”

“1 jedge, from your talk, ye ain't
satisfied.”

“ An’ye jedge right!”

“What lien? D'ye eaPlate to satisfy

yerself with shootin’ off yer mouth an’
wavin’ yer arms ’‘round?”

Beside himself with rage, Leblanc jumped
for the other without waiting for him to
get to his feet. Archie was surely taken at
a grave disadvantage, and yet the imme-
diate result of Leblanc’ attack appeared to
prove otherwise.

As the cock of the river flung himself
forward, Archie settled back on the flat of
his shoulders and folded back his long legs.
Instead of landing on Archies head and
shoulders, Leblanc landed fairly on the soles
of Archie’s moccasins; and then the long
legs straightened with astounding force and
the cock of the river made a retrograde
flight beyond his jumping off place and lit
on the back of his neck in the deep snow’.
When he got himself right end up and the
snow’ out of his eyes, he found Archie out
there waiting for him.

It was a distinguished battle. The
spectators, Gabe Loon and Joe and the
small boy, sat spellbound. It was unlike
any fight of which the boy had ever read,
and Joe had never seenlanything that could
hold a candle to it.

Feet and hands were used with equal
facility. - Every trick of offense and defense
known to three generations of white-water
boys was demonstrated by the bewhiskered
giant who had been named Dandy Devil
McKim and the stalwart fellow who was
now’ cock of the river. Joe held his breath
for fear that one or another of this friend’s
stiff limbs would snap at any moment under
the terrific strain to which they were being
subjected.

Rough-and-tumble does not describe a
tenth of it. The famous and deadly
I' slash ” was delivered twice, once by each
of the combatants, but fortunately without
reaching the mark either time. This ex-
traordinary mode of attack called for a
handspring on the part of the attacker.
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When delivered in spiked boots on an un-
ready objective, it was deadly. It is now
extinct even on the upper river.

Leblanc had weight and youth on his side,
Archie had height and reach on his. For
several minutes there appeared to be noth-
ing to choose between them in the matters
of skill and strength and agility. Each
escaped a knockout from hand or foot by
a hair’s breadth more than once. Twice
they went to the trampled snow together,
only to whirl up again and tear apart.

Archie had blood in his whiskers. Le-
blanc showed a useless eye. Then Leblanc
called his teeth into play and, for a fraction
of a second, got a hold with them on the
outer edge of Archie’s left hand.

That was too much for Archie McKim’s
calm spirit. A fist like a petrified ham
came in contact with the left side of Tim
Leblanc’s head.

It was not until fifteen minutes later that
Leblanc returned to consciousness of life.
He looked dizzily upon the same peaceful
scene which he had disturbed for a little
while so short a time before with his unex-i
pected and violent intrusion.

There sat Archie McKim stitching away
at a garment of blanketing, and there re-
clined the small boy and the large young
negro and the elderly Maliseet idly looking
on. Leblanc groaned.

“Ye'l feel better afore long,” said Ar-
chie, glancing up from his sewing. *“ Yer
neck aint broke, an’ Joe here give it a
good rubbin’ with liniment. Ye hadn't
oughter bit me.”

“Whatd ye hit me wid?” asked the
sufferer.

Archie raised his great right hand, and
the needle which he held between the thumb
and fore-finger looked ridiculously out of
place there. Leblanc groaned again.

“ Charlie Dix said as how ye’re called the
cock o’ the river,” said Archie, in his mild
drawl. “1 was named that same myself
hereabouts, nigh onto thirty years ago.
Kinder looks like 1°d been re-elected.”

He chuckled at that as if at a statement
absurd enough to pass as a joke. Then he
smoothed his whiskers with quite an-air of
a humorous great-grandfather and resumed
his stitching.
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“If 1 was give my choice between fight-
in” you an’ lockin’ horns with Squire In-
goldsby’s Durham Bull, I'd choose the
bull,” said Joe Newsam. Sufferin’ cats!
What about yer rheumatiz?”

“Thar’s a time an’ place for everything,”
replied Archie. “ Down to Lob% P’int is
the place for rheumatiz, moored alongside
the kitchen stove. This here Gunflint Crick
country calls for a loosenin’ up o’ j’ints an’
an uncommon robustious faith in God.”

“ Ye talk like a cussed preacher! ” groaned
Tim Leblanc.

They set out for the big river next morn-
ing, dragging Leblanc on an improvised
sled. They dropped him at his own house,
with an extra ten dollar bill and a little
sermon from Archie McKim on the lament-
able effects of a vile temper on soul and
body.

Their arrival at the big house of Lob’
Point is still talked about. Mrs. Kester
cried on the shoulder of every member of
the party, and Sally Goodine swooned with
excitement, and Silas Kester was too deeply
moved to say a word.

The neighbors made such a din with guns
and horns that Squire Ingoldsby heard it
through the walls of his fine house of Over-
island and ran the whole distance in his
slippers and without his hat.

CHAPTER XVI.

THE BAG OF BOOKS.

back into the old, peaceful routine.

It was increased by one; for old Gabe
Loon, invited to make his home under that
wide roof, could not think of a pleasanter
or more comfortable way of putting in the
future.

Jacob was none the worse for his ad-
venture with Pete Woodhall. He had been
lonely, but not often afraid, and he had
fought for his friend, and so thoroughly did
he believe the man wfith the scarred face
to be a liar that he never gave another
thought to the queer things he had been
told by those sneering lips.

One day, in April, Mrs. Kester walked

THE household at Lob’s Point settled
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through the big shrubbery in the side gar-
den in search of the green blades of daffo-
dils. She found a few blades, and then
she discovered a bag of sodden black
leather. Even as she lifted the bag and
found it heavy her memory flew back to
the summer afternoon when the man with
the scarred face was seen by little Jacob in
Silas’s room and afterward, by herself, on
all fours in the edge of the shrubbery.

The bag was locked. She picked it up
and carried it to Silas’s room. Silas was
not there. She found a knife and slit the
strong leather and pulled out the old books
one by one.

When Silas Kester entered his room fif-
teen minutes later, Albina was still seated
at his big desk with the old books open
before her and the empty black bag on the
floor beside her feet. He realized the full
significance of the scene at a glance, but he
was puzzled, having believed all these
months that Woodhall had carried off the
bag of books.

“ Where did you get it?”
hesitatingly.

71 found it in the shrubbery,” she an-
swered. ““ 1 think it is what | saw that man
looking for, on his hands and knees. But
I don't understand. Was he bringing these
books to you?”

“ He took the books from that drawer,
bag and all,” replied the man, stepping
closer and laying a hand on her shoulder.
“ | found them in the cabin we rescued the
boy from—went down among the islands in
June the same year, looking for it, and
found it—and found those books. |
thought it better not to tell any one, even
you, of what | found. | burned the cabin.
For myself, 1 didn't care who the boy’s
father was.”

“ Neither do | care,” said Albina. ‘*He
is our son. | could not love him more,
and he could not love us more than he does.
He came to us when needed him. | some-
times think that he was guided safely to
us—by the children—down the flooded
river.”

“Yes,” said Silas.

There was a lire of old gnarled maple
elbows burning hotly on the wide hearth.
Silas poked it to a brisker flame, then took

8 A

he asked,
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the old books over and laid them, open, in
the red and consuming heart of it.

“ We’ll take no more chances with them,”
he said

CHAPTER XVII.
THE PEDDLER.

LAS BLESTER kept an eye to wind-
Sward for a few years, then forgot all

about Pete Woodhall. The years
passed in peace and plenty and honor.

Archie McKim spent more and more of
every day beside the kitchen stove, and
rubbed his joints more and more, and at
last made himself a pair of crutches. Gabe
Loon waxed fat and talkative in the big
kitchen, and with the tales he told of himself
and his great friend, Paul Snider, he added
to his reputation for wisdom and courage;
and one morning he was found dead in his
bed with a contented smile on his small
brown face.

Joe Newsam came gradually to the oc-
cupation of Archie’s place as farm foreman
and Silas’s right hand man. He married,;
and Silas built a new house for him near
the smithy.

Jacob Kester went down river to school,
and later to college, but all his vacations
were spent at or about Lob’s Point, where
his heart was. When his last examina-
tion paper was written, he came home for
good.

He was a tall, quiet youth, gray-eyed,
gentle and a thorough sportsman. All the
traditions of the honest and fearless Kesters
were his, and a taste in reading that was
even finer than Silas’s own, and a love for
the old house and the wide intervales and
the crowded islands.

One evening in April, fourteen years and
some months after the violent theft of
Gabe Loon’s wallet by Pete Woodhall away
up on Gunflint Creek, a bewhiskered stran-
ger carrying a peddler’s pack arrived at Than
Lunt’s house at the upper edge of French
Village. Supper was on the table when
Than opened the door to him, so of course
he was invited to “ set in ” to the repast of
fried salt pork and boiled potatoes, dried-
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apple pie, sugar cookies, strawberry pre-
serves and strong tea.

He said his name was Baker, that he had
come a long way since breakfast, that the
roads and trade were bad. These state-
ments, and a few questions concerning the
village and neighborhood, were the sum of
his conversation. He wasn’t much of a
talker, but he -wes a good listener.

The old couple, Than and Eliza Lunt,
were tireless chatterers. They told the
peddler all the news and gossip of the
countryside, grave and gay, commendable
and scandalous.

He listened with a grave face, but now
and then a brightening or dulling of his
dark eyes, to tales of village trickery, of
salmon poaching, of domestic virtues and
errors, or rural comedy and tragedy, of
fights and frolics and vanity and charity,
of the pride of the Ingoldsbys and the
shame of the half-breed Rassers, of the
worth and generosity of the Kesters, of the
beauty of Squire Ingoldsby’s daughter who
had been to school in England, and of the
strength and learning of Silas Kester’s son
who had been down river to college.

“ Therell be a weddin’ some day,” said
the old lady. * Gentry the both of em—
as good as youd find anywheres. An’ that
will surely be great property—Lob’s P’int
and Overisland j’ined together! They be
great folks, them'Ingoldsbys and Kesters,
and proud—but they don’t show their pride
to poor folk like us. They aint like the
new run of upstarts from the city. If you
was to go to Silas Kester’s house this
minute, Mr. Baker, ye’d be treated with the
best.”

The peddler said nothing to that, but his
bearded lips twisted slightly and his dark
eyes brightened and then dulled like stone.

The peddler gave the old couple several
articles from his pack. They made up a
bed for him in the kitchen, with a soft mat-
tress and soft blankets and fine sheets.
But he lay awake a long time, prodded by
a devil of envy and hatred and malice and
embittered vanity and poisoned self-pity
and all uncharitableness.

As he lay awake he heard the river crack
the rotten ice again and again with reports
like guns, and later, just before he fell
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asleep, he heard rain fingering the windows.
The rain was still falling when he awoke,
and the devil within him was still at work.
He combed his whiskers with care so that a
scar on his left cheek did not show.

After breakfast he made several calls here
and there in the village, selling trinkets
and mouth organs and pipes and papers of
needles. He had dinner with the Lunts at
noon and went out into the rain again im-
mediately afterward.

He had been without liquor for three
days; but he soon found his way to Dwight
Lorry’s humble dwelling, where there was
potent stuff to be had for the buying. He
bought and drank.

By dusk he was drunk, and Dwight was
in not much better condition. A little later
he was drunker and got to throwing things
at his host—a knife, bottles and the like;
after which he crumpled up and lost touch
with the activities of the world.

Dwight Lorry had sense enough left to
realize that the peddler would not be a
safe companion for the night, for at the first
return of consciousness he would probably
throw things again. At the same time he
felt that just to roll him outside into the
rain would not be exactly the right thing
to do.

So he dragged him across the yard to the
little barn. But even the barn did not
satisfy him. Here were a horse, a cow, and
a pitchfork, and what more likely than that
the peddler would commence throwing the
pitchfork before morning and injure the
horse or the cow? Thus reasoned Dwight
Lorry7 and he congratulated himself on the
way his brain vas working.

Then he thought of the old shed behind
the barn on the brow of the bank. It wasnt
much of a shed, but the roof was tight, and
he felt that the peddler didn’t deserve any-
thing more than a roof to keep the rain off
him. It was where he stored his wagon
and scow and sturgeon boat for the winter,
and what was good enough for them for
six long months was good enough for the
peddler for one night.

So he seized the prone and unconscious
stranger by the collar again and dragged
him out of the barn and down to the shed.
He fell several times on the way.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

Reaching his objective at last, he kicked
open tire door and dragged his burden in-
side. He stumbled about in the dark and
knocked a shin against a gunwale of the
SCOW.

Then he heaved the offensive peddler over
the offending gunwale. He felt, through some
drunken twist of reasoning, that by so do-
ing he squared accounts with both of them.

“ Damn you! ” he said to the gunwale of
the unresponsive scow; and: “ Lay there,
blast you!” he said to the unconscious ped-
dler. Then he turned and staggered out,
leaving the door open behind him. Twenty7
minutes later he was sound asleep in his bed.

The river swelled and the rotted ice broke
and moved. The black water, which had
been rising all day, crept to the top of the
bank and beneath the loose flooring of
Dwight Lorry’s old shed. It lifted the old
planks gently but surely. It floated the
SCOW.

A pan of ice hit a corner of the shed and
slued it halfway round. The black water
continued to creep up, to brim over, and
out through the open door of the twisted
shed floated the scow.

It scraped among flooded willows, swung
around in a slow7 eddy, hung for nearly a
minute broadside—on to a stranded log and
then was bumped free by a cake of gray ice.

Down at Overisland, below Lob% Point,
Squire Ingoldsby sat in his fine library be-
fore a glowing hearth, full dressed. He was
anxious about his new boathouse and its
contents, but he did not want to disturb his
men unless the river forced him to it. He
had sat alone since ten o’clock, and now it
was close upon midnight. The rest of the
household slept. Already he had been down
to the boathouse three times for a look at
the rising flood.

He was a hale man of seventy-two, full
blooded and high spirited. He sat with a
glass and a large decanter of port at his
elbow, and sipped down a glassful every
now and then to keep himself awake. At
five minutes to twelve he placed a log on
the fire, replaced his slippers with high and
well greased boots, donned raincoat and
hat, took up a lighted lantern and went out
into the seeping night.

Outside he picked up a pikepole. Thus
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equipped, and still smacking the flavor of
his last sip of wine, he made his way brisk-
ly down to the river.

He found the boathouse still high and
dry- He went down to the edge of the
creeping water and raised the lantern and
looked out upon the sliding black and white
flood. The cakes of rotted ice bumped and
crumbled and slobbered as they drifted
along. His eyes were keen—extraordinarily
so for their age. His clearness of vision
was one of the numerous things he prided
himself on.

He saw something coming that was not
ice, drifting into the wavering ray of his
lantern, swinging close inshore. Curiosity
prompted him to thrust out the long pole
and attempt to gaff it. The iron failed to
catch, and at that moment he saw that
the thing was a scow. He was not interest-
ed in scows—but, on the other hand, he was
not accustomed to strike and miss.

He set down the lantern, leaned forward
and made another hack with the ironed
pole. This time the right angled spike
struck deep into the flat gunwale and held,
and for a few seconds the drag of the drift-
ing scow came within an ace of pulling the
squire into the black water. But the hale
old man gave ground a little so as to regain
his balance, let a yard or so of pole slip
through his hands, then gripped tight and
set his heels into the wet sod and put his
back into the pull.

His blood was up—the blood of Ingolds-
bys and Lovelaces. A fig for the scow!—
but he had undertaken to bring it ashore,
so ashore he would bring it, though the
devil himself and all the flooded rivers in
the Province dragged against him! And he
did it. Not only did he bring an end of it
to the edge of the slippery sod, but he
jerked and worried and dragged until he
had half its length high and dry.

The squire felt that as he had done the
confounded scow the honor of pulling it
from the river onto his own land he might
as well condescend a step farther and ex-
amine it for some mark of ownership. So
he fetched the lantern.

“ The devill” he exclaimed; and well he
might, for there in the bottom of the scow
sat the bewhiskered peddler gaping at the

771

light, and looking far more like the devil
than like anything else one could think of
on the spur of the moment. He recovered
his composure in a second.

“ Who are you, and where have you come
from?” the squire demanded.

“1’'m a poor peddler,” replied the other,
after blinking his eyes and opening and
shutting his mouth several times. “ I reckon
I went adrift from French Village—but 1
dont know where | Ve got to.”

He shivered violently.

“Youre on the Overisland front; and
I’'m Squire Ingoldsby,” said the rescuer.
“You must be chilled to the bone. Come
out of that and up to the house, or youll
catch your death.”

The peddler got stiffly and unsteadily to
his feet, staggered forward and fell flat.
This was partly the result of chill, but not
entirely so. He got instantly to his hands
and knees and crawled forward and over the
square nose of the scow. Ingoldsby helped
him to an upright position and steadied
him so.

“ Faugh!” exclaimed the squire.
reek of cheap gin!”

“ An’ what of it?” cried the peddler,
bracing his legs. “ What dYye expect? We
ain’t all rich!”

“ Can you walk without assistance?”
asked the squire coldly,

“ Sure | kin walk. Damn nigh froze—
an’ wringin’ wet to the hide—but that’
good nhough for me—poor devil what drinks
gin!  Sure I kin walk! An’ dont ye talk
to me like I’'m a dog, neither! | got my
pride—an’ a taste for good liquor, too.
Dye think I'd drink squareface gin if I
owned yer cellar?”

“ Now, follow me—if you can,” said In-
golclsbv with much scorn and a little
pity and something of resignation in his
Vvoice.

The peddler’s head cleared after a few
uncertain steps, and his legs steadied and
strengthened as the blood warmed in them.
He did very well on the gentler slopes of
the long path to the house, but on the
steeper grades he had to crawl. He swore
to himself as he crawled. His brain was
amazingly active; and so was the devil of
ehate, malice and all uncharitableness.

“You
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The squire led the way to the side door
which opened into his library. He opened
the door and entered ahead of the peddler,
then closed it after them. He raised the
lantern and looked searchingly into the fel-
low’s face.

“ Get close_up to the fire and pull off
your clothes,” he said. * There are some
blankets here that 1l serve your turn until
your things are dry.”

The peddler obeyed, and was soon out
of his sodden garments and squatted on the
hearth rug with soft blankets draped about
him. The squire resumed his slippers and
his seat.

The peddler’s black eyes regarded the big
decanter with an intentness that could not
be ignored. The squire got up with a sound
between a snort and a sigh, and fetched
another glass from a cupboard. He filled it
and handed it to the man on the hearth.
The red wine vanished in the twinkling of
an eye.

“What is your name?” asked the squire.

The other’s black eyes glistened and his
bearded lips twisted slightly.

“It’s one thing an’ agin it’s another—
but the name | was born with—that’s as
good as yer oven,” he replied.

“That is not the point,” said the squire
icily.

“ My name’s Woodhall.
heared it.”

Ingoldsby started, but instantly regained
his attitude of calm and chill superiority.

“You are a fool to admit'it,” he said.
“ My memory is not defective, and | am
a magistrate. It is—let me see—fourteen
years since a man named Woodhall, call-
ing himself Steve something-or-other, kid-
naped the son of a friend of mime.”

“Was it the son of yer friend?”

“ His adopted son—which does not les-
sen the crime.”

The peddler sneered. * Little Jacob?
His name was Peter when | first knowed
im. An’he drifted away on a flood an’ was
picked up by Kester. Maybe ye know that
already. If ye don', ask Kester. Peter’s
his name. But now he’ Jacob, an’ a rich
man—an’ like to be richer. Jacob Kester?
Helll  There ain’t no more Kester in him
nor there be in yerself.”

Maybe yeVve
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“ Are you still drunk?
talking about?”

“1 know what 1'm talkin’ about, don't
ye fret. What dYye callate | took the kid
away for, anyhow, that time?”

“ For the purpose of forcing money out
of Silas Kester.”

“ That’s right. But why didnt | carry
off yer little girl? Ye’re rich as Kester—
an’ maybe richer. 111 tell ye. | had a
right to that kid—him they call Jacob
Kester.”

“Aright? You? Are you drunk or crazy?
What are you driving at? Speak out!”

“What’s all the hurry? Maybe ye know
how Silas Kester come by that baby twenty-
one year ago, or maybe ye don’t. | see ye
do. That’s all right.

“An’ now Il tell e something Kester
knows already. This here young Jacob
Kester—him thats been to college an’ all
that—his name’s Peter Woodhall—an’
that’s my name, too. D'Ye git it? His
ma was Susan Jane Howland—an’ that was
the name o’ my wife.

“ Beardsley Woodhall was my own pa—
him what took to the woods when all the
money an’ gentility was used up an’ all the
thievin’ Ingoldsbys had et dirt—him that
married a half-breed woman up on Gun-
flint Crick. That’s me.

“Thats yer fine Jacob Kester.
his blood—Woodhall an’ Howland an
breed! If ye think I'm lyin’, ask Silas
Kester,”

John Ingoldsby sat speechless, staring at
the fellow on the hearth rug. He had wor-
ried greatly, off and on, over the mystery of
young Jacob Kester’s antecedents, and had
schooled himself to accept the fact that tire
chances were heavily against their being
distinguished—but this was worse than his
worst suspicion. The murderous, outcast
Woodhalls! And half-breeds!

“ 1l show e somethin’,” said the peddler,
making a long arm and pulling his steaming
coat from the back of a chair. From an
inner pocket he brought a packet wrapped
in oiled silk and tied about with twine. He
opened it and disclosed a small flat case.

“1 cal’lated this might come in handy
some day, so | kep’ it,” he said, passing it
to Ingoldsby.

What are you

That’
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FLOOD.

The squire opened the little case with
fumbling fingers. Within he found a photo-
graph which, for a moment, he mistook for
that of his young friend Jacob Kester. Then
he realized that this was of a young woman,
and that it was old and slightly faded.

“ Turn it over,” said the peddler.

Ingoldsby obeyed. On the back of the
photograph, in faded ink, he read:

For my deer husband, Peter Woodhall,
From his loving Susan Jane.

“ That’ her,” said the peddler. “ That’s
my wife—as was. D'ye know anybody
what looks like her?”

The squire replaced the photograph and
closed the little case and handed it back
to the peddler. His round, weathered face
was gray. He got slowly to his feet and
crossed the library and opened a door onto
a large, windowless closet containing a few
boxes, several pieces of broken furniture
and several piles of old books and maga-
zines on the floor. He stood the door wide
open and turned .back to the man on the
hearth.

“Your clothes are dry enough by now,”
he said. ‘“ Gather them up and come here.”
“What’s the idee?” asked the peddler.

“ The idea is that you’ll finish the night
in this closet and accompany me to Lob’s
Point in the morning,” said the squire.
“You have made the statement, several
times that Mr. Silas Kester is aware of
certain astounding facts. Very well! If
there is any truth in your abominable story,
I’ll hear it from Mr. Kester.”

“ Ain’t | proved it already?” exclaimed
the peddler, the sneer gone from his lips
and voice and eyes. “ Don't this here pho-
tygraft prove it? Ye kin ask Kester yer-
self. There aint no call for me to go with

ye.”
His brain was clear now, and he remem-
bered an ax. and a little leather pguch
attached to a silver chain, and Silas Ke”er%s
knowledge of these things. In his heart he
cursed Dwight Lorry’s gin, the flood and
the devil of envy, hatred, malice and all
uncharitableness that had brought him to
this pass.

Ingoldsby stepped over to the nearest
wall and took down an old sword in a scab-
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bard of varnished black leather. He drew
the gleaming blade, dropped the scabbard
and advanced upon the peddler. The gleam
of his eyes was as metallic as the sword.

“ Pick them up,” he said.

The peddler sprang to his feet, cursing.
Ingoldsby came on, flickerihg the cold steel.

“ This was my grandfathers sword,” said
the squire. “ Don’t force me to defile it
with your filthy blood.”

The peddler snatched up his garments
one by one, backing always with the point
of the sword now threatening his throat
and now his breast. He backed, foot by
foot, across the carpet and into the closet.
Ingoldsby shut the heavy door of oak and
turned the big key.

The squire returned the sword to its place
and went back to his chair. He poured and
gulped a glass of port, then settled his el-
bows on the arms of the chair and sank his
face between his hands.

“ Blood will out,” he thought miserably.
“ Blood tells.” At last he fell asleep.

A door that had stood ajar opened softly
and a tall girl entered the library. She wore
something of silk and white down over her
nightdress and her bright hair in two long
braids. She paused for a moment beside
her father’s chair, then glided to the door of
the closet. She turned the key with the
utmost caution and opened the door. There
stood the peddler, fully dressed, staring at
her.

“ Give me that photograph and take
these,” she whispered, and extended her left
hand. The peddler glanced at the hand,
then produced the little case containing the
photograph and gave it to her. She imme-
diately opened her hand into his, releasing
a few gold coins, half a dozen rings set
with jewels, a gold bracelet. She turned
then without a word and moved noiselessly
toward the outer door.

The peddler followed her, with an eye on
the sleeping squire. She opened the door
and let him out into the black rain.

Then she returned to the hearth, ex-
amined the photograph intently, pressed her
lips to it and then thrust it, case and all,
down between two glowing logs. She stole
out by the door of her entrance; and John
Ingoldsby slept on.
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It was dawn when the squire awoke. He
sat up and stared at the ashes on the hearth,
then around the room. “ My God!” he
whispered; and he got to his feet and
crossed the room with reluctant steps and
sagging shoulders, like an old man.

He found the door of the closet unlocked.
He opened it and looked within and found
the closet empty. He turned and surveyed
the gray lit room again, then fixed his gaze
on the decanter of port and the two glasses
on the little table beside the hearth.

Two glasses! So he had not dreamed it.
But how had the fellow escaped? The door
had been unlocked for him! But by whom?
He felt dazed and heartsick.

The mystery of the fellow's escape seemed
a small thing to him compared with the
tragic fact that he had ever been in that
room. He returned to his chair, only to be
startled out of it in a minute by the opening
of the outer door and the entrance of Silas
Kester.

Silas was hatless, breathing hard and mud
spattered to the knees.

“What’s the meaning of this?” he ex-
claimed, thrusting a small bit of paper into
the squire’s hand. *“ Why should they do
it that way? What has happened? Do
you know anything about it?”

Ingoldsby examined the paper. It read:

Dear Dad:
We are off to town to be married. It is
Carol’s idea—this furtive manner and unrea-

THE
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sonable hour and all—two o'clock in the
morning 1 It suits me, of course—but seems a
trifle rough on you and mother and the
Ingoldsbvs—cheating you out of a fine wed-
ding and all that sort of thing. But don't
worry; and please let them know at Overis-
land as soon as you read this. We shall be
home again in a few days. Your loving son,
Jaocdb K

“ Are they gone?” asked the squire dully,
staring at the paper.

“Theyve been gone these three hours
and more,” returned Kester. “ But why?
What's your girl’s idea? Couldnt she wait
until May? What foolish, romantic novels
has she been reading?”

The truth concerning the escape of the
peddler flashed in the squire’s dazed mind.
For seconds he stood and gazed at his old
friend without word or motion.

He moved suddenly, plucked up one of
the wine glasses and broke it on the hearth,
fetched another, filled two glasses and
passed one of them to Silas. Some of the
color was back in his face by this time. He
raised his glass.

“ Here’s to your theory!” he said.

“ My theory?” queried Kester.

“ That environment is everything,” said
the squire. “ God grant that you’re right! ”
—and he swallowed the wine.

Kester considered the other for a moment
with a questioning and reflective glance,
then “ God grant it!” he said, and drained
his glass.

END

XS

WITH TEA AND SILK AND SANDALWOOD

TY/HERE the herded islands raise black snouts and nuzzle the sullen shore

And the shore ice crawls and groans and bawls at the wallowing combers’ roar;

Black wind whips at the glaring lamps that leap and plunge and wreathe
And bites like a dirk from the whirling murk while the long seas lick beneath.

Over oily swells the dim dawn crawls through the deeps of the outer dark,
From truck to rail each straining sail bends spectral pale and stark;

Great viscid rollers writhe aloft, collapse and fall abeam—

While ghostly white in the eerie light the flooded scuppers gleam.

Then the sun winks up like a leering eye across the flying spume,

And the standing gear twangs sharp and clear from jib to spanker boom,
With crescent canvas soaring high—Dbattered and patched and torn,

The last of the stately China fleet sweeps homeward round the Horn.

Walbridge Dudley.



By CHARLES FRANCIS COE

The author of this popular series of fight stories, concerning the victories and
vicissitudes of the illustrious “ Socker Dooley,’lwrites from an intimate knowledge of
the ring. He was welterweight champion of the United States Navy when that title
could be won only by scientific and desperate effort. So here you have authentic
narratives of the squared circle from a trained wordsmith and a clever gloveman com-
bined.

It is a delight to the discriminating-reader to encounter on the fiction page a
professional boxer who acts and talks and thinks like a human being, differing from
his brother men mainly in that his occupation is extra hazardous and his public ca-
reer usually no longer than that of a President. Time!—The Editor.

understandable and not a few inevit- her reward in the results,

able. Fate is an alchemist. With Scientists may tell you that certain re-
fingers which reach at will into the four suits are produced by psychological reac-
corners of the globe she chooses her in- tions: that is merely an effort to offer ex-
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SOME things are unreasonable, some gredients. mixes them and doubtless has
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planations for unexplainable things, if |
may be permitted the expression. We gaze
in wonderment at the firmament; look upon
the distant twinkle of unknown stars as a
direct manifestation of the omnipotent
hand, while all about us, every day, are
transpiring things even more incomprehen-
sible.

Take for instance the slum born lad who
hews his way through the handicaps of his
heritage to scale the peaks of achievement
or, conversely, the lad born with every ad-
vantage who makes a mess of things and
winds up a total loss. Can this be ex-
plained? Is it psychology or is it alchemy?
Is it that some force has played upon latent
powers within the lad, or is it purely a
matter of the ingredients originally supplied
by nature?

You answer.

At the risk of life and limb |1 am going
to take issue with the psychologists in be-
half of the chemical theory and I am going
to offer in testimony the actual incidents
which threw exponents of the two forces
together and the contingent happenings.
Maybe you hadn’t better attempt an an-
swer until you have heard the evidence.

First, the chemical side. Socker Dooley
never even heard of the word psychology.
He had taken the physique which Fate, the
great alchemist, had built for him and done
with it things which had scaled the bar-
riers. With a world of heart, a little in-
telligence where affairs of the ring were
concerned, and a wallop that would spread
the average knuckle duster all over the sur-
rounding scenery, he had won fame' and
fortune.

Then, because the chemical forces of
which he was made were all acquisitive and
not in the least retentive, he had proceeded
to go broke. Lastingly and irrevocably
broke. Now he was an ex-champion whose
only reward came from a knowledge of past
performance. Any one will concede that
memory never yet served adequately to
patch a man’s pants nor to feed his hungry
mouth. From which you will see that
Socker Dooley was a being detached from
the creature comforts, a wanderer of the
trackless spaces of life, a bum!

Second, the psychological side. Professor
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Phineas Martin had a physique that cast a
shadow just too small to cover a cockroach.
Every time he walked over a grating the
onlookers shuddered in anticipation of his
immediate disappearance. Cut off his feet
and you could mail him to any foreign
country at a cost not to exceed a nickel.
Chemically the gentleman had been cheated
beyond expression. He looked like a watch
charm!

But brains?  Well, the professor sure
could concentrate. At college, where he
taught, his knowledge knocked all the stu-
dents so dumb they flunked every examina-
tion. It had never been accomplished be-
fore. He held them spellbound all year
and they couldnt shake off the effects in
time to pass examinations.

He knew psychology better than the man
who started it. Fie could tell you just what
a given man would do under a given set of
circumstances if the man was a given kind
of a man with given tendencies. He had
so many brains that he couldn’t keep them
all under control. No matter what you
wanted to know he could tell you if he
didnt happen to be thinking about some-
thing else. When he centered his colossal
mind on the solution of a colossal problem
he thought of nothing else. Remember
that because it is what started all this story.

You will see from the foregoing that
Socker Dooley and Phineas Martin were
antitheses: had nothing in common; were
as far apart as the two mythical poles.
Socker was all chemical, which is substance.
Martin all theory, which is fantastic.

Socker played the cards of life in terms of
food, clothing and hope. Phineas in terms
of anything from the fourth dimension to
relativity and inferiority complexes. Socker
lived in a mundane world faced incessantly
by the dictates of physical comfort. Phineas
lived in a world of his own creation, dream-
ing of discoveries that would release all
things from the confining limitations of the
mundane.

Socker’s mind, incapable of flight, held
to his body. Phineas’s body, incapable of
flight, became detached from his mind
which roamed fields of its own choosing
while his body struggled along like a ship
without a rudder. He was apt to follow
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his mind out into the street in the morning
without realizing that his body carried no
shoes.

.

Socker Dooley roamed aimlessly
through the little park which adorns Union
Square. It is a small park, but a haven
for many of the souls which seem to have
been discarded by the wheel of fortune.
Its benches are ever a harbor for the weary
travelers who go nowhere.

The preceding night had been a trying
one. Late fall weather conduces to nights
of chill and any one who attempts to mix
them with an alley bed learns that it doesn’t
work. For the last two hours Socker had
tramped the streets in an effort to restore
circulation to his aching limbs. Then the
sun came up. Its warmth was grateful.
He had watched it as it seemed to rise
from behind the huge buildings of Broad-
way; waited impatiently for it to attain a
place in the heavens from whence its direct
rays might drive the biting tang from the
air.

With a sigh of relief he sank onto one of
the benches. Directly across the footpath
was another deserted bench which offered
a startling sight. At one end of it was a
perfectly excellent overcoat which seemed
to boast no interested owner. After a cold
night in an alley and early morning hours
spent in -rubbing chilled wrists, that was
some sight!

With considerable alacrity Socker changed
benches and cast wary glances about in
search of prying eyes. There was none.
Gingerly he let his hand fall upon the gar-
ment, pulled it a little closer to him. A
psychologist would have known instantly
that another psychologist had preceded him
to the bench and become so engrossed in
thought that he had left his coat. It was
easy to see that the rising sun had obviated
the need for the garment.

But Socker was no psychologist. If he
had an inferiority complex it asserted itself
only at sight of a badge and all without
Socker’s knowledge.

Here was a perfectly good coat, sorely
needed. The cloth felt warm and alluring
to his battered fingers. The neat little fur
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collar seemed to cry out for the privilege
of protecting his swollen ears from the biting
winds. With another careful glance in all
directions he lifted the coat onto his arm
and struck off across the park. His back
had a quivery sensation as though some
one was about to grab him from behind
and his ears were expectant of a sudden hue
and cry which would require immediate
footwork on his part. Neither came.

He turned into Fifteenth Street and
paused behind a big truck in order to slip
the coat on. His attempt to get his flat
hand into the sleeve was like the camel
and needle act. It couldn’t be done.

“ Gawd!” sighed Socker, regretfully,
“it’s boy’s size. ’Bout as useful ter me as
snowshoes in Hades!” But he had the
coat and dared not throw it away because
of the attention he would attract. Being
of a purely chemical structure Socker never
thought to look in the pockets until he had
traversed several blocks.

Imagine his amazement and joy at dis-
covering a twenty dollar bill wrapped
around several twos and ones! And he
had had no breakfast that morning!

Feverishly he dug his hands into the
other pockets. In the inner one he came
upon a leather folder which looked like
more money but proved disappointing. All it
held were some cards proclaiming the name
and address of Professor Phineas Martin.
Socker saw that he was not far from the
number given.

“ Guess it ain’t a kid’ coat at dat,” he
muttered, “an’ it’s a cinch de bimbo dat
wears dis envelope ain’t gonna scare me
none in a fight!” He held the coat from
him in order better to realize its diminutive
proportions. “ Well, me fer de Waldorf
an’ a private dinin’ room.” There is no
joy greater to a hungry man than hunting
for a restaurant, especially when hope has
long since departed that he would have any
use for such a place after he found it.

Stimulated by the food and hot drink
Socker left the cafe intent upon going to
the address given on the cards and finding
out if a reward for the coat would be
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offered. If any questions were asked about'
the money he would assure the owner that
no money was in the coat when he found
it. Reasonable enough. The coat was too
small for a man and who would expect
money to remain long on a Union Square
bench?

He found the place and the professor at
the same time. Was it the professor’s coat?
It was. Was there a reward for his time,
his trouble and his honesty in bringing it
back? There was. The good professor
dug up a ten dollar bill and offered it with-
out so much as a thought of the money
that had been in the coat.

“Do yuh work in a circus?” inquired
Socker, looking at the emaciated personage
before him.

“ Circus? Circus. Circus!” gasped the
professor in three different tones and de-
grees of understanding. “ I, work in a cir-
cus?—Ah! A most interesting person,
most interesting!” He had seen in Socker
such a man as he seldom met. What might
not this type contribute unknowingly to the
psychological world?

“1 was jus’ Linkin’ dat.” agreed Socker,
his eyes appraising the little man.

“ My good fellow,” began the professor
in placating tone, “ this is most interesting,
most interesting. Why should you associate

me with a circus?”
“ Freaks.” Laconically.
“ F-r-e-a-k-s!  You mean—f-r-e-a-k-s?”

“ | mean—I mean—~F-r-e-a-k-s! ” grinned
Socker in imitation.

“l am no freak—I am a professor!”
There was a world of scorn and pique in
the tone.

“ Physical culture?” Socker had the ten,
why not the fun?

But the taunt roused the professor to the
use of his weapons which were purely men-
tal. He controlled his anger in considera-
tion of the things to be learned. Here was
a man uncouth, uneducated, battered, yet
who retained his honesty as was attested
by his return of the coat.

“ So you laugh at my size? It is to be
expected. A glance at me shows that |
have given no thought to my body. A
glance at you shows that you have given
every thought to yours. We are opposites.
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Will you come in for a morning cigar and
chat?”

Could Xapoleon march? Can a duck
swim? Would Socker go in? Happy days!

Once in the study the professor began
quizzing Socker and seemed to gloat over
the responses of the fighter. In the learned
man’s world there was no fistic combat,
no pugilists. Here was opportunity to
leave the realm of thought for that of reality
and to take back into that higher and better
world, gems of thought that had been pur-
loined from an unknowing mind.

V.

Professor Phineas Martin rose to
address his class in advanced psychology;

“ Gentlemen, |1 am prepared to offer you
a surprise,” he announced. “ For many
weeks we have yearned for some method
of testing the teachings of advancd psycho-
logical phenomena. We have learned from
our study that the human brain in a sub-
stance which vibrates in accordance with
thought impulses given it. We have
learned, too, that thought impulses may be
guided to control these vibrations.

“ Some of you, skeptics though you show
yourselves to be,have quite plainlyindicated
a desire to see actual tests of the theories
expounded. Such a test | have planned for
you.

“Let me reiterate that most minds be-
come calloused to the reception of new
thoughts. Our daily life, as a people, is
growing ever more narrow. The very nature
of our business existence is such as to
heighten competition and make specialists
of us all because of the necessity of giving
all our thought to our own particular sphere
of activity.

“The result is a dwarfing of intellects.
We find no time for explorations into the
unknown in the mental potential. We also
become travelers of a single road, in other
words, engrossed in one track thought to
the preclusion of progress in the arts and
sciences. We place self interest above all
else and are driven, psychologically, into
certain thought areas. We never emerge
from them.

“ We have learned that a man who has
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operated one lathe for months is not as
efficient if transferred to another lathe of
exactly the same make. We see, too, that
even the same lathe moved to other sur-
roundings impairs the operator’s efficiency
until he shall have become acclimated to
the new location. This is obviously
psychological.

“ Mow, | am going to attempt a demon-
stration of the power of psychology to dis-
rupt even a well established train of thought.
I am going to show you a man with a per-
fect physique, suddenly rendered helpless
before the attack of a much weaker man
who knows nothing of physical fcombat.
And | am going to ask that you bear in
mind that the stronger man is also.a fighter,
trained to the art. A man who has achieved
great fame in the prize ring and who, ex-
cept for psychology, would destroy the
weaker man as a cat devours a mouse.”

In very orderly though deeply enthusias-
tic interest the students left the class room
and repaired to the college gymnasium.
There they ranged against walls and awaited
the appearance of the central figures in
the test to be enacted. If there was to be
anything in the line of a fight they wanted
to be at the ringside.

The professor disappeared into an ante-
room and returned leading one of the stu-
dents dressed in boxing trunks.

“You all know Arthur Kapps,” he an-
nounced confidently. “ Arthur has been a
great football player on the varsity eleven
for two seasons and has won glory for our
alma mater. You also know that Arthur
knows nothing of the art of prize fighting.

“ Because he has no fear he has agreed
to serve in the coming test. He will be
pitted against a man who knows nothing
but prize fighting! He is Mr. Socker
Dooley, once champion. His name is famous
indeed among those who know that sort of
thing. While unknown to you, of course,
he is really celebrated in his world.”

“ Hooray for Socker,” chimed a voice in
the rear and several of the students laughed
knowingly.

“Let it be understood that this Dooley
man knows nothing of the test to be made.
I have merely requested him to come here
for an exhibition against one of the college
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boys for which 1 am paying him one hun-
dred dollars. Please attach due thought to
the exhibition.

“ As Mr. Dooley enters the room | am
going to have several of the students as-
sembled in gymnasium togs. Among them
will be Arthur. In a very casual manner
it will be arranged that Dooley will see
Arthur apparently teaching the others gym-
nastics. He will perform several feats of
strength which will have been arranged in
advance and the psychological effect upon
Mr. Dooley will be such as to make him
fight defensively thus shattering his own
attack. You will see a great body fettered
by a small mind, the mind being shackled
by psychological direction.”

Several students entered and gathered
about various apparatus. Socker was in-
vited into the room and strutted before the
students as he used to strut before the fans.
He was asked to wait until the present class
in gymnastics finished.

He watched the Arthur person as he went
from student to student. He saw him step
up to the lad at the punching bag; saw
him draw back and strike the bag non-
chalantly. Then he saw the bag burst
under the impact of the blow! Smiling
tolerantly Arthur' proceeded to a set of
parallel bars. With the same sang froid he
leaned across one bar, seized the other in
his two hands and pulled the two together
until the stout ashen bar broke with a loud
snap.

“Wat de hell is he, a elephant! ” grunted
Socker.

“Will you see if you can fix this rope,
Mr. Kapps?” called a lad at a wall pulley.
“ It is badly tangled and wont run through
the sheave.”

Socker saw Kapps walk to the machine,
take the heavy window cord in his hand
and examine it, heard him say:

“It is badly tangled. We need a new
one.”

“ 111 get a knife.” The lad started away
to get a knife with which to saw the rope
in two. No one knew better than Socker
the strength of such cord as that.

“ Oh, never mind,” smiled Kapps, “ guess
I can bust it!” He wound the rope about
his hands and Socker grinned expectantly.



780

‘the man didn’t live who could break win-
dow cord in his hands.

Kapps gave a sharp yank and the cord
parted. He regarded his palms a moment
reflectively. *“ Tough stuff that,” he
vouchsafed, then ordered the students off
the floor.

In a moment he was shaking hands very
mildly with Socker Dooley.

“ This is the gentleman | wanted you to
test with,” announced the good professor.
“ lam going to ask that you show consider-
ation for him and do not strike him unnec-
essarily hard.”

“ Huh! Dis guy needs a lot uh sympathy,
he does. Aint yuh got a lion around dat
I kin walk up to and spit in his eye?”

“ But Arthur knows nothing of fighting,”
the professor assured him. “ Of course he
is very strong. We are told that he is the
world’s strongest man. But science should
keep you free of his grasp and | am very
certain he will not use his strength to the
full. Remember, Arthur, this is merely a
scientific exhibition and there must be no
broken bones when you seize Mr, Dooley
at close quarters.

“ All right, gentlemen. Give the exhibi-
tors’ room and bring forth the sparring
mittens!”

At this command the class fell back and
the gloves were put on. What would Socker
do? He wouldnt quit, of course. On the
other hand he hadnt had a glove on for
a year! His wind would last long enough
to climb into a ring, but he would need a
rest before the first bell!

Here indeed was a dilemma. If he landed
clean on this man-elephant and failed to
score a knockout, what might he expect
from those arms? A man that could shatter
a punching bag had no right taking liberties
with the face of Socker Dooley! One shot
like that which had ruined the bag and
Socker would bust with a louder bang than
any rubber ball.

“If he drops a right like dat on me
Adam’s apple 111 choke ter death on cider,”
Socker assured himself. Ale fer tuh play
dis gur’illa wit’ care. | aint gonna lay a
glove on ’'im!”

How easy it would have been, too. In
ten seconds of fighting Socker refused as
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many opportunities to land upon the youth-
ful face before him. Instead, he kept clear,
hoping against hope that the class would
have had enough before he dropped of ex-
haustion.  Many times Arthur swung
punches that Socker had no difficulty in
avoiding. It was evident that the lad was
pulling his blows, because Socker could see
that they had little real hurt behind them.
Not any consecutive hundred of them would
have broken that bag.

Psychology had triumphed. Socker was
scared blue. He was intent upon earning
that hundred and living to enjoy it, so why
fight?

But psychology is two sided, like every-
thing else. It took two rounds for Arthur to
realize that fame was just around the
corner from him. Suppose he could knock
out this great fighter. Would he not ever
after be a campus lion?

Many times Socker had heard the word
“ psychology ” mentioned in whispered
tones at his back. It meant exactly twice
as much as nothing to him. How then,
could he be expected to know that it had
gripped Arthur and started brain vibrations
of a hopeful nature?

In the third round Arthur came from his
corner intent upon destruction. There was
no one alive who would recognize the look
more quickly than Socker. It had been his
one and only business to read the signs of
attack in the eyes of opponents. Visions
he had of that devasting blow on the punch-
ing bag; of the snapped window cord and
he felt the approach of disaster. But
courage—in the ring it is called ““ heart,”—
had never been lacking in the Dooley make-
up.
To go down fighting was the ultimate of
his creed. He flexed his muscles and met
the approaching Arthur with all the deter-
mination which had characterized his ring
days.

A lightning-like left found lodgment on
the collegiate chin. Back went the head
in a surprised snap. Before Arthur had a
chance to recover, the remnant of Socker
Dooley was after him. Again the left
landed, followed closely by the right. Such
happenings were quite beyond the ken of
the assaulted Arthur.
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Even as Socker Dooley reverted to his
old*self, Arthur gave rein to his natural
tendencies. He ducked his head as in the
days when “ hitting the line ” on the grid-
iron. Socker saw the charge coming. Set-
ting himself, he shot forth an uppercut
that carried every ounce of his “ stuff ”
behind it. It caught the rushing footballer
on the side of the chin and whirled him
about. But inside the glove of Socker
Dooley another story was being unfolded.
A tale that had to do with knuckles which
had become chalky and powdered under the
impact of a hard blow.

There entered the true psychology. Both
men were themselves, made so by an array
of circumstances inspiring certain thought.
The one, the trained fighter, the other the
young and strong lad whose willingness far
exceeded his ability.

With a broken knuckle Socker couldn’t
follow the advantage of his blow. Arthur
recuperated while Phineas almost passed
from the picture under pressure of the sud-
den turn affairs had taken.

“ Psychological reversion to type—" he
began, but his words were lost in the acclaim
by which the sudden and unexpected action
had been received by the students.

For a moment the two men glared at
each other, then Arthur began another
charge. Socker sidestepped and placed a
snappy left to the head.

“Why dont you stand up and fight?”
demanded Arthur in bewildered fashion.

“Too busy sockin’ yuh *adenoids,
Socker countered, grinning.

Once more Arthur rushed in and again
Socker danced free from harm after driving
another left to the head.

Seeing the hopelessness of his rushes
Arthur essayed to spar with Socker. What
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a travesty!  Arthur saw more gloves in
a minute than he had ever before counted
U Xj
NEXT

watch for
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and they all centered in a grand rush for
his head. He was like a cork buffeted by
the seas. In desperation he got in close and
folded his arms about the older man. Im-
mediately Socker had mental visions of
crushed ribs.

As a last resort he slid close to the col-
legian and snuggled his thick left shoulder
under the youngster’s chin. Suddenly that
shoulder shot upward, there was a thud as
the jawbone of the student snapped against
the upper portion of his head with numbing
force. Once more Socker’s instinct and
experience told a tale of truth. He felt the
body of Arthur sag in his arms. Quickly
he stepped free and with every ounce of his
strength crashed the left hand to the stagger-
ing lad’s face.

Fifteen seconds later Arthur viewed anew
the mundane world from which he had
slipped.

He heard Phineas Martin expostulating:

“It was a psychological victory in spite
of Arthurs defeat. Under the correct en-
vironment the guiding hand of psychology
forced each man to drop into the mental
rut previously established under stress. It
was a psychological victory;!”

In the showers Socker was the cynosure
of admiring eyes. Questions galore were
showered upon him by the students even
as water gorged him f—mthe spray. With
his great body glistening and his eyes shin-
ing with a new found faith in the world, he
grinned at the boys.

“ How did you whip him, Socker?” asked
several at once.

“ Well,” vouchsafed Socker thoughtfully,
* this Martin insect is hell fer brains an
he says ut was a ‘sockological * victory.
Dat’s good enough fer me! ”

And after all, why not? What’s a busted
knuckle compared with some hundred and
thirty American iron men? Be reasonable.

I
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By KARL W. DETZER

Engine Ten; commanded in a squeak-
ing voice and with epithets that
shamed the fires he fought. Five feet two
from the mole on his forehead to his rheu-
matic instep, loose-hung and disjointed,
making untidiness of person a virtue, he
never had been a pretty fireman. But
after forty years of gongs and broken
sleep, of zero weather on ice-enameled
walls, of smashed shoulders, flying glass
and smoke filled lungs, mothers in the
neighborhood of Engine Ten used his name
to frighten unruly youth into obedience.
And had you looked inquiringly at his
right hand, with its stumps where three
fingers should have been, and a white scar
that ran raggedly up the wrist, he might
answer your inquiry, or might not.
“It was ate off!” he explained sharply
if his temper were good, and let it go at
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STONE AGE SULLIVAN commanded

that. Only on the dog watches, when his
rheumatics had gone to bed with him and
refused him sleep, would he talk of die fire
at Box 816.

Stone Age Sullivan’s story is colored, pre-
judiced, one-sided, as are all tales of bold
deeds written too close to the memory.
You must inquire among the hundred others
who labored in the snow back of the river
that March night two years ago. Yes, and
of those who attended the banquet cf the
Fire Fans Club six months before, when
Stone Age Sullivan upset his glass and the
ugly affair had its thoughtless beginning.

Engine Ten was the last of its kind. It
was also the prize joke of the fire depart-
ment, with its four panting horses, its re-
stricted territory, its old hose wagon and
its shiny, played-out steam pumper. And
Stone Age Sullivan was antiquated, entirely
as antiquated as the equipment on which he
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rode. He hated gasoline. He thought
motor driven fire apparatus a monstrosity.
Steam did it! Steam and horses.

Inventive years dealt hardly with the
old horse drawn pumpers. Only six were
left in the city. Five of these led sleepy
lives in the far outskirts. Engine Ten
drowsed down town across the river. It
went to duty with a clatter of hoofs, racing
motorized apparatus as if it had a chance
of winning. It was a crowded district where
it panted through, a tangle of warehouses
netting the waterfront.

“ Teakettle Ten,” the department called
it. All it could pour was five hundred gal-
lons of water a minute. Gasoline pumpers
got out eight hundred. But even so Stone
Age Sullivan never cared—until the dinner
of the Fire Fans Club.

Thought of hitching up horses to get to
a fire was great sport to the Fire Fans, that
bustling lot of youths and graybeards who
still thrill at the clang of bells. They
cheered when the first assistant marshal
spoke. Stone Age Sullivan brooded.

“ Within six months,” the assistant mar-
shal announced with blunt eloguence,
“ we’ll shut up the stalls in the last of the
old time houses. There’ six new gasoline
pumpers being tested now in the department
shops. Three wall go into service next
week, two more in three months. The last
one goes to Engine Ten.”

* Sullivan!” shouted a modern enthusi-
ast across the room. Some one else cried
for a speech.

There was a flapping of hands, necks
were craned, and Stone Age Sullivan arose
awkwardly at a table far down the room.
His face flared redder than its accustomed
scorched orange hue, and he worked his
hands in his napkin. When he spoke his
voice was pitched so high that a recruit,
over in one corner, laughed aloud.

“ Big Bo0ss,” he began, “ it’s hard news
you’re bringing! But I’'m glad that I’'m to
be the last. | know a bit or two about this
fire business, and | don’t trust this here
gasoline—steam for me, and horses every
time.”

He pushed a finger into his collar, as if
to rid his throat of the squeak. A voice
yelled: “ Go on!”
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* That’s what |1 'm aimin’ to do, brother! ”
Stone Age Sullivan called back hotly. “ 1I’'m
going to tell some of you Johnny-Jump-Ups
and you amatoor firemen what a old timer
knows. | been watching this gasoline going
on ten year, and I've seen it eating away
the guts of the department. Ree-cruits
aint spiny these days like they was when |
was a lad—no backbone or nothing. And
it’s not their fault—it’s the gasoline. They
don’t trust their engine, which you can't
blame them. Now you ask me to speech,
and 1'm speeching. These here motors
ain’t honest, they ain’t safe, and you know
it! All | got to say is I'm sorry to lose
my teams.”

He sat down, and the progressive Fire
Fans had a roaring good laugh. It started
at the press table, and swept up the room,
with the assistant marshal banging for
order and Stone Age Sullivan perspiring and
pushing back his chair. And when Captain
Mike McQuire of Engine Thirty-Two, put
his head in his hands and rocked, the
master of Engine Ten upset his glass, turned
his back on the banquet, resigned loudly
and profanely from the club, and stamped
out of the room.

He met McQuire a few days later at a
smoky basement fire.  Captain Mike
grinned again as Stone Age Sullivan shuffled
past him with a nozzle under his arm.
Sullivan, warm and touchy, saw the grin,
halted for half a pace, and squeaked back:

“ Watch your step, Mike McQuire, you
young upstart! Me and you aint had the
last of our laugh vet, not bv a handpump
full.”

It was March when the order was posted,
the third of the month, a date when the
fire at Box 816 made history. Engine Ten,
in three more days, would put away its
teakettle. The department began the day
by wandering what Captain Sullivan would
do about it. It finished by wpndering when
the snow would stop.

The first flurry came at noon. By three
o’clock it was piling up in soft heaps. Dusk
blew in with a stiff gale off the lake and the
drifts stacked higher. Surface car schedules
went to pieces at six otlock. Emergency
men plodded out at seven, snowplows
bucked five foot drifts, stuck fast, and
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waited for shovels to dig them out. Stone
Age Sullivan worked with his men to clear
his own driveway. And at midnight sharp
came a call from Box 816.

It is a “ far box,” this alarm 816, cen-
trally enough located, but stuck in seclusion,
behind high rows of warehouses back of
the north slip of the river, a place of silence
after sundown except for the feet of watch-
men.

The hose wagon hitch led out. They were
a fast, lean team that pulled the hose. They

minded the gong,” lunged when the cap-
tain’s toe tripped quick, slowed to a lope
if he rang in barks. Teakettle Ten lumbered
in the drifted wake, its slower horses step-
ping high, snorting, whipping back their
tails, annoyed that any man should so for-
get himself as to discover fire on such a
night.

Stone Age Sullivan held the first team
down himself; Driver Pat Malone used the
whip and listened. Snow was hub deep in
Illinois Street. At the comer of Cass the
lead horses pawed, wallowed, broke a trail
and plunged on, a heavy, sidewheel gait that
did for a gallop. Stone Age Sullivan banged
his bell, the engine answered half a block
behind, whining, its tune a singsong.

Across Dearborn Street and State,
through those tortuous byways back of the
Tribune plant, hose team and engine of
Teakettle Ten floundered on their last
snowy run. At Michigan Boulevard Sullivan
looked sharply to his right. Hard, bright
lights showed another car, that kicked up
snow as high as the top bridge girders.

“ Thirty-Two—Mike McQuire!” the
commander of Teakettle Ten growled to his
driver. “Wont they find sweet running
over herel!”

Pat Malone did not answer; he was
watching the horses. They left the boule-
vard behind, and came out into the open,
that flat, newly made territory which edges
the shore of Lake Michigan, unbuilt, where
winds from the north play freely across
vast unbroken acres. The snow whipped
down like a fog, and put out the lights
behind.  Drifts covered the wheels, the
hose wagon labored. Behind, less insistent
1,han before, the soprano bell of Teakettle
Ten cried through the wind.
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Another sound fell in behind them. En-
gine Thirty-Two sped into the horses’
tracks, its siren gave a burst of gasoline
exuberance, then trailed into silence.

* Stuck!” squealed Stone Age Sullivan.
“Hear 'em? They’s stuck!” He sucked
his breath triumphantly. * There’ a blasted
motor for ye!”

“ Look there!” Malone lifted his mitten
in front of him, pointing toward the river
bank, where the last of the tall warehouses
lift their smoke-shawled heads above the
city. A thin glimmer of pink light seeped
through the snow whirl, floated brighter
and disappeared.

“ Shes busted through—whatever she
isl 7 Sullivan said; then to the team: “ Easy,
Buck—easy, Mack!”

The hose wagon groaned to a halt. Its
tired horses reared, strained, and fell back.

Stone Age Sullivan turned on his other
men.

“ Showvels, you guys!” he cried to Pipe-
men Henry and Steimel, who hung on the
rear step; “ shovel and get us out!”

The two firemen jerked their broad-lipped
scoops from atop the hose and waded
around the wheels. They burrowed into
the six foot drift that had blocked the
team’ fore legs, snow flew away in a
screeching wind. Once more the path was
broken, the bell of the engine whined closer
behind. The hose wagon slid forward.

The pink light had become steadier now.
It blurred the snow-softened landscape into
strange shadows and purplish highlights.
Once more the siren of Engine Thirty-Two
wailed dismally across the drifts, coughed
and hiccuped into silence—Mike McQuire
was shovelling again. Engine Ten was
profiting this time by its ancient equip-
ment; Stone Age Sullivan swore good
naturedly.

“ Over here’s a plug—you, Henry—Ilook
for it! Course it’s buried—dig!”

Henry leaped off the tail board again,
and bucked the snow. His figure, buried
to the waist, made a long jumping shadow.
Malone craned forward, staring into the
vague red blur ahead where the fire was.

“Its that ratty old hide warehouse,”
he announced, “ down near the north slip.”

“ Cobwebs and powder!” answered his

9 A
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commander, and spat. “ Too late to stop
it now. It’s done for, even if we get help.
Things is at a pretty pass, ain’t it? One
pumper at a fire!”

“ Thirty-Two may get here.”
Malone dared treason.

* Get here?” Sullivan leaped out into the
offending drift and tried to budge the near
horse forward. “On that wagon? Not
with mules! T ’ain’t no place to talk.” He
stopped Malone sharply.

“ Hydrant! ” the voice of Pipeman Henry
came out of the white fog. He had found
the fire plug. The horses pressed forward,
at the bang of the flat bell. The wheels
moved. Captain Sullivan grunted. He
knew his team -would get there. Another
turn and his satisfaction fled.

“ Get up!” he bellowed.

Buck and Mack, the lean fast pair, tried
again and stopped. The. front wheels
rocked. It was no good coaxing. Over-
side, leaning down, Stone Age Sullivan saw
the top of the wheels settle and disappear
in soft, sticky pockets of snow. The hose
wagon of Engine Ten was stuck for die
night. Stone Age Sullivan knew the feel
of it.

“You Steimel, Malone, Henry!” he
cried, standing up on the dashboard. “ Uw>
hitch—take this here team back to the en-
gine. Make a four line, drag the pumper
round.”

The men slid in behind the horses, and
fumbled at snaps with cold, stiff fingers.
Once Malone looked up quickly, and saw a
burning board lifted high above the flame-
crowned warehouse. He grunted, and spoke
softly to the team. It waded out now, con-
fused, unencumbered by the hose wagon.
Malone drove back to the engine that was
creeping through the heaps.

It was easier to get ahead with four
horses.

“ Over here!” Stone Age Sullivan was
crying. “ Bring ’em up here—plug! Hy-
drant herel!”

The heaving double hitch plowed sixty
yards from the water main—fifty—forty.
Then a drift rubbed the leaders’ bent heads.
Four horses leaned on their tugs, and the
engine stuck.

“Leave me at
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em, 11l move ’em!”
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Sullivan thrashed angrily toward the Tea-
kettle. He stumbled and kicked up a
cloud of snow? for the wind to play with,
fell once more, staggered up, reached
toward the bit of the near horse.

Jenkins, the engine driver, used his whip
the same instant. The long, black line
snapped. Buck seemed sulky to the master
of the other team. He laid his thong on
the balky head. The big horse jerked. Its
teeth came down savagely and Stone Age
Sullivan gave a short, gritting cry. Buck
snorted. Drops of red showed from his
nose. Down on his knees, Stone Age
Sullivan gripped his right hand, tried to
warm it wdth his breath through his bloody,
frozen glove.

*“ Hurt?” screamed Jenkins.

Sullivan, staggering up, did not answer.

“Use your whip again!” he ordered.
* Slam him hard! Bitin’ devil! We ain’t
stuck, that lead horse! | say—"

Wind beat out his voice. He reached up
his left hand and pulled the horses on.
With plunges and heaves the double team,
their sides swelling, dragged Teakettle Ten
into position beside the hydrant. Lame lke
Razmus, the engineer, pounded the fire box
with coal.

“ Got to work quick,” he growled, “ or
the snow’l put out me light!”

“ Couple up that there suction!” ordered
Stone Age Sullivan, slipping his bleeding
hand back into its glove. “ Couple up!
You dont need shovels! All you need’s
backbone!”

Malone and Henry jerked the suction
pipe off its rack. Jenkins made it tight to
the plug. Snow froze on his spanner. Their
commander bellowed:

“Now7 the rest of you—back to the
wagon!  Get off ten section of hose—ten
section—give me that nozzle! 111 lead
out!”

The hide warehouse was spitting fire out
of every window in the top floor. A stench
of burning tallow spread
air. Stone Age Sullivanstoppedin snow
that oozed over the tops
his unhurt hand to hisleft ear. Itwas
quiet behind him.  Engine Thirty-Two had
stopped its siren. Mike McQuire must be
digging—Ilet ‘im dig!

throughthew#t

of his boots,put
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He led out, as they say in the fire depart-
ment, the nozzle under his arm, and snow
on the peak of his helmet. His body
swung left and right in great strides as he
bucked the drifts. The wind had lost its
sharp edge next to the building, and a flick-
er of warmth flipped down from the hot
brick walls. Sullivan squeezed his right
arm against his side. His right hand had
turned strangely numb—it hurt indistinctly.
He swore again, rich old-fashioned oaths
that gave his chest room.

Jenkins, Henry, Steimel and Malone
trailed after him, dragging the hose out of
kinks and knots, pulling it across the snow.
Ike Razmus lifted down his brass lantern
and squinted through the thickening air at
the water gages. He still feared the snow
would put out his fire. Steam didnt go
far on a night like this. He could admit it
if the captain wouldn’t.

The warehouse ahead bulged with flames.
Already its upper window's showed writhing,
blazing arms. A sharper light, now pink,
now7 purple, seeped out of the lowér floors.
An iron fire-escape angled up the brick
wall. Toward the foot of this Stone Age
Sullivan led a crooked, staggering quartet
of men.

.

Three blocks behind, Captain Mike
McQuire had given up the chase. Engine
Thirty-Twd lay by a curbstone hydrant.
Snow7 buried its hood, whence a toiling
motor still throbbed, as if no weather could
make it die. Squad One stalled behind it;
back of the squad Engine Ninety-Eight dug
her nose into a snow bank, grumbled and
fell silent. Truck Nine and Truck Three
were waylaid still farther back. The whole
fire department might be barricaded behind
a fence of snow7—except Teakettle Ten.

“ Sullivan’s went through!” some one
bawled across the wind to Mike McQuire.

A battalion chief waddled up. heard the
shout, and added his own voice to the
uproar.

“Lay your line, Thirty-Two—Ninety-
Eight, lay your line!l Lead off, couple up
together—help them, squad—you Truck
Ten, help em! Lead off. Siamese if you
got to—follow up behind Engine Ten!”
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He was off in a snow whirl, calling upon
his driver to “ pull a four-eleven, quick!”
He knew the dangers of long drags of line.
Each length of hose means decreased pres-
sure. They were a thousand feet from the
fire now, this snow-bound fleet of pumpers
and ladders—twenty lengths of hose!
Water couldn’t rise to hit a third story
window with that much line laid—a four-
eleven it must be, ten more engines at least.

Captain Mike McQuire wiped the sweat
under his snow?peaked helmet. Stone Age
Sullivan, reactionary, a thousand years be-
hind the times, was on the job up there
ahead. Captain McQuire didnt laugh.
He remembered Sullivan’s taunt in the cel-
lar that other day they met. He waded
across the snow, wet and irritable, lugging
a brass nozzle. The crew of his stalled
apparatus fell in behind him.

Beside the burning warehouse, Stone Age
Sullivan, sick with the smell of hot hides,
tried to get his feet braced securely on the
fire-escape. The heat swept down from
above; the snow melted as it whipped
against the hot walls. His men were breath-
less. They staggered ahead with their un-
gainly coils of hose, their faces hot that a
minute before had been stinging with cold.
Sullivan tried to shift the nozzle to his
right hand, and found that he could not
close his fingers. He looked at his glove,
swore at the frozen blood that held it stiff,
and gripped the nozzle under his elbow?

* Give me a hand!” he ordered as Malone
panted into the light beside the fire-escape,
“ give me a hand and 1l make that third
story window!”

So Malone and Henry and Steimel car-
ried the hose aloft, their faces dipped be-
hind rubber collars to ward off the heat;
but Stone Age Sullivan went ahead. Past
the smoking windows of the first floor, up
to the second story where red lights already
played against the dust-streaked glass.
There he halted, squatted on the iron bal-
cony, hunched over like a gnome, the brass
nozzle shining in his arms.

“ Water!” the master of Teakettle Ten
cried aggrievedly. “ Water! And Malone!
Henry! Beat it back, you apes, back and
get another lead of hose off the engine.
Tell Razmus to give me water and then you
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lay another line up the other side. Il
hold this end meself!”

Malone grumbled his answer and the
crew of Engine Ten slid back into the pow-
dery night. Alone on the grilled landing
of his fire-escape, Stone Age Sullivan sank
down in his rubber coat, breathed in short
gasps, and prepared to fry. A minute
passed—two of them. Then a wheeze of
air at the nozzle told that Razmus was
sending water.

The great brass tip slid upward toward
the third story window, where flames
pawed out like lusty horses. A spurt of
brown water, a growl as the air bubbles
rushed through, and then came the stream,
a pink column one inch thick, that charged
into the window frame above, rattled
against the wall, and hissed as it turned to
steam.

The fire, which had been performing an-
tics on the high ledge, withdrew into the
building. Stone Age Sullivan went up
another step. Then a flame tipped over
the cornice and lashed a hot, stinging
tongue downward. The nozzle tilted higher
and raked the roof line; the fire retreated.
Sullivan went up another step. He felt
sick.

“It’s the blasted smell,” he growled to
himself, and pressed his hurt arm tight
against his side.

Within there was a crunching of timbers,
as a floor heavy-laden with bales, crashed
through its burned joists. The fire, given
air and fresh encouragement, leaped out of
a hole in the roof, explored the night sky
and sank back, dampened with snow.

The nozzle shifted back to the window.
The stream poured through this time, strik-
ing the rafters aslant, raining down live
hundred gallons a minute. The hose jerked,
with that thudding inequality of power that
comes from worn out steam pumps. Muddy
little streams ran over the window sill.
Stone Age Sullivan went up another step.

“ Blast me hand!” he squeaked when he
tried to grip the nozzle again, “the dirty
thing’s Weedin'! ”

There was a cry on the ground below.
Sullivan locked down, wasted water and
stared. Tt was not his own men returned
with the second line. Twenty helmeted

and rubber-sheeted figures were charging
toward the foot of his icy fire-escape. In
the lead, even in the unsteady light, and
through the soupy mixture of smoke and
snow, he made out the form of Mike Mc-
Quire, holding a brass nozzle fiercely against
his chest.

“ Thirty-Two got here!” Stone Age
Sullivan felt ashamed for a moment. Then
he recovered his old hate and returned to
his job. He shifted the position of his
stream and went up another step.

Captain Mike McQuire began climbing.

“ Water!” he shouted to his men, “ pass
the word back: charge the line!”

He stumbled up the fire-escape, and
halted at the landing, just below Sullivan’
heels.

“It was a bad fire here last night,”
squeaked the commander of Teakettle Ten;
“ you ought to have been on hand.”

“ Lay off, Sullivan!” growled McQuire.
“ Cant you see I’'m sent to help?”

“ Might help around the back—I’'m han-
dling it here!”

His words were broken by a grunting roof
that fell in upon the sagged floors and sent
a great troop of excited sparks into the
snowflakes. The wind off the lake, tem-
pered before, grew surly hot, and Stone
Age Sullivan ducked deeper into his rubber
coat.

A spurt of water from McQuire’s nozzle
slapped against the building and disap-
peared in steam. Stone Age Sullivan
laughed and shot his own stream higher.

“ Where’s your power?” he asked deris-
ively “ You aint got the strength of my
Teakettle!”

“ Aint hogging the fire-escape,” returned
McQuire, and yanked on his line.

“ Room first for them as has water,”
Sullivan retorted.

McQuire whipped his stream irritably.
It lifted in a bent column that lacked push
or force. Sullivan tittered.

“ How far offs your engine at?” he
asked. “ Awful unhealthy,” he persisted.
“ Think you got two hundred gallons?”

“We'e three blocks offl” McQuire
attempted compromise.

“ Sure, same as the rest of your fancy
wagons.”
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Two minutes passed. McQuire’s column
dropped short of the flame.

“ Got to get by you!” he shouted up,
“ this here pressure’s too low.”

“ Stay where youre at!”
Sullivan.

A teetering wall cut short the dispute for
a moment. The fire-escape lurched in,
righted, and swung out.

“ Leave me past!” McQuire edged up to
Sullivan’s foot.

“ 1l step on you!”

There was a wheeze, some sharp words
broke across the wind, and Captain Mike
McQuire went aloft, passing Stone Age
Sullivan on the narrow iron stair. Sullivan
swung his nozzle, catching the captain of
Thirty-Two in the chest. McQuire pro-
testing that he hated back numbers,
dropped his own brass hand grips and
charged the man who refused him room.

answered

D own in the snow the last of the twenty
firemen had turned their backs, running
toward the stalled engines, after another
line of hose. The ground was deserted;
yellow smoke billowed up from the slow
burning hides! flames mounted higher.

Sullivan fought with the will that carried
him through forty years of flame and
smoke, but McQuire was younger; cold rage
battled on his side. It was a short fight.
McQuire set his jaw contemptuously, picked
up his hose and went aloft. Stone Age
Sullivan, minus his usually reliable breath,
propped back on the fire-escape and gasped
accusing words derisively at himself. His
nozzle flopped idly at his left elbowT his
eyes pinched shut, and five hundred gallons
a minute of good, wet water missed its mark
and played wantonly and wastefully upon
the snow.

“ Me measly hand!” he growled at last,
and shook himself into action. “I'd ‘ve
pitched him on the ground!”

He tilted up the stream and went back
to the fight. Slowly, he aimed at the win-
dow, missed, aimed again, and saw the
stream push back the flames. Treading the
heels of the man who had thrashed him,
he went up another step.
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“ Out of the way!” he ordered.

“ Stay down, old timer, you’ll get hurt
again.”

Mike McQuire was almost good hu-
mored. He slashed water at roof and wall
and windows. “ Youle got power to
throw from where you’re at!”

“ Never mind what |’ve got.
git down 1l spile you!”

“ When we’re done I'll tend you myself!”
answered McQuire, and they returned to
their duties.

The window blackened. Close together,
the two men moved toward it. For a mom-
ent McQuire squirted his insufficient stream
into the neighboring window at the left.
Sullivan held his own nozzle steady—he had
a vantage point here; he could rain in all
the water lke Razmus sent up. The fire-
escape began to feel hot through his leather
gauntlets. It burned his right arm—cold,
heat or pain—which was it? Hugging the
injured hand tight against his chest, Stone
Age Sullivan felt a quick, bestial rage at
his biting horse. He wormed a step up-
ward, trying to look for his bloody glove.
A wave of hot air belched out of the ware-
house window. Stone Age Sullivan settled
back to work. It was not his hand that
made him sick—it was this unholy smell.

More cries came up from below. Malone
was shouting. Sullivan recognized his voice.'
Engine Ten was getting its second line
around to the rear—that would make it
better!

His ears deafened with the roar of the
rafters crashing near at hand. He became
suddenly sleepy. Mike McQuire, looking
below, saw his tough old enemy captain of
Ten stand up involuntarily, sway, lean
toward the building, then to the outer rail.
McQuire dropped his nozzle and slid back
six steps. He collared the rounded should-
ers between his arms and held hard.

“ Leave me go!” Sullivan growled epithets
that only very old and very experienced
firemen know, hot, lacing words that are
born of smoke and flame.

“ Shut up, you pensioner!”
McQuire. * Lord! Wall’s going!”

He knew the sway, the rumble within,
the trembling underfoot that told of a brick
wall settling from its foundations. He

When we
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looked do™, almost in panic for a second,
then up, then far out across the pink snow.

Sullivan winced under his grip.

“ Get your hands off!” His thin voice
broke shrilly. McQuire held on, unrelent-
ing. He went up swiftly, with the spring-
ing motion of a cat on a ladder, straight
toward the top of the wall. The swaying
bricks spread their angle farther out.
McQuire hoisted Stone Age Sullivan as he
climbed.

“ Leave me be!” demanded Sullivan.

“ And git yourself kilt?”

Captain McQuire stood hazardously atop
the wall. The fire whipped past him, mel-
ted the rubber on his back, and forced
tears streaming from his eyes. He held
his breath—he knew what a breath up there
would do. It would be his last, and he
had hopes of living still. The wall swung
in three feet. It hesitated, shook, and
settled back. Then it tottered out.

Firemen know the ways of such things,
no man on the comer need tell them how.
When a wail falls outward, as most walls
do, there is only one hope for the reckless
laborer hanging to a ladder along the side.
That is to get to the top—where a man is
flung clear of the wreckage—that and a
prayer that he might land on something
soft.

The north wall went first. McQuire,
crouching on the flame spitting sill of the
east, heard the bricks as they rumbled
down. Then his own slid out, two feet,
three, five feet, moving a little faster. A
floor collapsed somewhere inside and
fanned fire out of the windows. The
uprights leaned farther—seven feet, another
inch.

With a roar from McQuire and a
shrill squeak from Sullivan, the hide ware-
house slid tumultuously into ruin. A
smashing rush of bricks drowned all sound
of the flames. Electric wires, snapping,
played blue and green. The world seemed
to rock, and two clinging bodies volcanoed
high above the wreckage.

It was a snow bank five feet high where
they dropped, Sullivan kicking and weak
of voice, McQuire pumping out epithets in
a steady, grumbling, incoherent stream.
The commander of Teakettle Ten rolled to
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his feet, running first one way, then another.
McQuire lay still.

11 be back and tend you later,
Sullivans  voice  grated  senselessly;
“ where’s me nozzle?”

It was Squad One found them, Sullivan
raving, still running painfully up and down,
and McQuire numb, sluggish, half con-
scious, with a bump on his head. The old
warehouse burned itself out, uninterrupted
further by Tea kettle Ten or Thirty-Two.
Lazy streams from other hose played on
surrounding sheds to keep the fire within
respectful limits. The snow fell on un-
heeded.

At a restaurant, far back in the white,
drifting whirl, its windows steamy and its
air sticky and warm, men laid the pair of
them out on the counter. And when they
stripped off the clotted mitten on Sullivan’
hard right hand, they found the places
where three fingers should have been.
Driver Malone explained.

“ It was Buck; he’s a devil, that horse!
| see him nab the old man—habit of his.
I always was for gettin’ rid of him, but
the old man ’d rather bum up. We got
to take gasoline if we get rid of Buck—he
don't trust gasoline.”

An arriving doctor suggested the hospital.
Stone Age Sullivan, whose spine was still
good for its ounce of pain, heard the sug-
gestion, and demanded that the medical
man do his duty there and then and have
it over; which the medical man did. The
job was over when McQuire, rubbing his
head, struggled to pull himself to an upright
position.

“ Hello, Mac!” Sullivan spoke huskily,
without giving sign of temper.

“ Hello, Sully!”

Such was the fire at Box 816, except that
Stone Age Sullivan called the department
headquarters from Engine Ten’s bam the
next day and asked fiercely for the mar-
shal.

“Big Boss? Say—this is Sullivan.
When you goin’ to git rid of them measly
nags and give me a gasoline pumper?
Something | can trust.”

“ And,” said the marshal, telling it
afterward, “ damned if 1 dont believe he
meant it!”
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By SAMUEL G. CAMP

habitually spells the word Success

with a capital, and you will find that
fully nine-tenths of the boys which has
scored heavily in business, art, literature,
and the sciences, including Mah Jongg, in-
variably attributes their remarkable success
to their beautiful and charming helpmates.
As a matter of fact, they say, it was only
through the constant help and encourage-
ment of the little woman that they finally
attained to the astonishing heights which
they now occupy. Or words to that effect.

Which statement the average reader ac-
cepts as a beautiful tribute to the female of
the species—and with a mental reservation
which might be put into some such words
as “ Apple sauce!” or the like, according to
taste.

But not so fast, as they say in the movies.
Did you ever stop to think that—reading
between the lines, as you might say—there
is, possibly, considerably more fact than fic-

PICK up any of the magazines which

tion to the above statement of our leading
lights in the worlds of business, art, and
et cetera? That, in fact, and to put the
matter in a more or less brutal manner, had
these highly successful birds not succeeded,
why the little woman would of almost cer-
tainly crowned them with the vacuum clean-
er, or something?

Well, I hope to tell you!

Take myself for a sample. At the time
my unblushing bride married me, | was
twisting a wicked camera for O-Kay Come-
dies. So about three weeks after the fatal
wedding the little woman began to lend me
her constant help and encouragement.

“Jim,” she says to me one day, “ is there
any reason why you shouldn’t be a director
instead of a mere camera man?”

‘“ Absolutely none whatsoever,” | told
her. “ As far as all the qualifications is con-
cerned, why, | got Rex Ingram looking like
one of the ex-bartenders which composed
our principal pictures when the industry was
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still in its infancy—whicH it still is, for that
matter, as anybody who is in the business
will tell you.”

That’s what | told her, and it was more
or less the truth. But if 1'd stopped to
think, if 1’d only known how much con-
stant help and encouragement | was due
to receive from the wife with regards to
this directorship thing, why, you can lay a
bet that my reply would of been something
distinctly different.

“ Well, then,” says the Mrs,, “ why don*
you try to get a job as a director? Think
of the difference it would make to us! Not
only the difference in the money, but so-
cially!”

“ Socially, eh?” | says. “ Well, of course,
I dont suppose you’d exactly class a cam-
era man with the aristocracy of the movie
world, so to say; but, still and all, a camera
man aint exactly considered the scum of
the earth, at that. And, besides, my social
position, as | suppose you’d call it, was
plenty good enough when you married me.”

“ Certainly,” says the wife. “ But are you
always going to be contented to always
stick in one spot? Havent you got any
ambition?”

So about then | see which way the wind
is blowing and start to hedge.

“ Ambition?” | says. “Why, | got all
kinds! But listen. 1 was just kidding.
As a matter of fact, | still got a lot of things
to learn before 1’d even consider myself a
capable director—Iet alone what Mannie
Eckstein, our hard boiled and exceedingly
neurotical president, would consider me.”

“1 don't believe it,” says the little wom-
an flatly. *“ Listen. When Ralph Brooks,
or whatever that director’s name is you’re
working with, got sick when you were film-
ing your last picture, didnt you practically
complete the picture yourself, not only the
directing, but the photography?”

“Why, yes,” | had to admit. * But—"

“ Well, what more do you want?” de-
mands the clinging vine. *“ What you lack
is self-confidence. You got plenty of abil-
ity if you'd only push yourself ahead.”

“ Admitting all that,” | says, “ | want to
tell you that just now is a very poor time
to start pushing yourself ahead in the movie
business. Maybe you dont know it, but

791

just now the movie industry is in the throes
of one of its periodical fits of economy.
Salaries is being cut right and left, and all
sorts of people, even the stars, are getting
the gate. So | hope to tell you that just
at the present stage of the game a camera
crank in the hand is worth a coupla jobs
as a director in the bush, and dont let
anybody kid you about that!”

“ So they’re letting people go?” says the
Mrs. “ Even the stars, and some of the
directors?”

“In bunches,” | says.

“Well, then,” she says, “that makes so
much less competition, doesnt it? And
so now is the time for you to start after a
directorship, when there aren’t so many peo-
ple who are already directors to compete
with.”

If you can figure that one out, why, send
your answer to the Puzzle Editor!

“Well,” | told her, “that’s certainly one
way of looking at it, though it strikes me
there’s something wrong with the picture
somewhere. But, anyway, even admitting
that now is the time for every good man to
promote himself as a movie director, why,
I’'m here to say that |Vve got the same
chance of cheating Will Hays out of his
job that I got of Mannie Eckstein giving
me a job as director! ”

“Why?” snaps the little lady.

“ Because for one thing,” | told her,
“ Mannie’s already got plenty directors.
And because for another, 1’'m a camera man,
and a dam good one, and Mannie couldnt
see me in any other capacity, not with a
telescope.”

“You mean,” says the Mrs., “ that Mr.
Eckstein is so used to considering you in
the light of a camera man, as- you might
say, that the idea of your being a director,
or the like, would never occur to him?”

“ Something like that,” 1 says.

“Well, then,” the wife suggests, “the
thing for you to do is get him used to the
idea.”

“ How get him used?” | asked.

“Well,” she says, " first ask him if he
won't give you a job directing. Then, if he
turns you down, why, keep suggesting the
idea to him.”

“You mean ride him?” | asked her.
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* Believe me, Mannie Eckstein is one hard
bird to ride! ”

“1 don’t mean ride him,” she says.
“ Maybe you've heard of what is called the
power of suggestion. That’s what I mean.
Just keep suggesting the idea to him. Then
some time when theres an opening as a
director, why, naturally he’ll think of you.”

“Thats a laugh,” | remarked. *“ You
might just as well try to use the power of
suggestion on an army mule.”

“ Well, anyway,” says the little woman in
a most determined manner, “ | want to have
you try it. So the first thing to do is to
ask Mr. Eckstein to make you a director.”

“0.K.”Isays. “ 11l ask Mr. Eckstein
to make me a director—while | wait”

So maybe a week goes by, during which
| get plenty more help and encouragement
from my faithful spouse, but | dont get
no good chance to put this director idea
up to Mr. Mannie Eckstein, eager as | was
to do it, of course—just as eager as was the
Christian martyrs to enter the arena.

You see, Mr. Mannie Eckstein considers
himself a personage of no little importance,
and no doubt he is right about it, the Eck-
stein Studios being one of the largest movie
plants here in the East, and housing not
only the O-Kay Comedies company, but
XLNT Pictures as well, the last named
turning out a very nice line of heart throb
stuff and being, really, Mannie’s chief iron
in the movie fire—both brands being the
property of Mr. Eckstein, you understand.

Anyway, besides being prouder than Luci-
fer of Mr. Mannie Eckstein, and therefore
always looking for every little chance to
show’ his authority, Mr. Eckstein also pos-
sesses the temper of a neurotical mountain
lion and is likewise the proud owner of a
line of language which, when Mr. Eckstein
is sufficiently aroused, would raise blisters
on a sheet of asbestos, no fooling! Further-
more, Mr. Eckstein will never see two hun-
dred again—pounds, that’s to say—and
turns himself out in the style to which only
movie magnates and our most successful
bootleggers is accustomed.

Which thumb nail sketch of Mr. Eckstein,
as you might call it, will probably do for
the present, though I might add that Mr.
Eckstein is one of the oldest old-timers we
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got in the business, coming into it when—
if 1 must say it once more—the industry
was still in its infancy, the cloak and suit
trade’s loss, so | ve heard, being the cinema
art’s gain, as you might say.

Mr. Eckstein’ original movie venture was
O-Kay Comedies, and the scene of his early
struggles was Hollywood. Some years later
Mr. Eckstein shifted the scene of his activi-
ties to New York, at the time when he ab-
sorbed the XLNT Pictures brand—the
story of which absorption, it was rumored
at the time, was not entirely creditable to
Mr. Eckstein. However, in the movie busi-
ness you got to fight fire with fire, the same
as anywhere else, and | got an idea that,
as regards Mr. Eckstein’s business methods,
which it would probably be a compliment
to call them merely shady, why, Mr. Eck-
stein had little or nothing on his brother
magnates. And with it all, why, Mannie
isn’t such a bad scout at that—though you’d
never guess it from the above description.

But, anyway, as | say, it’s maybe a week
or so before | get my eagerly awaited oppor-
tunity to put this director thing up to Mr.
Eckstein. Then one day all by luck and
chance | catch Mr. Eckstein all alone in his
private and confidential office at the Eck-
stein studio, and so | take myself by the
hand and start the little ball rolling. Be-
cause the little woman, who is backing me
every inch of the way—I hope to tell you
she is!—is by this time beginning to show
signs of decided impatience.

So | says to Mannie:

“ Mr. Eckstein, listen. What would you
think of me as a director?”

Well, | saw too late that Mr. Eckstein
was even more nervous and irritable than
usual that morning, if you could believe it
possible.

“You!” he yells, whirling swiftly in his
swivel chair so as to face the source of the
disturbance, namely myself. “ You-a di-
rector! Where should you get such an idea
as that in your head? What should | think
of you? | should think if you wasnt a
better director than the directors | already
got, then you wouldnt be worth the space
which you would occupy in Hades! ”

Well, that was encouraging, or the oppo-
site, according to the way you looked at it.
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Anyway, “ Well,” | says, “ if thats the
case, if you aint satisfied with the directors
you got at present, why not give me a
chance?”

Mannie glares at me without saying a
word for what must of been fully half a
minute. Then he says in a slightly calmer
tone of voice:

“So you want to be a director, hey?
Well, if nerve was ability, why, you got
Griffith stopped right now! Where did
vou get that idea?”.

“Well, 10l tell you,” | told him. * The
facts is, 1 got one of the most helpful and
encouraging wives on record. So she wants
me to be a director, and so—

“ Listen,” cuts in Mr. Eckstein. “ You
can believe me, bum directors is as common
as Seventh Avenue, but a high class camera
man, that’s something else again! So you
can tell the wife for me that she should
spoil an expert camera man to make a rot-
ten director, which the woods is already full
of them! And that's that! Out!”

“ But—"" 1 begun.

“ Out!” roars Mr. Eckstein.

So for various reasons | didnt make no
further attempt to prolong the interview. |
went away from there.

So that night | told the wife things had
turned out just like 1 °d expected they would.
It was practically impossible, | told her, for
Mannie to see me as anything but a camera
man.

“Well,” snaps the little woman, “ Mr.
Eckstein isnt the only movie magnate in
the world!”

“No,” | says. “But | got no kick on
the way Mannie’s used me, and I’'m going
to stay with him. And, besides, with this
slump going on, I wouldnt have a chance
anywheres else, anyway.”

And | made that one stick.

“ Well, then,” says the Mrs., “ you’ll have
to do what | suggested.”

“ What was that?” 1*asked her.

“Try the power of suggestion,” she re-
plied. “ Keep suggesting the idea of your-
self as a director to him.”

“ 1l do that,” | says. “ Lets go!”

So for several weeks, constantly aided
and abetted by the little woman, | try the
power of suggestion on Mr. Mannie Eck-
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stein. And at the end of that time, why,
it’s perfectly plain to be seen that the mere
sight of me affects Mr. Eckstein in the
same way that a red flag affects a bull.

Also, unless all signs deceive me, my job
is hanging by a mere thread.

So | laid off the power of suggestion.
But for reasons which 1’1l leave you to guess
at, I didnt notify the Mrs.

Then one day there was a well defined
rumor around the lot to the effect that Mr.
Ralph Brooks, the well known O-Kay Com-
edies director, was on the verge of resigning.
And that night, in what must of been a
moment of absent-mindfedness, or worse, |
mentioned the fact to the wife.

Right away she was all excitement.

“ Jim,” she says. “ the first thing to-mor-
row morning you see Mr. Eckstein and ap-
ply for Mr. Brooks’s position!”

It looked like the fat was in the fire all
right.

“ Now, listen,” | says. “ On the level,
just about one word more from me with
regards to this director business, and Man-
nie Il give me the gate! You can take that
Straight from me!l  Why—"

“ Nonsense!” cuts in the little woman.
“You knowr very well he wouldnt let you
go! And, anyway, | wont take any ex-
cuses. You've simply got to do as | say—
see Mr. Eckstein before somebody else gets
the job!”

“Very well,” 1 told her, “if | simply
must. But dont forget this: If the next
thing you hear from me I’'m in a hospital,
and out of a job, why you got nobody to
blame but yourself!”

Well, | got out of it luckier than | ex-
pected after all, principally on account of
Mannie being in one of his exceedingly rare
fits of good humor that morning, no doubt
on account of having picked up a nickel
in the street, or the like. Anyway, when
I come away | was still in one piece and
| still had a job—but it wasn’t Mr. Ralph
Brooks’s job.

“Yes,” says Mannie, “ Brooks is leav-
ing us, but the matter has been understood
for some time and Brooks’s successor has
already been engaged—Mr. Percival Nor-
ris, of Hollvw’ood, who will join us in a few
days.”
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“ Norris, eh,” | says.
a regular big leaguer!”

“If 1 was to tell you what |'m paying
him,” groans Mannie, “ why, youd think
he was Baby Ruth! So you still got this
director idea in your head, hey?”

“ Well,” I says, “you might say the wife
has still got it in my head.”

“Take my advice,” advises Mannie.
“ Forget it.”

“You aint talking to me,” | told him.
“ What | mean, this is a matter which is
absolutely beyond my control.”

Which was letting it off easy, if you could
of heard the manner in which the partner
of my joys and sorrows receives the news
that 1 am still a mere camera man. She
was fit to be tied, and that’s the truth!
Also I’'m here to say that front thence for-
ward, why, the constant help and encour-
agement which | get from the little woman
makes the Yale cheering section at a Har-
vard game look like it was laying down on
the team! Happy days, what | mean!

Well, Mr. Percival Norris reports for duty
a coupla weeks later. The first close-up
I get of Percival reveals an undersized little
shrimp with a French pastry complexion,
wearing his haw, collar and necktie in the
well known Byronic manner, and likewise
an air of great abstraction, like as if his
mind vas continually dwelling on some
burning question of the day, like, for in-
stance: Shall We or Shall We Not Join the
League of Nations, or I Wonder Who’s
Kissing Her Now, or matters of that
sort.

Physically speaking, there was positively
nothing worthy of note about Percival ex-
cept his eyes, which was exceedingly large
and wild looking.

It looked like Percival was no doubt of
a very imaginative nature, which was doubt-
lessly the reason for his great success as a
director.

Imaginative? Well, | hope to tell you!

For instance, one day all by luck and
chance | happened to overhear a conver-
sation which took place between Percival
and a couple of birds who was perfect
strangers to me. Friends of Percival’s no
doubt. They looked like a coupla tired
business men.

“Why, that boy’s
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The incident took place at the Cafe de
Boulevard, which is situated near the Eck-
stein studio. | was sitting at a near-by
table. Percival didnt see me.

So, anyway, after a while the conversa-
tion swung round to big game hunting. So
one of Percival’s acquaintances relates the
thrilling story of his adventures while in
Western Alaska hunting what he calls
Kodiak bears—I guess he must of meant
Kodak. Anyway, he says these Kodiak
bears is positively the world’s largest bears.
Well, you can search me. Personally I lost
no bears, big or little.

So one day this baby is out hunting
these mammoth brutes, as you might say,
when, you can believe him or not, all of a
sudden he flushes a covey numbering no
less than four of them! Well, three of them
almost immediately bites the dust, but the
fourth one is merely wounded and instantly
charges—only to be brought down at the
intrepid hunter’s very feet!

Hot dog!

But listen. No later than the following
day, Percival relates this same story to me
word for word, you might almost say,
changing merely a few names and dates and
adding merely one bear, and with no other
than himself in the part of the intrepid
sportsman!

“ There’s a man -1d like to have hear
that story,” | told him. *“ A red-blooded
adventurer like yourself.”

“ Friend of yours?” asks Percival.

“ Not exactly,” | says. *“ Doc Cook.”

But he didnt get me.

Not much later | accidently listened in
on Percival recounting to our leading
comedian a little thing which once happened
to myself when working on location in the
wilds of New Jersey, and which | had re-
lated to Percival a day or so before. And
once more, of course, Percival was the hero
of the tale.

In fact, and to make a long story short,
it took me maybe an even month to make
absolutely certain of the fact that Mr.
Percival Norris was by all odds the most
magnificent and positively convincing liar
with which | had ever come in contact—
and | got- a large acquaintance amongst
publicity agents, and the like.
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No doubt it was Percivals highly im-
aginative nature which was responsible. The
facts of the case seemed to be something
like this: Listening in on some highly dra-
matical tale, it seems like Percival puts him-
self in the narrator’s place to such an ex-
tent that the incidents related automatically
becomes an actual chapter in the life and
adventures of Percival Norris, himself—
see? Then, later, on being reminded of it
by some chance remark, or the like, why,
Percival proceeds to unfold the tale as
actually happening to himself; and not only
that, but | honestly think that he really
more than half believes it!

So, as a prevaricator, why you might say
that Percival was of the unconscious variety.
Anyway, he was good at it.

In the meantime, from Mr. Mannie
Eckstein’s point of view, things had been go-
ing from very bad to much worse. And Mr.
Percival Norris was the cause of it all. You
see, before coming East, Percival had been
doing legitimate feature stuff for a company
which if money was any object, well, you’d
never notice it. So Percival finds it difficult
to break himself of his exceedingly expen-
sive habits—if he tries. Anyway, what
that boy does to the Eckstein treasury
easily classifies as a crime!

Him and Mannie had some terrible run-
ins; but Percival goes right on spending.
Finally Mannie, gets to the cracking point.

Jimmy,” Mr. Eckstein wails to me one
day, “ listen. | tell you something. With
this man Norris spending money like it
was Apollinaris, or something, | am already
ninety per cent crazy and going up! And
I got no use for him anyway. | don’t like
the way he combs his hair! | give you my
word, Jimmy, could | get rid of him, I
would honestly give ten thousand dollars
toward a censorship fund! What could be
fairer than that? |1 ask you! Why, the
money he spends on a rotten little slap-
stick comedy, for a fact you’d think he
was filming 1Ben-Hur!”’

“ Suppose,” | says, “ Mr. Norris starts
for Hollywood, or somewheres in a hurry,
and never comes back. Do | get a chance
to try this job?”

“You got something on Norris?” inquires
Mr. Eckstein eagerly.
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“Well,” 1 told him, “1 got an idea I
can start something, but I guess itll be up
to you to finish it.”

“ Go to it! ” says Mannie. 1 Start some-
thing! | dare you! And beljeve me, I
finish it!  And I give you a chance to make
good as a director!”

So it looked like here at last was my
chance. But | didn’t say nothing about it
to the little woman. 1 was already getting
plenty help and encouragement. And, be-
sides, there was nothing certain about my
putting it owver.

At that, it begun to look like maybe
after all there was something to this power
of suggestion stuff of the wifes. Because
here was Mannie giving me the chance to
try out as a director—conditionally, any-
way—uwhich he certainly would not of done
six months before, even with his back to
the wall as in the present circumstances.

Anyway, from Mannie | went straight
to a bird by the name of Phillips. This
Phillips works in a film exchange, and all
by luck and chance 1°d recently got ac-
quainted with him. He’ a little guy about
the size of, say, Mr. Percival Norris. Also,
quite a number of years back he’d worked
for a private detective agency in Holly-
wood, and what that boy didnt know about
the manners and customs of the original
movie magnates when the industry was still
in its—that’s to say when the game was
still young!

“Do me a favor,” | says to Phillips.
“ Meet me at the Cafe de Boulevard for
lunch. Il have Mr. Percival Norris, our
justly famed director, with me, and | want
to have you tell him that stick-up story of
yours. You know wha| I mean. The one
about the sweet-faced little movie star and
the hard-hearted magnate. 1’1l lead up to
it so as to give you a chance to ring it in.
But listen. Fake the name of the magnate.
Call him, say, Goldheimer.”

“ Whats the idea?” demands Phillips.
“You know, | don* tell that story to every-
body. It might get me in trouble.”

a Fear not,” | told him. “ I'll guarantee
it wont go no further. Not with yourself
as the hero, anyway.”

“ 0. K.,” he says. * Anything to oblige.”

Well, it went off without a hitch. When
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Phillips starts doing his stuff I get up and
join some people at another table. Be-
cause Percival would of no doubt remem-
bered that | had also listened in. Though
maybe it wouldnt of made any difference.
That boy was certainly imaginative!

But from where | was sitting | could see
that Percival was all ears. Well, it was
quite an interesting story.

Next morning | invited no less than Mr.
Mannie Eckstein, the great movie magnate,
to join me for lunch at the Cafe de Boule-
vard. | told him Mr. Percival Norris
would be amongst those present. Notwith-
standing the liberality with which Percival
spends Mr. Eckstein’s money, why, per-
sonally, as you might say, he didnt hesitate
an instant to accept my second invitation
to lunch within the space of two days.

Also | sort of hinted to Mr. Eckstein that
maybe there might be something stirring.

Mr. Eckstein accepted with alacrity.

So that noon | and Percival and Mr.
Mannie Eckstein formed quite a distin-
guished looking party at the famous Cafe
de Boulevard.

So to start the conversational ball rolling
—and maybe something else—I says care-
lessly:

“Well, | see by the paper where there
was another bank messenger stick-up yes-
terday.”

“ Speaking of stick-ups,” says Percival
instantly, “ here’s one I guess | never told
you. Getit. Itsgood! It happened quite
a while back, before I broke into the movies.
Probably you’d never guess that at one
time | was a regular Hawkshaw with a
badge and everything. Well, its a fact.
I did gum-shoe stuff for a private detective
agency in the village of Hollywood—ijust to
get along. Feature that!

“Well, about this stick-up stuff, at the
time 1'm doubling for Nick Carter, why,
there was a bird by the name of Goldheimer,
a graduate of the cloak and suit trade, try-
ing to get a toe-hold in the movie business.”

You should of seen Mannie sit up and
take notice when Percival pulls that line
about the cloak and suit trade!

“ So this man, Goldheimer, see,” con-
tinues Percival, “ is getting out a fierce line
of two-reel custard-pie atrocities, so it
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naturally follows that hes coining money,
of course. Also, as you might expect, he
thinks no more of a nickel than he does of
his right eye; and as for his business meth-
ods, why, Goldheimer makes Mr. Jesse
James, and the bucket-shop boys of the
present era look like a bunch of pikers!”

| noticed that Mr. Mannie Eckstein’s
face was beginning to take on a beautiful
purple tinge.

“Well, anyway,” says Percival, “it
seems there’s a little girl by the name of
Deane, Carol Deane, working for Gold-
heimer; and she’s not only got the looks,
but, with half a chance, would probably
turn out to be a great little actress.”

At the mention of Carol Deane, | guess
most anybody but the imaginative Percival,
all wrapped up in his story, so to say, would
of noticed that Mr. Mannie Eskstein was
either on the point of having a fit or com-
mitting a murder, or both. But not Per-
cival!

“ Anyway,” goes on Percival, “ Warren
Hoyt, who at the time was directing the old
Climax productions, saw the possibilities
in this little Deane wren, and, after a ter-
rible struggle, succeeded in borrowing her
from Goldheimer—she was just the type
Hoyt needed, see, for the picture he was
doing at the time.

“Well, to make a Short story shorter,
Carol Dean’s work in that picture of Hoyt’s
was one of the outstanding sensations of
the year, and the Climax people stood ready
to pay her an even two thousand a week
for a period of three years when she’d com-
pleted her Goldheimer contract which had
only a few months to run. And then it
turned out that before letting her go, Gold-
heimer had practically forced Carolto give
him an option on a renewal of her contract,
on its original terms—one hundred dollars
the week!

“.And they couldn’t do a thing with
Goldheimer. Not a thing! That old pirate
—though I'm not saying his methods were
any worse than those of his contemporary
magnates—had a world-famous star sewed
up at one hundred fish a week, and he pro-
posed to take every advantage of the situ-
ation!

*“ So the Climax people turned the matter
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over to the detective agency by which |
was employed. It was agreed that nothing
could be done except by strong-arm meth-
ods. Also, | think you will agree that such
methods were justified. Anyway, by fair
means or foul, it was necessary to separate
Mr. Goldheimer from that option!

“ So, as one of the agency’s most suc-
cessful operatives, why, the assignment was
turned over to me. | soon discovered that
Goldheimer’s office was practically, as you
might say, under his hat. He constantly
carried important papers in a large black
wallet in his inside coat pocket. Of course,
the option might not be among them—but
it was worth trying!

“ Well, I trailed Goldheimer for three or
four days, including nights, without getting
a safe chance to put it across. Then one
night 1 got him where |1 wanted him. So |
pulled one of those old frontier mode! Colts
on him. It looked like Big Bertha, and it
wasnt loaded. | had a handkerchief over
the lower part of my face in the approved
stick-up style.

“ “Stick ’'em up! ’ 1 told him. 1And dont
be noisy if you know what’s good for you!’

“Well, say, honestly, I wish you could
of seen the look on Goldheimer’s map!
Funny? 1 hope to tell you! And his hands
went up. He was actually scared to a pulp!

“ So then | frisked him for the black
wallet—and | might say right here that in
it -wes the Carol Deane option! But—”"

But at that precise moment Mr. Mannie
Eckstein blew up!

“ Robber!” yells Mannie exploding out
of his chair. “So | got you now! And
before a witness! You heard him, Jimmy?
You heard him? Goldheimer, hey? You
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must be crazy to tell me that straight to
my face! Or else you got a rotten memory!
Anyway, | got you now—and before a wit-
ness!  Hold him, Jimmy, while | get me an
officer! And if he tries to get away—xkill
him! | give you leaf!”

And Mr. Eckstein starts for the street
like Zev finishing under the whip!

“ Beat it!” | advised Percival. *“ Get
going before the old man gets back with the
bulll  Dont you get it? Goldheimer is
Mannie, himself! And he’s got you dead to
rights!  Say, where did you get that stuff,
anyway? But never mind! Right or
wrong, the old man will law the life out of
you! And if you ever show up on the lot
—he’ll murder you!”

“ But—" sputters Percival.

“ Here they come!” | warned him.

And Percival saw a light. As Mannie
and the cop came crashing in the front
entrance, Percival shot out of the side door
like a scared rabbit—and he made his get-
away.

Mannie was considerably disappointed
at Percivals escape—owing to my foot
slipping, or something, as | explained it to
him.  However, on realizing that there
was very little or no danger of Percival
ever showing up again, why, Mr. Eckstein
soon became reconciled to the situation.

And what is more, Mr. Eckstein gave me
my chance as a director. And | guess you
know whether or not | made good. But |
can truthfully say this: Whatever | am—
to whatever degree of success | have at-
tained—why, | owe it all to the constant
help and encouragement of my ever loving
wife.

I hope to tell you!

\Y
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By GILBERT RIDDELL

the spacious porch of the Hussars’

Club. Colonel Sandy had been a
hussar in his youth, and would be a hussar
until he died. Although the Georgia Hus-
sars had been disbanded for some years as
a military organization, the club, their tro-
phies and traditions, still lived. Colonel
Sandy was as much a part of that institu-
tion as its battle-scarred Confederate flags
and antiquated guns.

The colonel uncrossed his legs, smoothed
his trousers over his knees, and recrossed
his limbs. His trousers had no crease; they
had been built that way, and all their pre-
decessors since 1880, when the colonel had
been presented to the then popular dandy,
the Prince of Wales.

There was a buzz of excitement this af-
ternoon in the usually quiet club. A gen-
tleman of very good family had met and
settled a difficulty of long standing with
another gentleman of equally good family;

COLONEL SANDY DUNCAN sat on
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the latter, being slightly slower in his move-
ments, had passed on, leaving us something
to discuss for many days to come.

On the table between us were two tum-
blers containing ice, mint leaves, and a
liquid that would awaken in the unregen-
erate fond memories of old Bourbon days.
As the colonel lovingly buried his nose
among the leaves a twinkle came into his
bright old eye, and he set the glass down in
a way which told me that he was about
to indulge in one of those reminiscences for
which he was so justly famous.

“ This use of guns to settle personal dif-
ficulties, sah, is all wrong,” the colonel
started. “ My father, of course, had a
great name in his day as a duelist, and |
still have his silver mounted dueling pistols.
But, nevertheless, it became a custom in our
family to settle such matters with fists alone
when possible.

“Well, on our rice plantation we had a
foreman by the name of Dave Carroll, a
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Georgia cracker clear to the bone. In fact,
he was all bone and muscle, and stood about
six feet two in his socks, if he ever had worn
any, which | doubt.

“ Prize fightin’ in those clays had not be-
come a gentle art. Men fought for the love
of fightin’; there was no prize. There were
no three-minute rounds and two-minute
rests, and a man didn’t go down, take a
count of ten seconds, and spend the rest
of the evening supping and dancing in a
cabaret. No, sah! A fight was a—well, a
fight.

“ As | -wes saying, this foreman of ours
was just naturally a champion. He didn't
have a press agent nor a manager, but if
any one wanted a fight with him all he had
to do was to mention the fact, and he got it.
After Dave had licked about every eligible
in this county and the next, he had ac-
quired such a reputation that there seemed
to be no one left who cared to join him in
his favorite pastime. He just naturally pined
so for a fight that we all felt sorry for
him.

“ About this time my father received a
letter from an old friend, who had gone
West, bought a ranch and engaged in cat-
tle raising. He had prospered, and now
owned a great ranch and many head of
cattle. But his great difficulty was a lack
of help, and he wrote that it was especially
hard to get—and keep—a good foreman.
He seemed to lose an average of a man a
month, on account of gunplay. The West
m\ss sparsely populated then, and at this
rate he would soon have no one to run his
ranch. What he needed was a man who
could restrain the homicidal ardor of his
cow-punchers. In his dilemma he turned
to father for such a man.

“We immediately thought of Dave, and
as things were slow with us, father put it
up to him. It was certainly a pleasure to
see Dave’s face light up with joy at the
prospect of handling that gang of rough-
necks. Even after father explained condi-
tions in the West, and impressed Dave with
the fact that it wasn't a case of fist fighting,
but that if he had anything to say he must
be prepared to ‘say it with guns,” he was
eager to go.

“Well, Dave left us for new fields to
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conquer, and we felt pretty bad to think
that Georgia's best fist fighter might go
down under a gun in the hands of some
fellow who wasn't game enough to stand
up and fight like a man.

“We were all kind of worried as the
months passed by and there came no word
from Dave. But at the end of a year father
received a letter that filled us all with
pride.

“ Dave’s boss wrote, thanking him again
for sending Dave, and relating how he had
reduced the death rate by convincing his
gang that only a coward would use a gun
to settle personal differences. He told them
that a real man fought with his fists and
got more satisfaction out of a good fight.
His eloquence was so convincing that the
men agreed to park their guns for a month,
and during that period Dave proved his
theories further by licking the whole outfit,
one by one.

“ Well, we heard nothing further of Dave
for some five or six years, when one morn-
ing 1 was surprised to see his big form
seated on the stump of a tree right on our
own plantation.

“ I hurried over to greet him. As | ap-
proached he rose to his feet, and | noticed
that he did it with a great deal of difficulty.
When | saw his face | stopped short. |
can't describe its condition, sah; | defy
the best sport writer of modern times to do
justice to it.

““Why, Dave,” | exclaimed, !what are
you doing back in Georgia? And what on
earth happened to you? Have you had a
collision with a freight car?’

“ One side of Daves battered mouth
lifted in what was a sorry attempt at a
smile, and his voice drawled sadly from
between his swollen lips.

““No, sah,” he said; !l got a coupler
weeks off from the ranch and came down
home for a fight.”

““You mean to say, man, you came all
the way from Arkansas to Georgia for a
fight? Have you killed off all those cow-
punchers?’ | asked.

“ “No, sah; they’re healthier than ever,
he told me. ‘But you see | gotter letter
from —he hesitated—‘a certain party
heah, tellin' he was tired of hearin’ about
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my bein’ able ter lick any man in Chatham
County, an’ ef he ever got a chance hed
like ter show me what fightin’ is—an’ gen-
erally aggravatin’me. So | just come over
ter put a stop ter that kin’ of talk.’

“ “Well, Dave, did you lick your man?’
| asked.

“ “Not exactly, sah,” he replied. * We fit
yesterday mornin’, an’ | called it a draw.
And then we fit again yesterday afternoon,
an’ he called it a draw. But | honestly
think, sah, I got the worst of it. Anyway,
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I 'm satisfied that he’s the one man that can
give me'satisfaction.’

“ “Dave,” | asked, gazing in awe at the
“ satisfaction * spread all over his face and
expressed by his painful movements, ‘who
is this fellow, if you don’t mind tellin’ me?’

“-Well, I don’t know as | min’ tellin’
you, sah, except that it’s a sort of a family
matter, an’ | wouldn* like it to go no fur-
ther. It is my young "brother, Harry. He
was only a kid when | left heah: but he%
sorter growed up while | was away.’”

rr tr

A LITTLE BIT OF BITTERS

YY/HEN the score is tie, at zero, and my own especial hero
™  (He can hit a ball from Hereabouts to Hence!)
Raps the pellet such a wallop that its cover shows a scallop
As the homer soars a mile above the fence,
I am glutted with such gladness, such amazing, merry madness,
That | smash my nearest neighbor on the jowl—
And it agitates me queerly to discover that it’s merely

A long foul!

If the Enemy are mwinning up until the final inning,
When My Pretty Pets regain their batting eye,

And though two have been retired, all my hopes are freshly' fired
With another run on third to make it tie;

If the batter belts a grounder, such a nasty little bounder
That he’ “ safe ” by quite a margin on the clout—

Ah, my kingdom for a lasso! as | hear that husky basso,

“ Batter’s out!”

How | always revel in it—in that psychologic minute,
Just immediately' before the start of play!

All the ecstasies are blended when the practice pranks are ended
And the ump has sung “ The batt’ries for to-day!”

Flooding joy' with naught to bar it!

Xot a single thing to mar it!

But—(and this shall chill your blood within your veins)
From the bench unto the platter strides the visitor’ first batter

And—it rains!

Yet I'm fain to make confession to a personal obsession—
I would scorn to have the rose without the thorn.

All herein recited terrors, and such other faults—Ilike errors—
Would the game be sweeter still of such things shorn?
Though | didn’t hear your answer, | will bet my only pants, sir,

That you yelled in indignation, “ Leave ’em there!”
For, although they may annoy us, they’re the salt upon our joyous

Baseball fare!

Edward S. Morrissey.
10 A
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Concentrated in every cake of
Fleischmann’s Yeastare millions
of tiny yeast-plants, alive and
active. Atonce they go to work
—invigorating the whole system,
clearing the skin,aiding digestion,
strengthening the intestinal mus-
clesand making them healthy and
active. Health isyours once more.

X knew my headaches and ‘unwhole-
some complexion were caused by constipa-
tion. To take frequent cathartics was my
regular program and even by doing this 1
was tired and dopey. ‘I like what yeast
does for me’ said one of my customers and
asked if | had ever tried it. | acted on this
suggestion and began to drink yeast in milk
regularly. Soon people began to comment
on how well I was looking—my husband
said | grew younger—the mirror told me
my complexion and eyes were clear and
bright. Cathartics are now a thing of the
past.”

(A letter from Mrs. Mabelle Conomikes
of Marathon, N. Y.

Dissolve one cake in a glass of water (just hot enough to drink)

—before breakfast and at bedtime. Fleisch-
mann’s Yeast, when taken this way, is espe-
cially effective in overcoming or preventing
constipation.

Oreat 2 or3cakesaday—spread

grocers have it. Start eating it today! A few
days’supply will keep fresh inyour ice box
as well as in the grocer’s. Write for further
information or let us send you a
free copy of our latest booklet on

on bread or crackers—dissolved in Yeast for Health. Address:
fruitjuices or milk—or eatit plain. Health Research Dept. 2-3 , The
Fleischmann’s Yeastcomesonly in Fleischmann Company, 701
the tin foil package— it cannot be Washington Street, New

purchased in tablet form. All York City.
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Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on pack-
age or on tablets you are not getting the
genuine Bayer Aspirin proved safe by millions
and prescribed by physicians over twenty-three
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New York, N. Y.

Managing Editor—Robert Il. Davis,
way, New York, N. Y.

Business Manager—Wm. T. Dewart, 280 Broad-
way, New York, N. Y.

That the Owners are: (If a corporation give its name
and the names and addresses of stockholders owning or
holding 1 per cent or more of the total amount of stock.)

The Frank A. Munsey Company, 280 Broad-
way, New York, N. Y.

Frank A. Munsey, 280 Broadway. New York,
Y.

280 Broadway,

280 Broad-

security holders, owning or holding 1 per cent or more
of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securi-
ties are:

There are no bonds, mortgages, or other securi-
ties against The Frank A. Munsey Company.

That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names
of the owners, stockholders, and security” holders, it any,
contain not oniy the list of stockholders and seenrity holders as
they appear upon the books of the company, but also, in cases
where the stockholder or security holder appears upon the
books of the compan¥] as trustee of in any other fiduciary rela-
tion, the name of the person or corporation tor whom such
trustee is acting is %lver] ; also that the said two paragraphs con-
tain statements embracing affiant’s full knowledge and oelief
as to the circumstances and conditions under which stock-
holders and securn%/ holders who do not appear upon the books
of the company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capa-
m%z other titan” that. of bona fhde owner; and this affiant has no
redson to believe tiiat any other person, association, or corpora-
tion has any interest direct or Indirect in the said stock, bonds,
or other securities than as so stated by him.

WM. T. DEWART, Business Manager.

Sworn to and subscribed before me this Ist day
of April, 1924.

A. V. EASS, Notary Public.
New York County, No. 34.
New York Register No. 6060.

Term expires March 30th, 1926.

( SEAL )

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.



ARGOSY-ALLSTORY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

A SALE

of Genuine Hand

Beaded TUSSAH BEAUTI-
FULLY

SILK HAND
BEADED

Yes,we mean
it, the I'ICeIa
onl

Un 0ubled|¥
the bigges
bargainsen-
satlon |n

ewnchln rb autj-
e(genume

Tus ahb S| Dress S
rich a ele-
ga IYy ffnlsﬁed in every
Most amazing offer
ev rmae on'tmlss it |
Be qulc ! They will go

Send No
Mone

Richly made of |ne
guallly ?enulne Tuasab
ilk, so

ing—an ideal materia!.
A striking feature is
tbe elabotate beading
wretl\{ bugle beads io
rich colo

most tasteful and ele-

n
slashged cuffs. Round
neck;tailoring through-
ou\ Ia[perfec& you will

ighted with tho
workmanshlp Thestyle
Is one-piece, becoming
to all agea and figures.
HURRYchurorderAno
money now. Payonl
on_arrival speclal sale
price $3.98 dp sl
age. Ifaf(erlrx
don’t think it the blggesl bar-
gain of your life, your money back.

COLORS— Navg Blue,
ro

Tan, Natural wn or
.sBiack %I%E —Women Money
to 46 bust: Misses*
14 to 22 years. Bask

N UAH, ORDER co.  Guaranteed

Oept. 0-2242 Chicago

iIN4liouC5

Dou%hnut Making business has_wonderful
ossibil|ties.  “Show-Flagke” ougEnuts
ave taken the count[]y Yy storm nor-
mpdus demandr.r $250 0. OOd ag/.
T' "1 111'IIHuk(cFrE1{Joc ﬁ{ta aﬁd jééié‘a

dO anuts 200%

[0 ex errence
needed Put Jou% opg
turn crank—out dr sweet S vory

golden doughnuts.
AMAZING PROOF FREE

play window. Attract crowds. Enticing
odor wheta appeme You take in money
fast. Pay for the machine the first week
Earnest & Wells, Pa., say: "Sold 200dozen

H/nR ITBI M B8hidhe qurclkelygeofore
: : olhers start. hese machlnes aﬁ/ |§ Y
i special attach- f h e—no wwnflooblsmb ull details
- of this new profitable usrness%osta no
ment we supply ing to |nvest|pgale Write today

BUTLER & BUTLER, Dept. 82,5945 W. Chicago Ave,, Chicago

916 Forbes Street. Dept. B8

Thousands of women
like you, who used
to toll over a hot coal
stove, now burn cheap
coal-oil. exactly like
as—96% air, 4% oil.

mply put a Standard Oil Burner |n your
krtchen stove or range, without making "any
changes. As much or as little heat as you
want, instantly at the turn of a valve.
Better cooking and baking. Cool Kkitchen
between meals. No drudger¥ no dirt, no
objectionable odor or nois wice the heat
of "coal, half its cost, none of Its disadvan-
tages.
After two months' test, the Ro
troleum Co. bou?ht 100 Standard O|I Gtove)
Burners to heat its filling stations. This
proves economy, safety.

30 Days’Free Trial
Special Price

to first user of Standard Oil
Burner gany type) in each
community Money hack
guarantee.
Act NOW. All types, from
Laundry Burner, to size for
175 H. P. Boiler. Made for
heatrng stove, cooking stove,
Iaundry stove furnace or
factor FREE BOOK ON
HOM HEATING shows
how cj)rldburnmgh sa|¥ﬁs mgn;

Don't order coal. $His Groc gLy neaith €

InvestigaéeStan this free ~book.

Oil (Furnace
urner, first Eve( _ Agents and
t, les Distributors Wanted.

For steam.hotair, Big money making propo-
hot water orpipe: sition. Full or spare time.
lees furnace. W rite for details.

STANDARD OIL BURNER CO..

Dept2090 103 No.Main St.,St.Louis, Mo.
1-L7

Bringnp, o ooy of
Iaeves eautmeslrkemagrc' THE

No More BUNIONS!
"Prde oy Fee is ~unran-
teed tosto e pain instantly—to dissolve

| el N p el

to nse. Has never farle 1 offeryou a
fJ FREE TRIAL if you write at_once!
v SENT ON TRIALI Srml;))Iy say, “l want

Uitry PRETTY FEET.” No obl

igation, no risk. Tenyearsoncrime

friend*. Communicationa confidential. Plain package. W rite now!
IPROF. CON KLIN. World’s Greatest Corn and Bunion

LEARN AUTOMOBILE

and ELECTRICAL BUS

INESS

Earn $150 to $400 a Month.

We will teach you.

Greater Opportunities Than Ever.

Rahe trained motor mechanics learn here in 6 to 8 weeks.
special Inw tuition rate and FREE Illustrated Catalogue.
fare and board and room offer.)

RAHE AUTO & ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

PITTSBURGH, PA Kansas City,

In ansicering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.

Write for

(Free R R

Also 11th and Lucusl Streets



For that dark closet
useyourflashlight?

M ore light for all the dark places
of your house. Instant light.
Safe light. Keep a flashlight in
each of those much-used closets.
Tie tapes around them. Hang
them where they will be instantly
convenient. Don’t stumble!
Have another at the top of those
dark cellar stairs. Don’t fumble!
Have another at your bedside for
sudden needs at night.

Keep them loaded with Ever-
eady Unit Cells and vou will have
plentv of bright, white light
where and when vou need it.

If vou have a flashlight not in
use, get it out and reload it with
Eveready Unit Cells; long-lived
cartridges of brilliant light. Buv
them from anv electrical or hard-
ware dealer, drug, sporting goods

or general store, garage or auto
accessory shop.

When you buy new flashlights,
be sure they have EvereadY
stamped on the end. Eveready
means the highest standard of
flashlight quality, and Eveready
Unit Cells give more light longer.
Prices from 65c to $4.50 com-
plete with battery—anywhere in
the u. s. a.

N ational Carbon Company, Inc;

New York San Francisco

Canadian National Carbon Co.. Limited
Factory and Offices: Toronto, Ontario

e
FLASHLIGHT
& BATTERIES

-they last longer.

Evereadv Tlntit
Cetts make all
flashlights better.
vereagy_ Unit Celﬁ
It and” improve a
makes of flashlights.
Eveready Unit_Cells
come in” two sizes to
lit e\LerP]/ tubular case
flashlight.

Know " the _Eveready
size that fits your
%ase. Then_you™ can

Everea%y, ni ?e Is
mean brighter flash-
lights ami”longer bat*
tery life.



DI?r

T 7
r K L L !

20 Year
Warranty
with every

Machine

F R E E T Limited space

makes it impos
sible to list here the up-to-
date Automatic Labor Sav
inp Devices and the full set
of Attachments and Acces*
i-ories with which this ma-
chine is equipped Nothing
islacking to complete your
satistaction

~g

Here is your chance to

have a stunning new

dress, that you can

make yourself, and

that will not cost you a penny. If

you will order the Sewing Machine

quickly I will send you Absolutely

Free 5yards of Dark Blue Dotted
Voile; more than enough to make a stylish attractive
dress for any woman The material is 40 inches wide
and the quality is excellent. This beautiful Voile is
Absolutely Free, it will not cost you a penny, it is
my gift to induce you to order the Sewing Machine

NOW.
REGULAR

Big Clearance e

SALE! Sale Price $39.95

| am conducting for 30 Days Only
a Stupendous Cut-Price Clearance

| Material fora Fine Voile Dress
Free with this High Grade Machine

Read every word of this
advertisement. Rea'd-
about the Big Price Cut,
the Easy Payments and
the Free Trial & Money-
BackBond.Thisisan Un-
paralleled Opportunity!

R

For One
Month Only

EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS

Sale Right NOW isyour chance to

geta high class fully equipped 20 year guaranteed sewing machine
ata Tremendous Bargain, on the Easiest Terms, and on 30 Days
Free Trial But you must act quickly! My stock is limited. We
are quite certain that every machine will be sold within 30 days.
As it is “ first come first served,” to be safe, | urge you to send
your order Now—Today.

THE FAMOUS SEW-WELL STEINWAY

Up-to-date, high class, and complete in every way. Disap-
pearinfg Full Size Sewing Head which is easily raised;
Beautifully Enameled in black with artistically colored designs.
Exposed Metal parts heavily Nickeled. Makes double lock
stitch on both sides of material. High Arm Head gives abun-
dant room for bulky goods. The Beautifully Embossed,
Highly Glossed Golden Oak Case is made of selected, g. .
seasoned wood; has 7 big roomy drawers. |
silently, smoothly, Easily. Vital parts are Ball Bearlntlg. [

Construction and Materials throughout that are only 581

found in machines costing from $20 to $25 more than this s
Clearance Sale Price. Machine
guaranteed for 20 years. Order
No. RA3210. Sale Price $39 95.
Terms$1 with order,$3 monthly

"ASpear & CO.~“Pl.Krg”~ea °

Home Furnishers for the People of America

30
Days
Free
Trial

= Name
L}

Post Office

Send Shipment to
s fREF

Machine runs mspear & CO. Dep

5I1f fou want the Free Catalog Only.Send No Money outanx he
CATA100"' and write your name and address plainly on tn« aoove linesLv»i

You can prove that thisisa Big Bargain with
out risking a single penny You can use this
machine for 30 Days in your own home just
as if it were your own.
y much you have used it, you can return

Then no matter how

the machine, ifyou are not thoroughly
pleased. Your first payment and all
freight charges will be refunded, the
trial will not cost you a penny But
remember this is a “ first-come-first-
served” sale that ends in 30 Days
And the 5yards of Voile for that styl-
ish new dress are Free to those who
order at once.

Write today tor Big Free Catalog of Furniture.
Carpets, Rugs, Stoves and Everythin
Home, all sold ON THE EASIES

for the .
PAYMENTS. |

t. W-5, Pittsburgh. Pa.

einway Sewing; Machine and 6

Occupation

I Kf D Box No Of Street ano No

o

If your shinning ooint is different from voor oost office & <n line below

ref*” !



