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He assumed a frowning attitude, and
thrust a hand, Napoleonlike, into the
opening of his rusty Prince Albert coat,
taken from the mothballs only.on auspi-
cious occasions.

He cleared his throat, looked solemn,
attempted to blink the dizziness out of
his brain, and spoke huskily:

“Friends an’ fella-citizens, I am
here to-day at the request of my
client—"

“ Your late client,” prompted Uncle
Foster.

Judge Whitmore bowed his snow-
white head. “1I stand corrected,” he
said gravely. ‘I am here, friends and
fella-citizens, at the behest o’ my late
client, Foster E. Ballard, than whom
no man in this beautiful, healthy, and
enterprisin’ country is better known to
me—’l

“ Was better known to yeh,” came
Uncle Foster’s second interruption.
“Yeh ain’t gettin’ anywhere at all!”

“ My heart is too full to proceed
with th’ eulogy of my dear friend that
I had in mind,” the judge wriggled out
of the dilemma. “ So I'll proceed to
th’ readin’ o’ th’ will.”

“Huh! Not so good,” Uncle Foster
whispered to Justine. “I was depend-
in’ on th’ jedge to kinda boost me up
a little, but he’s hit too many flasks.”

Judge Whitmore had taken from the

Prince Albert an official-looking docu-
ment.

“J, Foster E. Ballard, of Ball Bar
Ranch, in Earlybird Township, Jeffries
County, State of California, being of
sound mind and memory—"

*“ Huh!” interposed Aunt Aradne.

“ —do now make and publish this,
my last will and testament; that is to
say, I do give, devise, and bequeath
all of my property, real, personal, and
mixed, to my niece, Justine Davant,
on condition that she will maintain my
sister, Aradne Louisa Ballard, in com-
fort on Ball Bar Ranch for the re-
mainder of her days; and upon the
further condition that, within one year
from the date of my death, she become
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the wife of Lambert Abbie, now fore-
man of Ball Bar Ranch.

“In the event that these two pro-
visions of my last will and testament
are not conformed to, Ball Bar Ranch
and all of its appurtenances shall be-
come the property of my sister, Aradne
Louisa Ballard, of Ball Bar Rarich,
Earlybird Township, Jeffries County,
State of California. I constitute and
appoint Henry Whitmore, my legal ad-
viser, as executor, and request that he
be not required to give bond.

“ Foster E. BALLARD.”

Justine Davant was on her feet.
“ Why, Uncle Foster !” she cried indig-
nantly. “ What do you mean, dictat-
ing to me whom I shall marry? I pro-
test! I won’t be driven—"

“ Justine,” gently interposed Uncle
Foster, closing his eyes peacefully, “I
can’t hear a word yeh say. I'm dead!”

CHAPTER III
BEN CAMP.

HE choir of the Earlybird Presby-
terian Church sang a befitting se-
lection. After which the Rev.

Cummins became the chief figure in
the ceremonies.

Rather apologetically the reverend
made the statement that, while the pro-
ceedings were unusual, even bizarre, he
could see no reason why a man should
not attend his own funeral if he saw
fit to do so.

It was whispered that Uncle Foster
had given the minister five hundred
dollars toward the erecfion of a mew
church. at Earlybird. But that may
have been mere idle gossip.

However, the ceremony went ahead
according to the usual routine. The
speaker dwelt feelingly on Uncle Fos-
ter’s benefit to the scattered community.

At last the casket was lowered into
its grave in the little family plot, and
the flowers distributed over it. Uncle
Foster sniffed a little. Aunt Aradne
fell under the spell of the thing and
wiped her aged eyes. Justine Davant
bit her lips and looked embarrassed.
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you’re going to do there before telling
you to go ahead. Your reference to
trail-cutting sounds very mysterious to
me.”

“T can promise you that no damage
will be done. I'm an experienced
camper and outlander, Miss Davant.
I'll not set the forest afire. And your
cattle won’t be endangered by my mis-
taking them for game. While I have a
gun and know how to use it, I seldom
do. I'm a camera hunter, Miss
Davant.”

“Oh!” Justine was both interested
and puzzled. ‘That’s the hobby you
mentioned, then?”

“Yes, Miss Davant. And it’s even
more than a hobby, though I started
the business as a hobby. Now, how-
ever, I've worked it up to a profession.
I even draw a salary from the Western
Museum of Natural History.”

“ And you make your living by pho-
tographing wild animals and birds?”
she asked incredulously.

‘“ Exactly.”

“ How do you go about your work,
Mr. Camp?”

“That’s a rather long story,” he
laughed. ‘I suggest that you ride over
to Faraway and see me at work—that
is, provided you're going to rent me
the cabin.”

“ Just trail over there and move in,”
said Justine. “ Then, if you insist, we
can come to terms later on. I'm inter-
ested. I think I might get enough en-
tertainment out of nosing into your
strange affairs to reimburse me for the
use of Faraway. But I must beg to
be excused now, Mr. Camp. Really,
I'm a little fussed up over the—over
the will.

“ Won't you stay here at the ranch
to-night? We'd be glad to have you,
I'm sure. It is a long ride to Far-
away.”

Ben Camp bowed.
lighted to stay.”

He seemed very thoughtful as he
walked toward the dancers. It would
be decidedly pleasant, he mused, to

/“I shall be de-
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have Justine Davant interested in his
unusual calling.

OT many of Uncle Foster Bal-
lard’s funeral guests had elected
to remain far into the night, as

invited to. For most of them homes
were far away, since this was a country
of seemingly unlimited stretches.

By seven o’clock a few of the young
and reckless generation remained, not
yet satiated with dancing. By nine
o’clock the ranch was once more quiet.
Uncle Foster and Aunt Aradne had
gone to bed. The weary cow hands
had sought the bunk house. But Jus-
tine Davant and her new friend, Ben-
jamin Camp, sat talking on a bench
beneath the trees. Above them the
flickering candles of the Japanese lan-
terns were nearing the end of their
brief trip through life.

Justine was saying: “ Tell me, Mr.
Camp—you’re an educated man, a
scientist—what do you think of heredi-
tary insanity ?"”’

* Hereditary insanity, eh? I think
you’ll find that it’s a mooted question
among alienists to-day.”

“ My mother was, of course, a Bal-
lard,” Justine went on musingly. *“ Sis-
ter of Aunt Aradne and Uncle Foster.
My father was James F. Davant, a
business man of San Francisco. He
met my mother during a hunting trip
on Ball Bar Ranch, fell in love with
her, and married her. I’ve spent about
half of my life in San Francisco and
half at Ball Bar. There’s no question
but that my father was sane, of course,
And I'm positive that mother was
too. But insanity, or eccentricity, cer-
tainly runs in the Ballard family, I've
heard that Grandfather Ballard was as
queer, or queerer, than Uncle Foster
and Aunt Aradne. And I guess you're
willing to admit that Uncle Foster, at
least, is a little touched in the upper
story.”

“ He certainly has some original
ideas,” Ben Camp laughed.

“ This latest stunt worries me,” said
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tard, refusing to be caught by hand
and bridled, Camp efficiently tossed a
gentle loop over her neck with a lariat.

“I guess I don’t need to worry
about your being able to take care of
yourself in the mountains,” Justine
said, as he drew her latigo strap
through the cinch-ring.

T was a long ride to Faraway. They
rode across luxuriant mountain
meadows, followed twisting creeks

that sparkled in the sun, searched out
trails through dim stands of timber,
traversed many a rocky cafion. They
emerged from one forest into open, ir-
regular country—a smiling little valley
between two ridges of rock, a valley
where the timothy and redtop brushed
the bellies of grazing Ball Bar cattle.

Ben Camp pointed to the northern
wall of the valley. _

“ Remarkable rubble slide,” he said.
“Don’t know that I've ever seen a
bigger one.”

“It's dangerous, too,” Justine told
him. “If one were to start sliding
from the crest, it looks as if the whole
hillside would go down with him, or
on top of him.” _

The rubble slide was indeed a freak
of hature. The steep slope was com-
posed of millions of loose, red, round-
ish stones, from the size of a baseball
to that of an enormous pumpkin.

A coyote, slinking along the crest,
might have started the stones to roll
ani slide; and the movement would
hayve become greater and greater as
more stones joined the avalanche, until
perhaps thousands of tons would have
come rumbling down into the pretty
valley. And afterward there would
have been no appreciable change in the
appearance of the slope, for nobody
could guess how deep the rubble was.

Even as they looked there was a
slight movement, and a dozen or more
round stones came bounding down
over their neighbors to thud on the
valley’s floor. What started them, the
watc!zmﬁ could not guess.
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“Uncanny, isn't it?” said Ben
Camp. ““ Hate to get caught there when
a big slide was taking place.”

“ Cattle and horses avoid it,” Jus-
tine told him. “ Uncle Foster built a
trail across it once,” she pointed up-
ward, “but it didn’t hold. He reén-
forced it with logs all along, but a big
slide occurred above it and buried it
completely. There may be a few traces
of it left up there. It saved a lot of
time between the ranch house and the
Faraway district, too. Now we are
obliged almost to circle the slide, by
way of this little valley.”

Rounding the western end of the
rubble slide, they set off into the north
once more. An hour later they were
threading Faraway Creek and nearing
the abandoned cow camp and the lake.

HE cabin was set in the edge of a

belt of bull pines that towered

above it toward the skies. The
creek ran by its door. The land virtu-
ally was level, sloping by gentle degrees
to the lake that lay stretched between
scattering pine trees. Beyond it the
mountains rose abruptly, heavily tim-
bered, and guttered by many a lonely
cafion.

‘““Ideal!” cried Ben Camp, drinking
in the tranquillity of the scene. '

They lunched beside the creek. Then

they looked over the cabin, and found
that a little repairing of the roof was
all that was necessary to make it liv-
able.
- Justine’s lips twitched with amuse-
ment when, as they entered, she saw
Ben Camp stop short and gaze at the
little cookstove with which the cabin
was supplied.

“ What in the mischief is reason for
that ?”” he asked.

His amazement concerned the pe-
culiar manner in which the stove had
been set up. It was on a solid base of
dried blue clay about three and a half
feet high. This brought the top of the
stove about on a level with his chin.

“You see before you ample proof
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sorry, Bert. So let’s forget the entire
matter—I wish you'would.”

“ But th’ ranch, Justine?”

“ It will have to go to Aunt Aradne,
unless I can inherit it without living up
to the stipulations of Uncle Foster’s
will. It's all foolishness on Uncle
Foster’s part, as you must know. He’s
as healthy as you are, and has years of
usefulness before him.”

‘““ How d’yeh know he’s got years o’
usefulness before 'im?” Bert challenged
her statement. “ Yeh savvy as well as
I do that, if ever him an’ Giles Rebble
got into an argyment, one of ’em
would git smoked up. Giles Rebble’s
an old-time gunman. I leave it to yeh
which o’ the two of ’em would turn
up his toes.”

“ Giles and Uncle Foster haven’t
had a dispute for several years,” Jus-
tine reminded him.

“ Well, jest s’posin’ yer uncle was
to die, Justine. Yeh could learn to
love me in a year, if yeh set yer mind
to it.”

Justine laughed. “Love doesn’t
come by willing it, Bert,” she told him
sagely. “ Please let me ride on, now.
I've really had enough.”

He moved the sorrel out of the trail.
“ Go on, then, damn yeh!” he gritted
through his teeth. “ But I c’n tell yeh
this ain’t th’ end.”

“ Thank you for damning me, Bert,”
Justine said icily. “T think you'll be
ready to apologize to-morrow.”

And she lifted Mustard into a lope.
Bert Abbie glowered at her darkly as
her mare sped past the sorrel.

CHAPTER VL
NOCTURNAL PROWLERS.

EN CAMP was seeking obscure
deer trails through the chaparral
an hour after Justine had left him.

He was a mile from the cabin, on a
sunny slope covered with dense chap-

arral. .
It was, as Justine had claimed, all
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but impenetrable. For the most part,
the only way that a man could pass
through it was on hands and knees, and
as often on his belly, working his way
under the low-hung branches. Locked
chaparral, it was called by Westerners.
On the deer trails, he could walk in a
stooping position.

Ben Camp carried one of his pre-
cious “guns” in his arms. A second
he had left at the edge of the chapar-
ral. His guns, as he called them, were
nothing more deadly than special cam-
eras, with shutters that could be adjust-
ed to make an exposure of a two-hun-
dredth part of a second.

Ben Camp’s cameras “shot” ani-
mals in their wild state after dark. For
this purpose the naturalist left the six-
inch lenses of his guns wide open. A
fine wire, called a trip-wire, he
stretched across a trail, and thence to a
battery which he set up near the cam-
era. He then fastened up a metal cup
containing half an ounce of magnesium
powder, and connected it with the shut-
ter of the camera. When the animal
touched the trip-wire, it set off the
magnesium flare, and the recoil of the
explosion exposed the plate at the same
instant that the illumination took place.

A loud explosion would occur, the
scene” would be lighted by a blinding
white glare, and the thing would be
accomplished. A badly frightened
quadruped would perhaps go racing
back along the trail, hair bristling with
terror, but he would have left behind
him a distinct photograph of himself
before he had been stricken with fear.

His keen eyes told him this after-
noon that mountain lions were using a
certain deer trail that he discovered.
and he was therefore jubilant. But
he searched for a long time, studying
this and that, before he set up the
tripod of his first gun. It was so late
in the afternoon when he had finished
that he had not time to locate another
stand for the second camera.

Late that night, he started from his
warm blankets as the forest rang with
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here, and the wind had whipped away
the tiny leaves of the chaparral.

He sat back on his heels after a short
scrutiny and pointed dramatically at
the earth. '

Justine hurried to his side; and there
in the fine dirt was what she at first
mistook to be the imprint of an enor-
mous human hand.

“ There you are,” said Ben Camp in
an unsteady voice. “ Only a grizzly or
an Alaskan Kadiak could make a track
like that. And, of course, there are
no Kadiaks in this climate. Old Eph
has been in this country before, a long
time ago. He remembers the trail
across the rubble slide; it was being
used when he was here before. He was
making for it when I shot him. The
explosion turned him back. He's come
around the other way—over the ridge

—Ilooking for the old trail across the .

slide. He’s even been out on the slide
a way. How long has the trail been
abandoned, Justine?”

He didn’t even realize that he had
addressed her by her given name.
Neither did Justine take note of it un-
til remembrance afterward brought it
to her mind. At the moment, it seemed
the most natural thing in the world to
do, under the spur of this new excite-
ment.

“ We haven’t used it for over three
years,” she answered his question.

“Then Old Ephraim hasn’t been here
for over three years,” Ben Camp said
positively. “It’s certain that he ex-
pected to find the old trail here, for he
was making straight for it. For some
reason he wanted to get beyond the
slide, and was disappointed when he
couldn’t go this way. He’s been here
twice, apparently puzzled over the dif-
ficulty.”

“J can name that reason,” Justine
said. “ Beef. I believe I won’t take
that photograph to show Uncle Foster
and the boys. Once they know that a
grizzly is stalking the timber, they’ll
be out in force with rifles to hunt him
down. That would spoil your research

BALL BAR RANCH. 23

work, for they’d surely get him in
time.”

“Yes, yes.” Ben Camp was still
musing and spoke thoughtlessly. * D’ye
know what I'm going to do, Justine?”
(There it came again!) “I'm going to
rebuild at least a part of this trail
across the rubble slide, just to give the
old boy a chance to investigate it, and
get himself photographed again.”

“ITll help you,” offered Justine
promptly and in a matter-of-fact tone.

Ben Camp looked at her studiously
until her glance fell. He liked that
ready, unconditional “ I’ll help you”
of hers. In his mind he built up a
fleeting picture—a rapturous picture—
of a pretty girl always at his side, al-
ways ready with her stanch “ I'll help
you.”

The picture glowed.

‘ Thank you,” he answered simply.
“ Now let’s become practical and hus-
tle down for grub.”

CHAPTER VIL
M AROONED.

“y DON'T like the looks of that sky
a little bit,” Justine Davant re-
marked as they worked their way

down the hillside toward the cabin.

Ben Camp looked up. It was in-
deed growing blacker every minute,
and the wind was rising.

“ A storm is coming, all right,” he
said. *“I think that perhaps you’d
better hurry home as soon as you've
eaten something.”

“I'm not much afraid of a July
storm,” she replied. “ They’re usually
short-lived this time of year.”

Thunder was rolling overhead,
growling portentously, by the time
they reached the cabin. Now and then
a ragged sword of lightning slashed
across the blue-black heavens. The air
was growing colder, too. -

They had barely entered the cabin
when the heavens burst. Almost at
once streams of water were pouring
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through the curled-up shakes of the
neglected roof. Mohammed was get-
ting a thorough wetting and was steam-
ing furiously. Pools of water formed
on the floor and drained off through
the cracks. Ben Camp left the table
and hustled his belongings into a dry
corner, covering them with his canvas
manta.

Justine continued to eat placidly and
maintained cheerily that the deluge
would not last.

Just after Camp had resumed his
seat, however, the heavens seemed to
be torn asunder with a mighty, rever-
berating clap.

“ Struck a tree that time, I'll bet,”
Ben Camp observed. * Close to us,
too.”

Then for a time they ate in silence.

Suddenly Justine leaned back.

“ What'’s that terrific, steady roar-
ing?” she demanded sharply. ‘ The
storm was making enough. noise be-
fore, but now— Why, it’s Faraway
Creek!” she added in some alarm at
last. ‘“ What on earth—"

They left their seats and hastened to
a window.

An unexpected sight met their eyes.
Tiny Faraway Creek, which a horse
could leap ordinarily, had overflowed
its banks, and the water was spread out
for twenty feet on either side. It was
spreading still. The water was yellow
with mud, and dirty white foam boiled
in tufts of half-submerged grass.

“ A cloudburst!” exclaimed Justine.
“ That was the terrific noise we heard
a little while ago. And the rain is
pouring still. Oh, dear! I might have
known better, having lived in these
mountains so long!”

“ I shouldn’t worry,” soothed Camp.
“ The creek will subside shortly. We'll
see the water begin to go down any
minute now.”

‘“ That’s not the point,” the girl re-
turned. * The difficulty is that,- when
Faraway Creek rises to any extent, the
water spreads out farther up the valley
and covers it like a lake. The soil of
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Rubble Slide Valley is so spongy that
a bog forms immediately. No horse
could cross the valley without miring.
I do hope no cattle were over there
when the cloudburst happened. No,
there’ll be no crossing of Rubble Slide
Valley for many hours to come.”

*“ Then how can you get home?” he
asked, swinging about.

HE, turned out the palms of her
hands, hanging at her sides. “I
can’t,” she told him simply. “ You

see, this is one reason why Uncle Fos-
ter made the trail across the rubble
slide. But, as you have seen, that trail
is no more.”

“ How about crossing the ridge to
the other side of the slide, and making
it east that way?”

“Not a chance. That’s a trackless
wilderness over there. Cafion after
cailon, processions of rocky ridges,
layer after layer of straight-up-and-
down hills, deep forests, sweeps of
locked chaparral. Honestly, I believe
it would take two solid days to reach
Ball Bar headquarters by traveling that
way. Oh, dear! I'm so stupid!”’

“ What can we do about it?”

“ Nothing whatever. I'm trapped—
that’s all. And look! The rain is turn-
ing to snow! A snowstorm in July is
not at all common up here, but it’s
always a possibility to be reckoned
with.”

“Well,” Ben said hesitatingly,
“ Mohammed can keep us warm, I
guess.”

“ He'd better,” she laughed shortly,
as she turned back to the table.

Half an hour later the. rain had
ceased entirely, and the ground was
covered with a growing mantle of
white. The effects of the cloudburst on
the little creek were wearing off, and
the waters were retreating rapidly to
their banks. But the snow continued
to sift down steadily, and the boggy
soil of Rubble Slide Valley remained
as treacherous as before.

“This is the limit!” lamented the






—I thought it was only a stone that
was almost perfectly round, but—it’s
so much heavier. And it rings when
I hit it with the pick. Ben, it's iron!”

He dropped on his knees beside her.
Before he had touched the perfectly
rounded ball he realized that it was
not one of the niggerheads that cov-
ered the hillside. With difficulty, be-
cause of its exceptional weight, he
rolled it over.

There was a perfectly round hole in
it about the size of a twenty-five-cent
piece.

“Qooh!” gasped Justine. * What
can it be?”

Ben’s voice shook as he replied:

“It’s a cannon ball, Justine. You’ve
stumbled onto a clew to the old battle-
ground of the Spanish emigrants—and
the hiding place of the Spanish pesas!”

CHAPTER VIIL
A SHOT IN THE NIGHT.

HEY were in Faraway Cabin, and
night was swiftly swooping
down. 'The heavy cannon ball,

badly eaten with rust, lay in the center
of the floor. Ben Camp had rolled it
down the hillside ahead of them. They
sat and looked at it while waiting for
the supper water to boil. .

Justine was pensive. - Chin in hand,
she sat dreaming of the bygone con-
flict, picturing the beleagured caravan,
the old flintlock rifles spitting fire, the
“dags,” as the Spaniards’ long-
barreled pistols were called, popping
continuously, the occasional roaring of
the little cannon, the bloodthirsty yells
of the arrow-shooting Indians.

“ But where can the treasure be?”
she asked presently. “I'm thinking,
Ben, that we don’t know much more
about that cache than we did before
finding the cannon ball.” .

“That’s true,” he agreed. “ It might
have been fired from the other side of
the valley, or it may never have been
fired from a cannon at all. Perhaps the
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caravan was wiped out before they had
a chance to fire this one.”

“‘Then that would mean that their
stand was on the ridge above the rubble
slide. They would naturally take to
such a place when attacked, don’t you
think ?” '

The naturalist nodded. “If they
could.” .

“And perhaps,” the girl went on,
“the cannon ball lay up on the ridge
for many years, and was finally dis-
lodged in one of the innumerable slides
that have occurred since the battle. Tt
kept working down the slide as' the
stones kept shifting. Until finally it
rolled into the old trail, and was held
there on the level.”

“ Your theory is sound,” said Camp.
;And I think we’d better work on it

rst.”’

The snow was still falling, and the
night was calm and cold. The ferest
about them gave out not a sound. Not
even the murmuring of Faraway
Creek, which was running almost
normally again, disturbed the quietude
of the wilderness.

The sharp noise which suddenly
broke the stillness startled the silent
pair. They looked at each other with
round, wondering eyes.

Then a hammering on the door,
smart, unmuffled, apparently caused by
the butt of somebody’s six-shooter.

Justine Davant looked helplessly
about, as if seeking a place to hide.
Then her lips straightened, and a
courageous look settled in her eyes.

Ben Camp had risen. - With char-
acteristic presence of mind, he had set
the sole of his foot against the cannon
ball and bowled it noisily into a dark
corner. Now, without a word, he
crossed to the door. He threw it open
and peered out into the night. _

“ Hello, pilgrim!” she heard him
ejaculate.  “ Where in the mischief
did you drop from?”

There was an unintelligible reply,
and then the door swung’ farther in,
and there entered a good-looking,
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* About what?”

“Us—and the explosion early this
morning.” She smiled at his aston-
ishment. “ Yes, it wakened me, but 1
played dead. Rebble made a mistake
in stating that he had been trying to
haze a bunch of cows out of this neck
of the woods. . He should have said he
had been hunting for a bunch of cows.
If he was driving them toward Hazy
Valley, where did he leave ’em last
night ?”

She gave her shapely shoulders an
expressive shrug. ‘“He was well-
heeled, too,” she pointed out. * Pack-
ing a pair. Giles Rebble isn’t a two-
gun man—why the heavy hardware?”’

“Let’'s don't manufacture mys-
teries,” Camp laughed. “ We've work
to do. I think it was number one gun
that was fired this morning. Let’s get
up there and see if the trap is sprung.”

“ And then for the treasure hunt?
Dear, dear!" We've so much to do
that—" '

“Yes?”

“That it will be unfortunate if the
storm is over for good, so I won’t have
an excuse to stay and help you.” Her
guilty laughter rang on the frosty
air.

Merrily they started out from under
the snow-laden branches of the pines,
off across the flat to the lake, up to the
fringe of the chaparral that covered
the steep hillside beyond.

“You'd better stick here,” he sug-
gested, as they reached the edge of the
jungle. * You're wearing riding boots
in competition with my hobnailed hik-
ers. It 'l be wet and slippery under
that chaparral. You'll get soaked.”

Despite her reckless mood, she real-
ized that he was talking sense. Sigh-
ing with disappointment, she seated
herself on a stone.

‘“ Go on,” she said gloomily. * Have
all the fun. And come back and tell
me about it as soon as possible. But
say—before you go, gi'me those bin-
oculars. Pl look for Giles Rebble’s
cows—if any.”
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He unslung the -leather case from
his shoulder and passed it to her.

N hour later, panting out steaming
breath, he crawled from the
chaparral to find Justine missing

from the stone on which he had left
her seated. He called once, then raised
his voice and called again.

Her response came from the left.
“Im over here,” she announced.
“Crawl back in the chaparral and
work around to me under cover.”

Wonderingly he obeyed, and came
out presently behind her.

She handed him the binoculars.
“ See that tall bull pine across the
lake? Follow a line straight west from
it along the ground. Tell me when
you pick up something unusual.”

He moved the glasses slowly as she
had’ directed, and presently his lips
parted in amazement.

“ Giles Rebble!” he cried.

“ Sure. What’s he doing now, Ben?”

“ Sitting on a log close to the butt
of a tree. Seems to have a telescope
trained in our direction. Resting it in
the crotch of a limb to steady it.”

“Yes. I should think he’'d be get-
ting tired. He’s been up to that ever
since I discovered him.”

‘““ Has he seen us?”

“You, perhaps. But I don’t think
he knows I'm here.”

She crooked a finger before her lips,
resting her elbow on a knee. “ Thun-
der!” she muttered in exasperafion.
“ What'’s the answer, anyway?”

Ben Camp raised the binoculars
again. Then quickly he gasped:

“ Another one, by golly!”

“ Another what?” _

“Man. He just rode up to Rebble.
Now he’s getting off his horse.”

In her excitement Justine rather im-
politely wrested the glasses from his

hands. .

“Carey Backus, Giles Rebble’s
cousin and partner. The plot thick-
ens! Carey must have camped out in

the forest last night. He couldn’t have





















WHIRLWIND WALSH.

There was a trading post at Treaty
Landing on the other side of Treaty
Lake. Fur traders were there, a cluster-
ing village, a mission and a mounted
post. A sergeant named Garvey; Walsh,
already with his corporal’s stripe, and a
private—Avery. There was coGpera-
tion with the Forest Service, that in-
cluded government rangers and amphi-
bian airplanes that helped in the great
survey from the air that Canada was
making of her empire.

‘There was the enforcement of the
trapping and hunting laws, with due
discretion that permitted Indians and
all those who actually needed the game
for subsistence, to kill out of season,
but which must be administered wisely
for due protection. There was also
the grave question of missing trappers
who had been staked by the Fur Trad-
ing store and who had not come in.

Paquet, Walsh believed, would be a
useful man. This was a land of lakes
and river. The Mounty often had to
exchange his horse for canoe, for snow-
shoes and skis. Paquet had once been
a trapper. He knew the craft and the
country. Walsh was minded to recom-
mend him highly to Garvey, outside of
the fact that he had made a friend, he
liked the other’s disposition.

Gayety was a characteristic of
Paquet, for all his Indian blood. And,
like Walsh, he loved the bright face of
danger, he worshiped what the habi-
tants called La Princesse Lointaine, the
lure of the faraway. That handshake
was the grip to the brotherhood of the
“ adventurous elect,” whose initiation
is no easy one, that has no spoken pass-
words. :

There was only one leaky seam, soon
mended. While it dried they lay down
and smoked their pipes. Presently
Paquet knocked his out and sang soft-
ly the chanson of the Three Ducks and
the King’s Son. Walsh, knowing a
little patois, joined in the refrain.

“En roulant, ma boule, en roulant
ma boule.” _

Presently Paquet spoke, as to a
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brother. Not as to a mounted police-
man.

“1 think I may have trouble at the
Landing,” he said. .

_Walsh said nothing, but relit his
pipe, a sign that he was ready to listen.

“ Last season I trap many tree-mar-
ten,” said Jean, ‘ They are very good
an’ dark skeen. Worth much.” Walsh
grunted. He knew that the arboreal
marten of British Columbia was al-
most equal to Russian sable, alone of
its kind.

“1 find those marten. It is March
an’ I am on trap line. I return to my
cabane an’ some one has been there.
They take all my skeen. All those good
fur. I think I know who. It is the
same man, who has other men with
heem, Black Baldwin; he, they say, has
try to steal my girl, Rose Belleau. She

- not say much, but I know he has annoy

her. He will annoy her no more. Eef
he is at the Landing, I, Jean Paquet,
will speak with heem. Oui.”

It was spoken softly, but Walsh,
through his smoke-wreaths, saw Pa-
quet fiddling with his knife. His pulse
went up a beat. He knew of Black
Baldwin. They believed him the head
of the fur hi-jackers, who waited for
the trappers to catch, stretch, and flesh
their pelts, then robbed them as the
eagle robs the fishbank. If a man re-
sisted he was heard of no more. But
there was no proof.

“You must do nothing outside the
law, Jean,” he said. “ If you can prove
anything we will help you.”

“Merci, mon ami. But much of this
is my own affair. For the rest, if I
can aid you, I will do so. The gum is
dry. Shall we go on?”

CHAPTER II.
A WHIRLWIND BATTLE.

OON they saw ahead the placid
vista of the lake, mellowing in
twilight. On the opposite shore
the bells of the Mission sounded soft-
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The store itself was empty save for
a stolid buck and his chaffering squaw,
fingering fineries that would cost the
buck ten times their true value. Some
one was playing an accordion in the
bar. Half drunken voices tried to
blend in harmony to the tune. Sud-
denly it stopped as the Mounty strode
to the door between the two rooms and
looked in.

Paquet was facing the bearded Bald-
win, black as the knave of spades. The
latter was leaning against the bar,
while Jean Paquet, like a bantam cock-
erel plumed and spurred against a
great rooster, with hands on his hips,
looked up at the grinning face of Bald-
win. Their tense attitude had stopped
the music and brought a swift hush on
the assembly. Some stepped back from
the bar, others lounged there, with Pa-
quet between them and their own lead-
er. Part of Baldwin’s gang they were;
camped on the lake shore, in no hurry
to go into the woods as long as their
money held out; roisterers and rascals
all.

For the moment Walsh was unno-
ticed, all eyes centering on the leading
characters in what promised to develop
into tragedy.

“ So, I think you like to steal too
much, Black Baldween,” said Paquet
in a clear voice. “ Of some theengs I
will not now speak, but, as to my girl,
you leave her alone.”

Baldwin shook with laughter that
seemed real enough.

““Yore girl?” he bellowed. ‘‘ What
girl would look at a runt like you? If
you mean Rose—"

Paquet launched himself from the
floor and his fist streaked upward, full
to Baldwin’s mouth, to keep from it
the name of Rose Belleau. It was a
shrewd, hard blow and blood spurted
from the big man’s lips. He swung,
and Paquet ducked as one of Baldwin’s
followers kicked him viciouslv. An-
other struck as Baldwin did, so that he
staggered and then went down before
the concerted, cowardly attack.

37

They had him on the floor, ready to
boot him when Walsh leaped forward
and yanked a man away by the collar
of his mackinaw. The tough weave
tore and the man went spinning. An-
other turned with an oath that died as
Walsh smashed him with a jolting left
and stood over Paquet, who was slow-
ly getting to his feet, dazed from a
kick near his temple.

The crowd stood back. The scarlet
tunic might not be exactly sacrosanct;
there was those there who hated it, yet
they respected it. It was a symbol of
authority that was convincing, not
lightly to be challenged. Even Bald-
win’s men stood off, leaving the issue
to their leader.

Baldwin spat blood, cursing.

** What in hell are you interferin’
fer, you snoopin’ redcoat?’ he de-
manded. “ This is none of yore af-
fair.”

“ No? P’ll make it mine when a lot of
cowards jump one man. And that goes
outside of the redcoat, Baldwin. I’ll
take that off and forget it, if you're
man enough to go ahead. The rest of
you lay off or I'll igure I’m still wear-
ing it. This is man to man. Paquet
is my friend. You've nearly knocked
him out between you, but I’ll take his
place. You've got the weight of me,
Baldwin,” he added coolly as he swift-
ly stripped off his tunic and belt and
laid them on the bar with his gun and
hat, “ but you might be in better shape.
You've got too much belly. You've
been living too high. I'm going to
trim some of the fat off you. Take
care of those things of mine, Gaspard,”
he added to the man behind the bar, a
son-in-law of the storekeeper. * Put
up your gun, Baldwin, and peel.”

HERE was murderous intent in
Baldwin’s features, as they con-
gested with rage. He dared not
use his weapon. Savage as he was, he
was not going to shoot a Mounty in a
public place. There were too many wit-
nesses who were not his own men. The



38

trader might suspect where he got all
his furs, but he was protected by actual
lack of knowledge. He was not going
to fall foul of the police.

He had been drinking, he was confi-
dent of his own strength, and he had
thirty pounds the best of the trooper,
now tightening his belt and rolling up
his sleeves. But not all was brawn.
He was conscious of his girth, a bit
too flabby, too ponderous; but he had
been bearded before his own men and
he meant to take advantage of the cor-
poral’s offer.

“ Man to man, is it?” he sneered as
he tossed belt and gun on the counter.
“I'll smash the daylight out of you.”

He had no coat, wearing a checked
mackinaw which he turned back on his
hairy arms, swelling with muscle. He
hated a redcoat as a bull hates the
cloak of the toreador. Whether Walsh
wore his or not, he was still a trooper.
his enemy, and that of all his follow-
ing. He glanced at them meaningly
and they formed the inner ring of the
circle that hemmed in the rough floor.

Paquet, still shaken and dizzy, tried
to interfere.

* This is my job, Jean,” said Walsh.
He knew that Baldwin would fight
foul, if he could, but the joy of com-
bat was in him. He did not fear blows,
but he meant to be wary of a rush,
wary of the same treachery that had
downed Paquet. There would be no
rounds, save as they parted mutually;
no quarter. He was off duty, so far as
he ever considered himself off. He
had set aside his uniform with his tunic
and his gun,

Paquet, who had shot the rapids
with him, had been hurt. It was man
to man and would be a good fight. His
eagerness shone in his eyes as he
stepped back alertly from Baldwin’s
rush and the ring gave way while Pa-
quet, hand on the haft of his knife,
watched weakly to see that others kept
clear from his‘comrade. He could still
sting and he so warned those who
crowded too closely.
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Paquet knew what they had tried to
do to him, and what they would do to
Walsh if they got him down. Walsh
had stepped outside his official posi-
tion, and all who looked on would tes-
tify to his direct challenge.

Walsh ducked the two wild swings.
His straight left went home to Bald-
win’s hair-cushioned jaw, already
stained with blood from Paquet’s blow.
His right drummed hard to Baldwin’s
middle,a knuckle cut on the belt buckle,
which brought a grunt as he sent in his
left to the same place and flung off
Baldwin’s clutch with a hook to the
chin for full measure.

There were muscles underneath that
fat, though; Baldwin was stung but
not winded. He came on like a bear,
bludgeoning blows that Walsh took on
his shoulders, the top of his rolling
head. One was heavy enough to jar
badly and the next second Baldwin
had him in a clinch, wrestling, trying
to trip him, to get him back against the
bar, using his weight. His eyes glared
as he ripped out oaths, while Walsh
strove coolly to pinion those arms,
tough as oaken boughs. Baldwin got
his right free and drove it in the small
of the other’s back to see him wince
as the blow hurt his kidneys.

For the moment he was off his bal-
ance, and in that second Walsh
wrenched free and swung the other
man back to the counter, while he
smashed him twice, cutting open the
flesh over Baldwin’s cheekbone, bruis-
ing his eye. He sprang back from
Baldwin’s upthrust knee.

Bloody and bellowing, Baldwin
came with a rush that was not to be
denied. His great fist caught Walsh
below the ear, the other, aimed low
for the groin, hit the hip as Walsh
squirmed away and, dazed a little,
lashed out for his bearded target. He
got clear and stood panting opposite
Baldwin, rallying himself, his brain
clearing. It was a hard slog. He had
to be wary. Play for the wind. Now,
before Baldwin got full breath again.
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He feinted, crouching, felt the wind
of Baldwin's swing as it grazed his
shoulder and then he was inside the
other’s guard, planting hard jolts to
the belly, driving his man back, cir-
ding about him. He saw Baldwin’s
outfit shift to keep back of him, he
glimpsed Paquet’s blade, free from its
sheath, and shouted to him:

“ Keep out of it, Jean. This is my
fight. No knife-play?!’

WO men, outsiders, caught hold

of Paquet and forced him back-

ward. They wanted fair play,
and they themselves meant to interfere
if Baldwin’s crowd played rough.
There must be no bloodshed, save from
fists. It was a good fight.

But they were slow, being occupied
with Paquet, when the trouble came.

Baldwin, haif blinded, furious, la-
boring for breath, but with strength
enough to hurl himself at the lighter
man, was willing to kick and gouge to
bear him down. He took a straight
left that rocked his head, but did not
stop him, and then Walsh, sidestep-
ping, pivoted and brought up a ripping
smash from the belt that caught Bald-
win on the point.

He reeled, his knees sagged and he
slumped against the bar, clawing at the
rim of the counter, sinking until the
back of his head brought up against
the hard wood with a thud that might
well have sturmed a lighter man. His
thick skull and heavy hair saved him
that. His eyes rolled, but the blow
seemed to restore his faculties, though
his legs were failing him; he was slip-
ping.

Walsh stood back. He meant to fin-
ish him if he stayed on his feet. He
had the fight won. Baldwin’s face was

a mask of raw and bleeding flesh. His
left eye was closed and he had shown
himself vulnerable. He hooked an el-
bow to the bar, heaved himself erect
and grabbed his gun that Gaspard,
watching the fight, had left unguarded.

Pagquet tore himself away. They had

got his knife from him, but he flung
himself at Baldwin, diving for his
knees while the bully lifted his weap-
on, out of control, seeing none too well
with his right eye. His men closed in.

A knee struck Paquet and sent him
stumbling while Walsh seized another
henchman of Baldwin and hurled him
against his leader. Then the Mounty
jumped away and seized a chair -from
a card-table, leaping back to the fray
with it held in front of him as a shield.
The pack was on him, but the lust of
facing great odds swept through him,
as a bullet struck the thick seat of the
homemade piece of furniture and
stayed there.

The impact did not stop Walsh. He
was on them, among them, jabbing
with the legs, swinging the chair and
beating down Baldwin in the mélée.
Rungs broke over Baldwin’s head, the
tough wood of the seat sent him down
like a length of chain. Walsh, with a
shout, charged the rest who broke as he
flung the broken chair at them and re-
trieved his own The long Colt
swung back and forth in his hand as he
menaced them. He was an officer
again and they shrunk before him, con-
scious that they had left themselves
open to his authority. His voice rang
clear, lashing them. None dared move
a hand toward his own weapon, know-
ing a bullet would end that attempt.

“You would, you cowardly pack of
skunks?” he said. “Clear out. Take
this scum with you. Don’t come back.
Clean out. Get out of Treaty Land-
ing.”

He was himself a little out of hand.
But thought of what he might or might
not be able to prove against them with
Paquet’s aid was not clear. He was
still filled with the glory of the battle,
a cold madness that he was mastering
in the thought that he had deliberately
stepped outside his authority in the be-
ginning. This had been his own affair
to start with; now the issue was a little
confused.

Baldwin was still out, breathing
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heavily where he sprawled on the floor.
Paquet had come back and picked up
his gun, standing beside his friend, his
o“l/tp man again, ready to prove him-
self.

“ Break that gun, Jean,” ordered
Walsh. “ This fight is over. Give it
to them.”

He was right. The pack was
through. The courage had gone out
of them with their leader’s fall,
though they glowered with a sullen re-
sentment that the trooper ignored. He
was beginning to think of what Garvey
might say. He had had a good time,
he had downed his man and the blood
still was swift in his veins from the
fight—but, for all that the men were
scoundrels, the sergeant had his own
ideas about such matters. He had
been known as “ Get-'em” Garvey in
his youth, and he still possessed most
of his energy, but his impetuosity had
been curbed by his growing authority,
the dignity of the Mounted.

Walsh slipped on his tunic again as

two of them stooped over Baldwin,”

and, handling him none too gently,
dragged him backward by the shoulders
until the other two picked up his feet
and they shuffled out with him. Walsh
borrowed a bar-towel, wiped his dam-
aged hand, poured some whisky on the
cut and buttoned up his tunic, adjust-
ting his belt and setting his service
sombrero on his head.

Gaspard was obsequious. The others
had nothing to say, still a trifle awed
by the fight and its whirlwind finish.
Walsh, though he did not realize it at
the moment, had played a good card
for the Mounties. Their prestige did
not need bolstering, but an object les-
son was never amiss in the wilderness.

“It wasn’t your turn this time,
Jean,” he said, slipping an arm over the
other’s shoulders. * They got you foul.
But I think he'll leave your affairs
aloune.”

“Mon Dien! 1 agree weeth you,
mon ami,” said Jean. “As for me, I
do not forget” He spoke earnestly,
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the emotional Latin in him showing
strongly. Walsh laughed and slapped
him on the shoulder.

“ Your turn next time, Jean. What’s
a fight among friends?”

Paquet laughed with him, a little
wistfully. He felt that he had cut a
rather sorry figure.

“1I go to see Rose before some gos-
sip tells her 1 was fighting about her in
the store. She weel not like that. She
is wonderful, is Rose, but she is what
you call spitfire. Quif”

CHAPTER III
MURDER!

E turned off and Walsh started to
walk back to the post in the twi-
light. He glimpsed Baldwin, on

his own feet now, walking groggily
back to his camp on the lake shore.
Walsh sensed that Jean was right, that.
news of the brawl would spread fast
through the settlement and reach Gar-
vey as well as Rose Belleau.

He did not regret so much the order-
ing of Baldwin out of Treaty Land-
ing. He felt that Garvey would be apt
to approve that, though he might not
appreciate what led up to it. As long
as they had nothing definite on Black
Baldwin and his outfit they could not
hold them. Walsh was already trying
to work out some plan by which pelts
might be privately marked, a sort of
brand that robbers would not notice,
by which they might ultimately be
trapped. He had not yet mentioned
this half-formulated scheme to Garvey.

Garvey heard his account of the
battle in silence, did not speak for a
minute or two.

“ Eat your chow,” he said. “ Stay
in barracks to-night. I don’t blame you,
Walsh. I don’t know that we could
have got anything on Baldwin while he
stays here, and the Landing 1l be better
off when he’s gone. But he’s not gone
yet. Your order was unofficial. I'll take
a turn myself and maybe have a word
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with him. Your blood heats a bit too
much, lad, when there’s a fight in sight.
It’s not a bad fault and you'll grow out
of it, as I did. Make out your report
and then turm in. You’ll be needin’
sleep.”

That was a true prediction. Walsh
fell asleep as soon as he struck the
bunk. He was awakened by Avery
shaking him. The room was lit up.
Back of Avery was Renard, the store-
keeper.

Garvey had been killed! Renard
had found him back of the store with
a knife between his shoulders stiff and
cold—dead for some time. It was af-
ter midnight now.

Walsh leaped from his bunk fully
awake, alert, dressing swiftly. He felt
that he was in a measure responsible
for this. Garvey’s service tunic, the
scarlet which was dark in the gloom,
but unmistakably a Mounty’s uniform,
the fact that he and Garvey were about
the same build, gave him a hunch that
Baldwin had mistaken the sergeant for
him. He sent Avery for the priest at
the mission, doctor as well as carer for
souls. Two men were bringing Garvey
up, though Walsh would rather he had
not been touched until he saw him. He
was laid in his bunk. T'wo hours dead,
the missionary said. Walsh’s face set
grimly.

“ I'm leaving you in charge,” he said
to Avery. “You'll send a runner to
Fort George ; Grison can go, with a re-
port I'll write as soon as I've looked
round a little. You'll have to run the
post while I go after the men who did
this. Get Garvey’s things together.
Father Roche will help you. Garvey 'l
have to be buried. Keep a stiff upper
lip.”

“ You think you know who did it?”
asked Avery.

“I've got a damned good idea,” an-
swered Walsh. His natural buoyancy
had crystallized to stern resolve. He
felt a certain responsibility for the dis-
aster. “I’ll not come back until I get
him,” he added.
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Just as he was leaving, he ran into
Paquet, who was breathless.

“I go to see my girl,” panted Jean.
“We quarrel because she say I hav’
no right to breeng up her name when I
fight weeth Baldween, when I tell heem
he mus’ leave my girl alone. Rose say,
‘I am not your girl.” It is no good to
try explain. Those women talk too
fast an’ too much. So I am go away,
mad; I walk in the wood by Baldween's
camp. He is gone. You drive heem
out. 1 see those two canoe, far off, in
the moon which have jus’ come up.
They make toward Mouche River.
They go beyond the beeg woods to the
barrens. I watch an’ smoke, long time.
Then I come back an’ jus’ hear the
news. It is Baldween who do thees
theeng. He look for you, an’ keel the
sergeant before he go. Now we go
after heem!”

Paquet’s promise was good news to
Walsh. He could find no better man
for tracking, for wood knowledge, for
some experience of the district into
which Baldwin had gone—always pre-
supposing Baldwin guilty. But he
could not start without some proof.
The Government did not recognize
hunches.

“Fine!” he said.
me.”

“ Now come with

N the guarded alley they found a sign
l in the soft dirt. It was the trail of
. a moccasined foot, the shoepack of a
man who travels much on woodland
trails, in canoes and on snowshoes; but
it had its characteristics of size and im-
pression, and both men studied the
marks closely by lantern light until they
had the sign photogf"aphed upon their
sensitized minds. They would know
it anywhere, recognize even a part of
it. It was largely a matter of length
and the fact that the knife-thrower trod
a little heavily on the outside of his
right sole. Neither could attribute this
to Baldwin, or to any other man; but it
might well have escaped casual obser-
vation. Walsh made two or three
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measurements with a cord, and then
they went into the store’s back room
and living quarters. '

. Renard the storekeeper was there
and his son-in-law, Gaspard, the man
who had tended bar and taken over the
weapons of Walsh and Baldwin—as
far as guns were concerned. He had
done a poor job of guarding them and
Walsh had not forgotten it. Gaspard
was cunning rather than stupid, Walsh
surmised. Jean came with him. There
were others there, including Gaspard’s
wife, and Walsh sent them away.

“ I want to talk to you two,” he said
crisply. “I'm going to talk straight
and you’ll do the same, if you know
what’s the best thing for you. Renard,
a lot of things are going to be cleared
up in the next few days. If you want
the benefit of any doubt that may come
up concerning pelts you’ve bought,
you'll come through; and I'd strong-
ly advise you to do the same, Gas-
pard.”

He set down on the table the knife
that had killed Garvey. There were
stains on the broad blade that curved at
the bottom of one edge, with the top
of the other flattened toward the hilt,
All about the fitting of the haft, blood
showed dark and sticky. The two men
looked at it fascinated.

“ How many of these knives did you
buy; how many have you sold; how
many have you got in stock? This is
the law talking, Renard. Come, out
with it!”

He was not sure, but there were
ninety*chances in a hundred, at least,
that the knife had come from this store.
Renard answered, slowly and huskily,
as if he saw some faint handwriting on
the wall and wondered if its translation
would involve him.

The sergeant’s death had shocked
him. He was, like his son-in-law, cun-
ning and crafty and it had seemed a
smart thing to deal in pelts he knew
well enough were not honestly come by,
to buy them cheap because of that
knowledge, to shield the sellers—all un-
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der the very nose of the law, as one
might sneak a bone away from he-
neath the jaws of a sleeping mastiff.
But the law aroused was a different
matter.

He knew all that lay back of the
symbol of Walsh’s red tunic, his set
lips, and eyes often dancing and merry,
but now hard as flakes of mica.

Renard was still inclined to be tricky,
to say no more than he had to. That
was one lesson he had learned long ago
—to keep quiet. But he would have
to show his books, his stock. This
probing corporal might know more than
;1? appeared to, might be trying to trap
him.

“I hide nothing. I buy one dozen
of these knives. I have sold maybe
one, two. How many, I do not know.
To whom I cannot say. Gaspard also
has sold them—is it not so?” He gave
his son-in-law a meaning glance. They
looked like a couple of foxes caught in
a chicken yard, not quite in the coop,
but too close to be innocent.

“ Jean, you go with Gaspard, and
bring back the package, whatever it is,
that holds the rest of ’em,” ordered
Walsh. “I'd like to see your bill book,
Renard.”

Walsh’s brain worked swiftly and
smoothly. Gaspard might try to hide
some of the unsold stock. If they had
sold only two or three it would nar-
row down the search. There was no
time to lose. He ached to be out on
the lake speeding after the two canoes
he was convinced held the criminals.
That would be hazardous, but it would
be clean action. Not detective work
with two crafty habstants. Renard fum-
bled among invoice files and Gaspard
and Paquet came back with nine of the
knives. Paquet made a quick motion
that Walsh understood.

“You sold the sheaths with the
knives, part of the regular purchase ?”’
he asked. The blade would not fit
every ordinary sheath. Some one had
an empty one, or had craftily got rid
of it—and it might turn up.
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‘“ Now, then, Renard, how many of
the three did you sell ?”

“I don’t remember.”

“ How about you, Gaspard ?”’

“I sold none.” His tone was sul-
ifen. Walsh strode suddenly toward
him, his eyes blazing, his hand on the
butt of his gun.

“You'll talk,” he said. “ You let
Baldwin get his gun. I'm not over-
looking that. Talk!”

ASPARD quailed before the hot
will that emanated from the
Mounty. He shrank against the

wall.

“1 sold one to Paquet,” he said.

“1 have it here,” answered the latter.
Walsh whirled on Renard. He glanced
at the trader’s sales-bill, noted the date.
The knives had been purchased to re-
tail for the spring trading.

“I remember selling one,” said
Renard. ‘It was to Harvey Young.”

“I want to see your trade book,”
demanded Walsh. He knew that
Renard kept carbon copies of the bills
he made against the trappers who, when
they had- discharged their previous
debt, seldom paid cash for anything in
the store.

“ Baldwin’s account is the one I
want to see,” he said. Renard pro-
duced it unwillingly, and Walsh ran
down the items until he came to the one
that read: One R & M knife and
sheath.

The R & M trade-mark was on the
murder knife’s blade. He had what
he wanted. Young was out of it, a
man who lived twenty miles in, stolid
breeder of silver foxes.

Baldwin was his man!

He left the room and two confused
and alarmed traders, Jean following
him back to the post, where he wrote
his report in short, but precise lan-
guage, telling what had happened, his
suspicions, the proof and motive, the
fact that Baldwin and his men had at
least three hours’ start, headed for the
north—and that he was after them.

“George, anxious to assist.
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“If I do not catch him before he
gets through the forest,” he said, “it
will be a long job. I suggest codpera-
tion with Forest and Survey Service
and their planes.”

He added more as to his probable
route, signed it, handed it to Avery,
with Grison waiting to ride to Fort
Then he
turned to Jean:

“You'll come with me?”

Paquet did not need to speak words;
his glance answered for him. Walsh
gathered rations and ammunition,
duffel for the trail, and they were down
at the landing where Paquet’s canoe
was hauled out.

Without a' word, Inked together in
the adventure, they loaded, paddled
out, moving with an even sweep that
drove them fast. They kept in the
shadow, though Walsh saw that they
would have to cross the moon path
heading in to Mouche River. He was
not much worried about the immediate
trail. Mouche River was the only
route.

The woods were dense. If their
quarry left the stream it must be by the
blazed and hewn portages, but Walsh
believed they would keep straight on,
trying to hold their lead to the barrens.
There the trail would be harder to fol-
low. Once they won through to the
hills it might take weeks to locate them
He did not care, personally, if it took
months. He would get his mman. And
Paquet would be with him, expert in
the wilderness, fired not only by the
desire to even matters with Baldwin.
but imbued with the same spirit ihat
possessed Walsh.

In this they were kindred. Nothing
else mattered but their quest. Even
Rose was set aside in Jean's thoughts.
Walsh knew it in every swirling
powerful stroke from Paquet’s paddle,
timed to his as they judged the wind
and surged on. Over all his own
grimness, his feeling of duty, cf
responsibility, his spirit was charged
with exultation.  This was no easy
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lifted it from the water, made a fire
trom birchbark and deadfall. Soon its
flickering light showed two forms
muffled in blankets. Dawn was com-
ing, an hour away yet, but manifesting
itself in many ways. A fresh fra-
grance stole from the forest, the tang
of balsam and hemlock and pine, of
herbs. The stars were still steady, the
moon rode overhead, screened by the
trees. Little by little the deep purple
of the night bleached out. ‘The still,
swathed forms showed no sign of
movement.

The silence was rudely shattered by
the vicious bark of guns. Red and
blue and yellow stabs of exploding
powder-gas stabbed through the trees,
the reports rang through the quiet
woods, awakening the birds. Bullets
thudded into the blanketed bundles,
shot after shot, until cylinders were
emptied. -

Then the vague, elusive shape of a
man darted to where the canoe showed
dimly by the fire and kicked at it, only
to crumple and fall headlong as other
shots came from the trees in a swift
fusillade.  There was the sound of
scrambling, stumbling men crashing
through the undergrowth, sought out
by leaden messengers. Silence again
while gray light filtered through the
foliage.

Walsh and Paquet met by the fire,
reloading their weapons, looking at the
limp body that sprawled over the
canoe. They had made dummy sleepers
and had hidden themselves to the
bracken, half expecting some such
rally. So the fugitives were warned.
Three had remained behind to attack
while Baldwin forged ahead or lay con-
cealed, hoping to hear that the pursuit
had been wiped out.

The man groaned once, but he was
beyond speech. riddled. Walsh flashed
his torch in his face and recognized
him as Jeffries, one of Baldwin’s men.
They went through his pockets and
found only a pipe, some tobacco. a
greasy pack of cards and a few coins.
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Walsh took off his belt with its car-
tridges, and Paquet picked up his
empty gun. The light was seeping
through the forest, enough to show
the damage done to the canoe. Jeffries
must have been told off for that pur-
pose, leaping in when they thought the
sleeping figures were dead men.

One gone out of four. Three still
to reckon with, and the hunters’ canoe,
their steed, was damaged. It meant
more hours of advantage to the
murderer and his fellows. Paquet ex-
amined it carefully.

“I HAVE seen worse,” Jean said
philosophically. “I go an' look
for bark.”

Walsh kicked the fire together, to
get breakfast. There was no im-
mediate fear of further attack. They
had shown themselves ready against
surprise and killed one man out of the
four they were pursuing. That there
were more men than these connected
with Baldwin, however, Walsh firmly
believed. It was probable that they
had a headquarters to which Baldwin
was heading, as he would have done
in any event after he was through with
his trip to the landing to sell the furs
and bring back supplies. If Baldwin
once joined them the odds would be
more than merely formidable. Walsh
did not worry over them, the thought
was only stimulating, stiffening.

He hauled the dead man away from
the canoe he had tried to wreck. Thete
was no time to bury-him. He must pay
his penalties. If the larger woods
scavengers did not get rid of the body
before it was discovered, the ants and
beetles must do their work. His death
would not hearten Black Baldwin, nor
would the total failure of his first coup.

It would take the messenger Grison
twelve hours to reach Fort George.
Walsh could not tell what action might
be started there to aid him. In the
meantime he had to play the hand as
the cards fell. make every effort to
overhaul Baldwin before he got too
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green as emerald. The trail led to the
weedy margin. Water held no sign,
but it was shown wherever landing was
made, and so thick was the tangle of
the woods, the jumble of deadfall,
punk-logs, vines and undergrowth,
that progress, save by the blazed trails,
was as difficult as in a tropical jun-
gle.

At the far end of the lake the nar-
row beach again revealed the tracks,
this time under water where the little
stream called Petite Riviere had
formed a bar over which a laden canoe
could not pass unless the men waded
and helped it over the obstruction. It
was so even with Walsh and Paquet,
traveling light and with only twao of
them to an eighteen-foot birchbark.
The quiet watér had not washed away
the prints,
~ There were no rapids here. This
stream was the connection between the
two lakes, with its source in the slightly
higher one, Lac Vert; but there was
barely fall enough between the two to
give it steady flow so that they pad-
dled swiftly up its lily-set reaches in
the late afternoon.

All about Lac Vert the trees of the
primeval forest were massed in solid
regiments. The sun, too low, could not
penetrate them. The surface of the
lake, unriffied, was like a dull expanse
of metal, unmarked by rise of fish or
dive of loon, silent and sinister, the air
chilly, the sky overcast with a scud
that was tinged by the sunset to a
somber, smoldering crimson that swift-
ly faded into purple, then murky gray
that darkened and shut off the light.

There was no sound of life of any
kind, but to both of them the atmos-
phere was charged with something
definite; a baleful suggestion of evil
brooded over the spot. They could not
tell, for the time, where the canoe had
gone, unless landing had been made on
a little promontory that jutted out into
the lake to their right, a place bereft of
trees, partly covered with grass and
bushes.
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Halfway between lake and main-
land stood a log cabin, its roof sag-
ging, an unglazed window a black gap.
No smoke issued from the tottering
chimney. It appeared utterly deserted,
and yet both men looked at it with
much the same instinctive suspicion
that a lynx regards a deadfall. It sug-
gested a trap, even though it seemed
absurd that a trap should be set or used
in such an apparent place.

Paquet had not been to Lac Vert
before. The territory was thick sown
with such bodies of water, usually pre-
empted by some trapper whose unwrit-
ten rights were tacitly respected by wil-
derness custom. So Paquet had pur-
posely avoided the spot, though he
knew well enough its relation to the
surrounding country. There were no
lakes north for many scores of miles;
only the dense forest, the barrens, and
the rugged hills.

The cabin had been that of Old
Bill Lawlor, dean of the fur-trappers
of that region. Lawlor had been found
dead—what was left of him—on the
floor of this cabin whose logs he had
hewed and morticed with his own
hands. It was hard to tell what had
killed him, because of the condition of
the corpse. The door was open, and
wild beasts had come at will; but his
catch was gone, and OId Bill had been
a gaod trapper.

Paquet told Walsh this as.they held
the canoe close to some willows, peer-
ing at the rapidly fading landscape
blending with the shades of night.
The chilly air was stirring at last. A
deep sigh came from the forest as the
tree tops bowed in a gust of wind that
was followed by another and another
until the noise was like that of surf on
a'lee shore.

An owl hooted solemnly, almost in
deliberate warning. Three times it
called, and they saw it flit out from a
dark avenue of the trees, passing in
ghostly fashion along the open until it
disappeared.

“I do not like that,” said Jean
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lake into a sheet of troubled mercury,
thrust. the pines into sharp relief, and,
through the silver wiring of the rain,
showed twp canoes deep in the water,
filled with nen, paddling fast for the
promontory. )

The light of the lantern made a sil-
houette of Walsh, and almost at once
a bullet thudded into the door jamb
beside his head, while the flame of the
shot showed at the head of the promon-
tory.

Two shots came from the leading ca-

_noe, going wild as Walsh leaped back,
thrusting the telltale lantern back of
the stove and muffling it with a robe
from the bunk. He told Jean to shove
the table against the door, then flung
open the shutter that commanded the
lake and the canoes he had seen, and,
rifle ready, waited for the next flare.

It came, and, in the blinking dura-
tion of that lavender glow, he emptied
his magazine at.the leading craft, al-
most broadside on, finding the range
with his first bullet in the fierce, merci-
less light spraying the length of the
canoe with lead along the water line of
its scanty freeboard.

HROUGH the wailing of the tem-
T pest, that rose and fell in sud-
den, shrieking gusts of augment-
ing fury, he heard faint cries. The
thunder cannonaded, and, as Walsh
thrust in shells by feel through the
loading gate of his weapon, the light-
ning came again, as all revealing as the
flash of magnesium powder in a pho-
tographer’s gallery.

The canoe was laboring, wallowing,
sinking; it was leaking all along the
water line where his lead had per-
forated the bark, and without doubt
had scored hits on the kneeling men.
They were huddled in confusion. He
saw the second canoe making for them
when the blackness closed down like a
shutter and there was only the roar of
the wind and the hiss of the rain.

In the dim light given by the
scre:;ted lantern he saw that Paquet

A
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had slipped through the door. It was
a brave move and might be a strategic
one. Better to cope with the enemy
in the open, in a dodging. skirmish,
than to be besieged in that cabin whose
door would not hold for a second
against a ramming tree-trunk.

He resolved to ‘follow suit, to seek
cover between flashes, changing from
time to time. He would oppose their
landing, break up their attack with an
offensive of his own. They meant to
wipe him out, to get back the evidence
against Baldwin, but, he muttered as
he slid through the door and felt the
wet lash and hard pelting of the rain,
the beat of the wind, they were going
to have one hell of a time doing it!
Just that: a foretaste of the place to
which they were all bound, while
Walsh—Jean Paquet too—would be in
a little fighters’ heaven of their own.

There came two sharp cracks like
the noise of cane-strokes on rugs set
out to be beaten; then another. Pistol
shots, all of them. He saw the sharp
bursts of fire, wiped out instantly, and
then there came a discharge of elec-
tricity that covered the whole horizon,
flinging everything into sharp and pain-
ful relief. Whipped waters, writhing
trees, a scurry of black cloud, from

"which the thunder came, nearer, louder,

crashing overhead and seeming to flat-
ten the world with its tremendous roar,
like the firing of seventy-fives, while a
bolt came javelining zigzag down to
the forest.

The shots had come from the prom-
ontory end. Walsh had a vague sense
of one figure crouching and one falling
as he raced forward, carbine in one
hand, his right hand on the butt of his
service revolver., Jean was in action.
No more shots came from the lake.
That fusillade of Walsh’s, the whirl-
wind play of it, had crippled and de-
moralized them.

As he ran, he saw to the left the dis-
appearing prow of one canoe, that was
sucked down into the lake in the same
second. He saw struggling figures, a
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head that vanished, two arms up-
flung.

The second canoe was making for
the forest shore. The men who had
been forced into the lake and who could
swim, swarmed about it, clutching at
paddles, at the frail gunwales, and there
was the faint sound of babel, like high
notes from a muted violin as those in
the canoe cursed the swimmers, fought
them off, prevented them from clam-
bering in and swamping them.

The craft fairly crawled along, drag-

ging weight, tipping vperilously, the
blades hampered.
- Walsh now gave them his second
magazine, kneeling, the target blotted
out before his second trigger pull. He
fancied he was a trifle short and ele-
vated slightly, blazing away through
the darkness and then leaving his rifle
to go leaping on to see what had hap-
pened to Paquet.

Now everything else but sheer ex-
hilaration had vanished. His brain was
leaping in physical joy that excluded
all motive, responsibility. It was the
fight that counted, the challenge of
such odds as sent the red blood racing
to throb in his pulses and tingle in his
fingertips. A hail came to him. It
was Jean!

“Jus’ two of them, mon ami. One
is een the lake. I have the other. By
Gar, we ween!”

It wasn’t over yet, but they had as-
suredly scored again. Lightning
bathed sky and land and lake in vivid
light. The canoe was heading close to
shore now, making for a spot where a
blighted or blasted tree stood out like
a gaunt phantom of the forest. Walsh
marked that spot even as he saw Jean
standing over the prone body of a man
who tried to raise himself on one el-
bow, groaning, falling.

' He saw the face, stricken with ter-
ror, horror and pain, and it was the
face of Gaspard, Renard’s son-in-law.
They had been followed! Renard’s
guilty conscience, and Gaspard’s, had
sent the latter, with another man who
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was now in the lake, a bullet in his
brain and his lungs filled with water,
destined to be food for carnivorous
fish—sent them to wipe out the
Mounty and his aid, in case Baldwin
had not, or to coGperate with the trail-
robber as they had done. The first de-
lay had given them their chance—and
now they had lost it, forever.

OGETHER they carried the badly
hurt man to the cabin, closing the
door and shutter, unveiling the

lantern. There was no danger any
longer, for that night. Half of Bald-
win’s hi-jacking crowd had been wiped
out, by lead or water, or both,

They laid Gaspard down on the floor
close to the bunk before they cleared
away for him the huddled mass of furs
and blankets. He was shot through
the lungs; his breath wheezed and his
eyes rolled hideously. Crimson froth
was oozing from his lips. Death’s cold
hand was already on his sweaty fore-
head. He glared about the cabin, his
face working.

“ Dieu! Not here! Not here, I beg
you! It was here he died.”

“You mean Lawlor?” Walsh’s
brain was working fast now, shuttling
to deductions, conclusion. Gaspard
had not many words to speak before he
faced ultimate judgment.

“Oui.”

“You killed him? You're dying,
Gaspard. Clean your soul.”

“Ikeel. Mea culpa. I confess. A
priest—a pri—"

The broken syllable was his last. He
gave a convulsive shudder, the froth
changed to an awful gush of blood,
and his feet drummed the floor as he
flung out arm and hand that lost all
vigor suddenly. He was no longer a
man, but a limp, lifeless body. His
hand rested against the bunk of Old
Bill Lawlor, whom Gaspard had slain
two years ago. Then later he had mar-
ried Renard’s daughter and lived at
Treaty Landing, aiding his father-in-
law to handle the stolen peltry. Paquet
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crossed ‘himself. T'o his mind, Gas-
pard’s guilty, unshrived soul was al-
ready in Purgatory.

Walsh looked on coldly, without
sympathy for the murderer and thief.
His broken confession would involve
Renard, but insufficiently. He took up
the lantern and swung it over the dead
face and body. Suddenly he stiffened.
The lifeless finger pointed to some
marks on the sideboard of the bunk,
a scrawl of pencil that faded out after
a few words, the lead scoring the soft
pine of the slab. Words that might
have gone unnoticed, that had passed
observation so far, until the dead hand
revealed them.

“ Where did they find Lawlor, do
you know?” he demanded of Paquet.

“1 heard,” said Jean. ‘It was right
here, where Gaspard lies. That was
what make heem so affright. They
theenk Lawlor try to crawl to his bunk
after they leave heem here for dead.”

“ Look here. He tried to tell who
did it. He died trying.”

The lantern light showed the pain-
fully set down words of the robbed
trapper who must have got the pencil
he carried' to score his skin-tally, kept
on a pine board on the wall of his cab-
in. They read the record:

BALDWIN LENOIR GASP—

“We'll cache this plank,” said
Walsh., “ We'll bury Gaspard. You're
witness, Jean.”

Paquet stared and nodded, a little
bewildered at the find, the swift deduc-
tion of the Mounty. ]

“ By Gar, you get them,” he said.

““We haven’t got all of them yet,
but we will—Baldwin and Lenoir. But
you’re hit, Jean!’

He saw blood on the other’s sleeve,

ich up. Paquet grinned.
hlg“ It fvas not Gasgard. but the other,”
he said. “ It is nothing. Jus’ in the
flesh.”

He stripped off his coat, rolled up
the sleeve of his shirt, still grinning.
The bullet, answered by Jean’s deadli-
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er shot, had gone through the brown
flesh of his arm above the biceps. The
wound had closed and was no longer
bleeding. At the back of Jean’s arm
Walsh found the bullet, bulging a little
through the skin. He made an incision
with Jean’s own knife, squeezed out
the chunk of lead. Paquet flexed his
arm. The muscle was undamaged.

“Spruce gum will feex,” said
Paquet.

Walsh went out into the storm, that
now was close to its height. He car-
ried the lantern, blurred by the down-
pour; fought forward, bent against the
wind, to their canoe. Finding what he
wanted under the tarpaulin, he returmet
and dressed the arm. He threw blanka
ets over Gaspard; when the storm less~
ened they would bury him, for later ex=
humation,

It was impossible for them to cross
the lake now. The furious squalls
broke on it with such fury that no
canoe could make the trip. The light-
ning and thunder still persisted, solid
waves of wind seemed to make the cab-
in rock, blowing through every crevice.

CHAPTER V. .
RED DEATH STALKS.

HEY listened to the howling of
the storm, hoping for it to abate,
impatient at the renewed start the

‘others must be getting. Three times
they tried to launch the canoe and were
beaten back by the fury of the wind,
the choppy, savage seas, the stinging
downpour. Bétween times they brewed
coffee, went over their weapons, and
made up their rations into two packs
since, once across the lake, there would
be no more canoeing. They tried to
relax, but the tension of the chase could
not be shaken off. They were like
hounds at fault, impatient, quivering to
get on the scent once more. They had
more respect for Gaspard’s body than
for the man living, and they left his
corpse inside, to be later retrieved.
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it was all in the day’s work, and even -

added zest to it.

. Jean’s arm was not bothering him,
but Walsh renewed the bandage and
the treatment. Their canteens were
filled with water from a spring. Be-
fore long they would have to subsist
upon the country, but there was always
game. Their worst deprivation would
be tobacco and they already started to
hoard it, drying the dottels from their
pipes for futuré use, husbanding
matches though Walsh carried flint and
steel, :

The year was young, they would not
suffer from cold for many weeks. But
it was Walsh’s intense desire to get his
man quickly. These were modern days
with modern methods sometimes avail-
able. New inventions often did away
with the old ways when a Mounty
trailed his man for months, even years,
through spring and summer, fall and
the long, hard winter.

HEY started out again, advanc-
ing deeper and deeper among the
great tree trunks that towered

about them, over monarchs fallen from
decay or from the tornadoes that some-
times bred in the barrens and swept
twisting through the woods, crashing
down, uprooting. Still the trail held.

There was a little lake not far away,
to the east and their right. Not much
more than an uncharted pond, known
as Lac Perdu, the resort of moose and
caribou in the spring and fall. They
could not tell yet whether the fugitives
were heading for it. Bearings in the
thick forest were not possible. If
they hunted for the lake they might
discover it by the general trend of the
ground, but many had looked for it
without success, as the name indi-
cated.

The light was slanting, the sun
throwing vivid patches upon the trees
when they climbed out of a ravine and
both halted, standing tense as pointing
hounds. A puff of wind had brought
the reek of wood smoke. They knew,

"to race before it.
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as the acrid odor strengthened, that
this was no camp fire. It was free
flame that sent out that vapor. Glancing
keenly ahead, they, saw blue smoke
drifting between the great boles,
wreathing at varying levels, far to
right and left.

They were at the limit to which the
approaching peril might give warning.
And it had come too late for them to
retreat. Swiftly now the signals of
their danger multiplied. The smoke
grew thicker, more pungent, they could
hear the crackling advance of a con-
flagration. Now and then a dull ex-
plosion. The breeze was steadier, a
draft born of the fire itself, fanned
constantly. There was heat in it and
they caught glimpses of a fitful glow. .

Baldwin had played another card,
dealt off the bottom of his crooked
deck. He had fired the forest, judging
them well in it. They could not hope
It was on its way
with savage leaps and bounds, devour-
ing, devastating. Long before they
were near the lake they had crossed it
would be upon them, scorching them,
searing their laboring lungs even be-
fore it reached them.

A caribou came charging along,
crashing through the undergrowth,
leaping it, unmindful of them, head up
with its horns, fresh from the velvet,
held back as it plunged frantic into
the ravine, its eyes bulging and its nos-
trils wide. It headed the wild flight of
the beasts, big and small, the birds, the
snakes, all the terrified life of the for-
est. They rushed and flew and writhed
on, seeking safety somewhere, herded
by the increasing heat and noise.

A pall of dense brown smoke
shrouded the sky. In it, like meteors,
there appeared flakes of fire, incendiary
brands of blazing boughs. The voice
of the fire changed to a roar and the
flames came on in red waves with loud
reports as pitchy branches and saplings
burst from the swollen, tortured veins
that held the inflammable stuff ihat
was their life blood.
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Trees flamed like torches. On the left
the two men were already outflanked.
A charging mass of flame, a moving
furnace, was annihilating the forest,
hurling ahead fire bombs that caught
trees that had instantly dried to kin-
dling in its withering breath.

There was but the one hope, to reach
Lac Perdu, to trust it was not already
behind the zone of fire. If it was,
or if they failed to locate it, they were
doomed to the frightful death that
Baldwin had planned, deliberately and
with fiendish craft. He had set behind
him a barrier that would be hard to
cross. There was little likelihood of
another storm. Aside from the timber
he had so willfully destroyed, the fire
would burn long in the woods mold be-
fore it got down to mineral soil.

The Ranger Service was inadequate
to cope with such a fire in so remote
a region. Forces were hard to gather
and transport. They could report it,
survey the damage, and do little more.
Baldwin would be across the barrens
unless the help that Walsh still trusted
might come from Fort George should
find them still safe. Unless the pair
were sighted they would be given up
for lost, the evidence consumed with
them. Renard would lie, and keep his
store, though he had lost his son-in-law
and his illicit trade. Baldwin would
escape trial and conviction.

HESE things raced through
Walsh’s mind as without words,
they started in what they guessed

was the direction of the little lake.
Something delayed the fire on the right
—ridges it had not yet hurdled, places
where the driving wind was less. Now
the two men must show what stuff they
were made of. They kept their minds
cool while, all about them, the heat in-
creased until they seemed to be travel-
ing close to the open maws of furious
furnaces.

Panic such as seized the unreasoning
creatures that still passed them was not
for them, if they hoped to escape. They
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strode surely, swiftly, while the sweat
rolled out of them and dried, slowly
and surely sapping the energy they
sought to reserve.

Paquet led, though his knowledge
was now no greater than that of
Walsh. But he had drawn the map;
the responsibility was his, and Walsh
followed. They kept along the side of
a ridge, fearing every moment to see
the angry billows of flame, crested with
sparkling smoke, surge over it. They
were slowly mounting to higher ground
which Walsh trusted might be the rim
of a basin in which lay the little lake.

Back of them, the place where they
had stood, was wrapped in a whirl of
shouting, smoking fire. "Pillars of red
and yellow, with spurts of blue gase-
ous vapor, rose there. Ahead, Paquet
cast aside his coat and pack. Weight

‘must be discarded. Reluctantly Walsh

threw away the carbine he was carry-
ing, then his own pack, but clung to
his red tunic that already smoldered
from sparks that buzzed and stung like
fiery bees. He tossed away his carbine
shells, keeping ammunition for his pis-
tol. .

They did not know where they were
going. Smoke half choked them as
they labored on, panting always up-
ward on a slant. Paquet made for the
crest and then they saw, on higher
ridges beyond, an inferno of blazing
trees, the raging crimson of the very
heart of the fire, It roared now like
a volcano. Charred fragments and
red-hot tinder drove by them. Little
rivulets of fire spouted from the under-
growth on the next ridge as they bore
on, already in torment, their skin al-
most crackling.

Now the terrain began to dip, and
this gave them a faint hope. Walsh
beat out burning holes in his clothing.
His hat was smoking, afire. A coal
dropped through to his scalp. Paquet
threw away his canteen, but Walsh re-
tained his, though he emptied it. Every
ounce counted. And every breath was
painful. Smoke hid all ahead, save
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when a gust of hot wind cleared it and
they plunged ahead. Down.

It was an unfair fight. His soul
protested against it while it rallied with
his will to keep him going. His legs
were leaden. There was no more en-
ergy left in him, he felt, but he kept
on, on, on, until that avalanche of flame
should rush down upon them, shrivel
them in one blast.

A mammoth, blundering moose
passed him, floundering with great
splay feet, its palmated spread of ant-
lers plowing through the smoke. It
was making for somewhere with a defi-
nite plan, not rushing blindly away
from the fire as the otheg beasts had
done. Its cow followed.

Perhaps they were bound for the
lake their instinct told them might be
their refuge. Now there were more
brutes, their tongues lolling, lynx, tim-
ber wolves like shaggy dogs, hares; en-
mity forgotten, going with broken, fal-
tering gait until they dropped or found
the sheltering water and a chance for
life,

Suddenly he saw Paquet pitch for-
ward, lie with outspread arms, his shirt
showing a ring of spreading black
edged with fire between his shoulders.
Walsh was almost done, but he gath-
ered strength from somewhere.

As he stooped over his collapsed com-
rade he saw a cliff of flame rise behind
the next ridge. Its top was forked,
sable clouds hovered over it, backed it.
Trees were black silhouettes for a mo-
ment before they collapsed or shot up-
ward in the dazzling light.

The breath of the ravening element
seemed to scorch the life out of him as
he caught Jean under the crotch,
heaved him up, clutching his blistering
wrists with his own tortured hand and
went staggering on, bitten by flecks of
flame he barely noticed, lunging on
down the hill to where he saw—or
thought he saw—the gleam of water
between curling, pluming wreaths of
smoke. The ground smoked, the
bracken crumpled, crisp before the as-
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sault of the fire fiend. All about him
was the shouting, shrieking voice of
the unleashed element, sometimes man’s
servant, now a demon of destruction.

HERE, was no breath for his tor-
mented lungs. He was in the
anteroom of hell. Paquet was the

burden that was bound to him, through
humanity, through friendship. He
seemed to be in a vacuum surcharged
with heat. He could not gasp, he did

‘not know he breathed. The water, if

it was water, was unseen now, a vision
of Tantalus. Then it showed again,
reflecting the fire, sending up spouts of
vapor as burning brands rocketed into
it.

A hundred yards more—eighty—
lunging on, tripping but not quite fall-
ing, bending lower and lower, his knees
sagging.

Somewhere in his flagging brain a
voice was whispering, insistently :

“Drop him, you fool. You can
make it alone. It’s your duty. Yonu
can still get Baldwin.”

. He seemed to hear himself answer,
the reply of his soul:

“We'll get through or go down to-
gether.”

Fifty yards now. It looked like a
mile, though he automatically gauged
the distance. Beside him a tree caught
in its upper branches and was instant-
ly a flambeau. He dodged another,
sensed one more falling and leaped it,
Teeling the heat of it as he hurtled on,
down to the water.

He felt the water about his feet, his
ankles, his calves; and then the weeds
entangled him and he fell headlong,
under water, Jean with him. Some-
how he got to his knees, still clasping
Paquet, holding him up. The shock
of immersion restored the half-breed
and he struggled feebly, croaking in a
hoarse voice to be set down. Walsh
did so, keeping an arm about the other’s
waist as they waded in, hip deep, arm-
pit deep.

There were beasts swimming all
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about them, their eyes shining, paddling
for dear life, brushing against them.

It was a little lake, was Lac Perdu,
but it was deep. They fell off a shelf,
floundering. Striking out, they reached
a ledge of rock on which they stood in
water up to their necks. The fire swept
around the lake’s banks, enraged, but
checked, showering down red comets
and stars, stripes and streaks of flam-
ing fragments that spat viciously and
died.

With a bellow, a sheet of flame
rushed over the surface and they
ducked deep. When they were forced
to emerge with bursting lungs, some of
the battling beasts had vanished ; others
yelped or blatted, beating the water
feebly, dying.” All over and around
them the howling inferno raged, passed
on, to leave the little lake smutted,
filmed, strewn with char and death.

The light rose high. Back of it dusk
was coming fast as they waded out,
scorched, weak, but safe. They lay
exhausted on the shingle of a tiny cove,
two sodden wolves beside them.

Presently Walsh stirred. Paquet was
in a sort of swoon. Every move was
quick pain, but Walsh knew that he was
not fatally burned. He needed food,
grease for his burns. His clothes
were stained, charred, falling from
him in places; but he drew his gun and,
as best he could, wiped it clean in the
starlight. The cartridges were well
greased, the oil had resisted the rust.
He pulled trigger finally and the shot
barked out across the lake, rousing a
feeble echo from the remnants of the
forest, still blazing fitfully with the
main conflagration sweeping on to Lac
Vert. A wolf roused at the sound,
looked about it, and slunk off, its mate
crawling after it, wincing on the hot
soil, both going into the shallows.
Paquet lifted himself on one elbow and
groaned. Then he managed a cackle.

“ By Gar, we made eet!” he said.
“ ] owe you life once more, camarade.”

Walsh answered with his arm about
the other. Paquet’s went about him.
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The momentary  embrace tightened,
dropped away. But they understood.
“We get that Baldween yet,” said
Paquet as he staggered painfully to his
feet. ‘““I stay weeth you until hell go
cold. An’ you an’ me, we have seen
hell to-night.” Walsh knew now that
not even Rose could come between
them and the object of their chase.

“1I have a great hunger,” said Jean
“ Here is water, there are feesh, half
cook’. We need no matches.”

There were trout, floating belly-up
in the shallows. Jean limped down to
the margin and brought back a supply.
Both men were singed and worse; but
not crippled. Their blood was pure and
their flesh sound, and they had knowl-
edge of alleviating their worst burns,
once they could find a strip of wood and
brush the fire had spared. Paquet had
cheering words for that, though their
hope could not be realized till later.

A spur ran out from the barrens,
rocky about the base, but with some
growth on it that might have been iso-
lated. Also, it would give them a road
to win through the rest of the forest,
once they reached it. They could not
stay where they were. The dead fish
would spoil, the rest would not bite;
and as if by magic the beasts that had
escaped had already vanished, bound
for far regions. But they had present
food, which, if far from a banquet,
was not to be despised. Presently they
slept, sprawled on the shingle. The
heat that still pervaded the forest dried
them as they lay, recouping, their re-
serves slowly coming back, the ma-
chinery of their bodies functioning.

HE dawn showed desolation,
smoldering trees, smoking earth.
They looked like tramps, clothed

in cast-off remnants; their footgear—
Paquet wore moccasins—twisted and
wrinkled, but serviceable.

They could carry on, though they
were a sorry pair as they picked their
way toward the spur, forced to detours,
checked time after time, but making
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canoe mate—had probably come up
with him from Treaty Landing.

Five to two. Those were men who,
finding themselves cornered, would un-
doubtedly fight to save themselves
from prison and the gallows. Bullets
would fly. Walsh did not expect to be
able to hold them under their two pis-
tols. The case was too desperate.

Baldwin he meant to take alive, if
possible. Baldwin and Lenoir.

HEY arrived within fifty yards of
the base of the knoll when a va-
grant draft of air fanned to them

tobacco smoke. Their quarry was still
there!

It took long minutes to cover those
last hundred and fifty feet, and they
reached the foot of the hillock limp
with exertion and the heat. They were
forced to rest: Their hands must be
as steady as possible when they topped
the slope and proclaimed themselves.

To make their arrival simultaneous,
they agreed that each should make a
quarter circuit of the knoll from where
they lay and then ascend. There were
larks on the barrens. Jean could imi-
‘tate their song to perfection. It was
true that it was unlikely for larks to
sing in the heat of midday, but it was
not impossible; and they had to have
some sort of signal.

Walsh watched Jean start and then
himself proceeded to worm and wrig-

le his way up among the rocks. He
gad not been able, naturally, to gauge
the layout of the slope and, creeping
between a nest of bowlders, he found
clear, or almost clear, space ahead, ris-
ing up to the rocks that ringed the
summit.

There was a bearded man there, un-
lmown to the Mounty. He seemed to
be standing and leaning forward over
the top of a rock, smoking, glancing
carelessly about ; not, perhaps, any sort
of sentry, but certain to notice Walsh
if he came out into the open, to give
the alarm and ruin the surprise that
must be their best card.

. his pipe.
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Walsh peeped out, like a fox from
its den. There were shrubs rather
thickly fringing the little cavern in
which he lay, screening him while al-
lowing him to see well enough through
the twigs. There were other shrubs
in the open, clustered here and there,
but not close enough together in their
groups to let him dart from cover to
cover,

The man turned his back, talking to
some one. Walsh heard a coarse laugh.
They were off guard; but he dared not
waste time. He wanted them where
they were, on top of the knoll,
bunched, lounging.

He took his knife and swiftly dug
up a section of the bushes. He then
thrust them forward, holding them
clumped together by their roots. Inch-
ing up back of them, he watched the
man, who was now in profile, refilling
Walsh advanced again,
reached the next natural growth and
halted just as the outlaw, lighting his
tobacco, stared directly at him.

But it was idle scrutiny, and once
again the Mounty moved up the hill,
wondering if Jean Paquet had found
similar trouble. If he had, Walsh
knew he would have found some way
of overcoming it, even if lack of bushes

‘prevented the same strategy he was

employing. It might take longer, but he
was sure of Jean.

Suddenly he heard the clear notes of
a meadow lark, shrill and sweet. It
startled the bearded man, who looked
upward and-gave Walsh chance for a
scramble that brought him close to the
summit barricade.

Walsh was il plain sight for the mo-
ment, and he saw the outlaw gazing at
him in astonishment and dismay at
sight of the set, stern face with gray
eyes blazing there like sun or polished
points of steel, staring with fear at the
stained scarlet coat, tattered but still
the symbol of authority, and at the up-
lifted gun that gleamed in its swift
movement.

The outlaw’s own gun came out. It
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ver, Bob gets his suitcase—which has
been opened and thoroughly ransacked.
Lang,the Pecksnifhan bald-headed but-
ler, is horrified at dishonesty occurring
in Shady Rest.

That evening Bob secretly follows
Lang down into the village, where
there is a fight and shooting at the
tramps’ retreat, the * Community
House ”’; a mysterious car without
lights goes careering down the road,
though the village gates are officially
closed at night. His suspicions con-
firmed, Bob returns, catches sight of
Lang, and chases him to the castle
drawbridge. The portcullis unaccount-
ably falls, grazing Bob’s head and
knocking him into the dry moat. He
comes to, and sees Lang looking down
at him,

Mortimer, who acts as Miss Bar-
naby’s agent, and who had suggested
many of the peculiar features of Shady
Rest’s policy, is present the next day,
with Constable Jake, when they ques-
tion Lang; but he has an alibi, claims
he was talking with his wife and the
garage man, Garner, when the portcul-
lis fell.

Mortimer blames a half-wit named
Dan, whom he says he’d ejected from
Shady Rest before.

Bob and Anne go swimming the
next day, taking a picnic lunch; Bob
also carries a shotgun. As they are
lunching on the float a bullet whines
overhead! Bob, warning Anne to lie
flat, grabs the shotgun and jumps
ashore. _

CHAPTER VIII (Continued).
BOB BUTTS IN.

OB plunged ahead, regardless of
B the brambles and rough going

for bare feet. Halfway round
the lake he caught a swaying of the tall
bushes as some one hastily retreated.
He threw his gun to his shoulder and
let one barrel go with a blast like a
three-inch gun. Whatever else it did,
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it speeded the parting guest, for when
Bob reached the place no one was in
sight. He continued on, reached
Charity Drive again, and almost ran
into Jake.

“What's up,” the constable in-
quired. “Heard a shot or two an’
came runnin’.” Bob explained that he
had been fired on.

“Dan all right,” Jake chewed calm-
ly. “He seen you stand up an’ took
a crack at you. Better watch out.
They say he was an expert with a gun
before he went nutty.”

“ Don’t you think we ought to search
around for him—organize a passe or
something ?”’

“Hell, no!” The constable showed
a decided lack of interest in the idea.
“He’s a mile away by this time. I'll
lay for him to-night, when he’s likely
to come snoopin’ around again.”

" Jake turned into the woods, and Bob

rejoined Anne, who was standing on
the concrete road, looking nervously
into the clumps of brush.

“1 was afraid you might try to
chase that horrible man alone,” she
said, “ and get shot. Has Jake gone
after him?”

“In his own time,” Bob growled.
“For a constable with a wild man on
his beat, our Jake doesn’t seem very
much aroused. If I were a voter here
I’d elect a new constable. All this one
has is the badge and the make-up.”

She laughed. “He isn’t elected
exactly, any more than Mr. Mortimer
is elected mayor. It isn’t a regularly
incorporated village. Only Mr. Morti-
mer and I own property—the rest lease
from us. Jake was employed by Mr.
Mortimer after mother’s death to help
keep order. He does seem to keep out
an undesirable element.”

‘““He’s got one peach of an undesir-
able to work on in that bird Dan,”
Bob muttered. He felt that it might
seem like picking on Mr. Mortimer too
much to say that that gentleman
seemed to be a poor picker of em-

loyees.
ploy 4 A
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thousand dollars. I would, I do not
hesitate to say, regret to see it sold for
seventy times seven thousand. There
are memories here—kindliness and
charity.”

He blew his nose in his mon-
ogrammed handkerchief, a spirited and
rousing trumpet-blast.  “ I shall con-
tinue my work here in my own small
holdings.

“ But, for you, this money appears
like manna from heaven. I think,
considering all things, it is'an excellent
price—excellent !” ,

He whipped out a fountain pen,
made it ready with a deft twirl of
plump fingers, and handed it to her
with a courtly bow across the table.
“ Jake, here, will witness it. Your full
name, Miss Barnaby. At the bottom of
the last paragraph.”

Bob leaned on the railing. “Is this
a private conversation,” he inquired
cheerfully, “ or can any one butt in?”

Every one looked up, Mortimer with
a disapproving frown.

“ Because if it’s open to argument,”
Bob continued, “I'd like to say that
seven thousand dollars looks like a
small price for a place like Shady
Rest.”

“ A matter of opinion, sir,” Morti-
mer puffed. ‘“ May I ask—"

“ What business is it of mine?” Bob
finished for him. * We’ll come to that,
Mort, old boy. What I'm interested in
"at the minute is that I don’t think you
‘have taken enough trouble to get the
best price. Three hundred acres and
this house and several others are worth
more than that. Even a dumb-bell in
business like myself knows that.”

“We will leave that”—Mortimer
waved a graceful gesture toward
Anne—*“ to the owner. Miss Barnaby
is perfectly capable of handling her
own affairs, my dear fellow.”

Bob shook his head. ‘ That’s just
‘what we won’t do. Miss Barnaby
oughtn’t to sell in such a rush. What’s
more, I won’t permit her to sign this

paper.”.
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It was unfortunately worded. A
girl of Anne’s age and independent
spirit doesn’t like being told what she
can or can’t do. She flashed Bob a
freezing glance and reached for the
contract.

“May I inquire,” Mortimer said
smoothly, ““ what right you have to—
ah—interfere in a business deal of this
kind ?”

“ All the right in the world,” Bob
snapped. “It's my property you're
selling. I'm the owner of Shady
Rest!”

CHAPTER IX.
THE DESERTED CASTLE.

ORTIMER blinked stupidly.

For once he seemed incapable

of a flow of words. “ Your—I

must—er—assume you are being— I
must say—"

Bob descended the stairs, ap-

proached the table, his eyes avoiding

"Anne Barnaby’s startled, unbelieving

glance.

He fished out his wallet and dis-
played the sheet of paper it contained
before Mortimer’s eyes.

“1 didn’t intend to go about it just
this way, but there’s  the dope that
brought me down here. That’s a new
will Josh Stuart made after he left the
property to Mrs. Barnaby. It makes
me the heir. Do you recognize his
signature?”

Mortimer nodded. “ This is
deed—" (

A sudden stir from Anne made Bob
turn. She was standing now, her
brown eyes larger and darker in her
pale face. ‘ You—you had that with

in-

_you all the time?”

“Yes,” Bob said feebly. “I was

going to talk it over with you. Of
course, I don’t really mean to—""
“I don’t—understand,” she said

miserably. ‘““ All the time—mother
and I—were living in your house—
spending your money!”
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low held 2 cumpled blue-bordered
handkerchief.

Bob’s eyes fell on a closely-written
paper amid the pile on the dresser top
—a fragment of a letter that had evi-
dently been discarded wmfinished

—would help to while away some of
the time, Claire, here in my dreary
principality on the Nill, so if you can
come for even a short visit, I would
love to have you. The poal isn’t like
the one at school, of course, but there’s
a tennis court—and, oh, I almost for-

t. Junior went to Hooper Prep,

ida’t he? Ask him if he knew Bob
Stuast and all abont him. Tall and
rather good-looking in a kind of ath-
letic way and awtfully nice —but you
needn't tell Jun—

He turned away quickly, suddenly
and guiltily comscious of the social
atrocity be was committing. He hadn’t
intended to read that letter at all. He
switched off the light and felt his way
downstairs. - ’

-1t was quite dark in the courtyard—
the warm darkness of a summer night,
the murky lightness of the sky etching
the castellated top of the inclosing wall
in stark, black outline From the
woods and fields came the rasping, un-
ending chorus of the crickets. A frog
or two added a deeper note at intervals
from the weed-grown moat. There
were no lights in the dark square of
the keep or the kitchen shack behind,
and it was apparent that Lang had been
as good as his word and bad left the
place to Bob.

He crossed over to the keep-door,
his feet scuffing loudly on the cobbles
in the silence of the courtyard, and
groped for the switch on the wall in-
side the entrance. With the dick of
the button the electric bulbs above the
doorway and beside the portcullis
gleamed whitely inside their round
globes, attracting an immediate futter
of soft-winged moths.

In the instant of the feeble illumina-
tion Bob fancied he saw the green pos-
tern gate at the east side of the yard
quietly thud closed. He walked to it

REST.

swiftly, swung it open and looked out.
He shook his head. Must be he was
seeing things, he figured. Unless that
fellow Dan—

He closed the heavy door, snapped
the bolt in place that locked it from the
inside. No sense in leaving an entry
and exit ready for that shadowy per-
sonage to avail himself of if he were
around.

Bob walked to the arched entrance
and stood under the light, looking out
at the barely visible stretch of lawn
and the shadowy clumps of trees be-
yond. It was too late to consider get-
ting that wretched car of his started
for a trip back to New York. Whether
he liked it or not, he was destined to
spend the remainder of the night in
the gloomy loneliness of the castle—
doubly gloomy and indescribably lone-
ly to Bob, now that Anne had left.

He stepped out through the archway
to the drawbridge—and stepped back
more speedily at the flash and report
from the blackness of the trees. For
the second time that day he heard the
menacing spat of a bullet flattening it-
self against the stone column not two
feet from his head.

He jerked the pin from the iron bar-
rel of the windlass on the wall and the
portcullis crashed down in front of
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‘him with a deafening rattle of chains.

He turned and darted for the White
Tower and the loaded shotgun he had
left there.

CHAPTER X.
NIGHT HUNTING

TUMBLING up the curved stairs
in the dark, Bob reached the up-
per room, groped his way to the

casement windows and swung them
closed before he switched on the lights
and looked for the gun in the place he
had propped it against the wall.

It was not there. A hurried search
of window seats and obscure corners
convinced him quickly enough that the
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he got the stuff, too! See where he
frisked Lang? Turn over that guy in
the corner an’ see if he’s got ’em on
him, Nick!”

Bob backed slowly toward the road-
way, crossed to the far side, keeping
to the rear of the car away from the
glare of the headlights that made a
path of white along the concrete. As
he did so, Jake came ranging to the
porch, bulky shadows stumbling out
the door behind him,

“ Snappy now! Get to the north
gate, Nick! And you keep them lights
steady on the road so he won’t slip by
on the other side. The rest of you
spread out! We'll search this whole
patch and get that double crossing—"

Bob didn’t wait to hear further.

E took to the path leading upward
to the castle, moving swiftly as
he could in the blind darkness

under the trees. Judging by the ex-
tent of the line that moved his way
through the crackling brush, there were
at least ten men in the party. One way
was barred to him by the headlights
that pierced a line of light for a thou-
sand yards. The way out—a retreat
to the castle—seemed a safer pro-
‘cedure, especially if it came to a fight,
than to remain in the open.
Blundering against the tree trunks
and avoiding a fall into the moat by
instinct more than judgment, he
reached the rear wall again. The rope
was harder to find, but eventually,
after an eternity of seconds, he grasped
it. Quickly he wrapped the free end
‘of the clothesline about the shotgun at
the small of the stock, so as to be able
to haul it up after him.
" Climbing up a clothesline, even with
a rough surface of stone wall and a
muscular physique to aid, is not the
easiest job in the world, as Bob soon
discovered. A half-inch rope without
knots or hand-holds has a habit of
slipping through clutching hands, and
a rough wall can play havoc with the
knuckles. But the prospect of a shot
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in the back is a great inducement to
gymnastic work of that kind. Bob
reached the battlements breathless but
intact, and pulled the shotgun up after
him, holding the line out from the wall
to avoid the clink of steel on stone.

He listened, but the searching party
were working in silence. There was
no certainty that they were not all
around the castle moat at the moment.
Only the slightest rustle that might
have been the wind in the tree branches
came from the foot of the wall.

He swung down on the inner side,
felt for the top of the ladder with his
feet, and descended to the roof of the
shack. The light still burned in the
upper room of the White Tower. Bob
shifted the ladder, reached the cobble-
stones of the courtyard and made for
the keep, moving in its shadow so that
the front door light and portcullis
globe would not sithouette his figure.

Almost at the rear door of the keep
he stopped in his tracks, staring fixedly
at the lighted casement window of his
room. A shadow—the head and shoul-
ders of a man—moved across the il-
luminated square. Bob felt the tiny
muscles about his jaws tighten as he
stepped softly inside the keep.

Two doors were between him and
the room in the White T'ower. He tip-
toed up the winding stairs to the bal-
cony, opened the first door without a
squeak, and groped foot by foot across
the bridge to the second. From be-
yond came the sound of some one mov-
ing about the room.

Carefully, Bob twisted the knob of
the door, shoved it open inch by inch
until he could see in. A man, his back
turned to the door, was bent over the
compartment under the window seat,
his hands rummaging among the books
and dusty papers it contained.

Bob shoved the door fully ajar and
swung the double-barreled gun .to bear
on the intruder.

“ Hello, Dan!” he called pleasantly.
“ Up with them quick, now, and watch
your step!”
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ing to him in a voice that was sound-
“less in the uproar, waving frantically to
him to hurry.

Whitey needed no second invitation.
He plunged for the opening, hardly
waiting for Anne to vanish out of the
way, and wriggled backward and
downward from sight. Bob followed
suit, feeling a damp, earthly breath fan
his cheek as he felt for the rungs of
a ladder, that showed by the light of an
electric torch below.

Anne’s voice—he could hear it now
in the comparative quiet of the shaft—
came to him from the foot of the
ladder.

“ That stone! You’ll have to lower
it! The crank is to the right.”

She directed the beam of the flash
light to a lever, something like a small
edition of an auto crank, underneath
the propped-up slab of stone. Under
Bob’s manipulation it squeaked dis-
mally and the slab jerked downward,
shutting out the light from the room
above. He clambered down and joined
‘Anne and Whitey. In the circle of
radiance from the flash light her stock-
ings and short, pleated skirt showed
mud-stained and torn.

“ Anne!” From above came faint
shouts, the dull boom of an explosion.
“ How in the world—"

“ One of Cousin Josh’s medieval no-
tions.” She made an attempt to smile
with pallid lips. “ There’s another pas-
sage like this leading from the White
Tower. This one goes down under the
moat and ends in the clump of cedars
beyond the lawn.”

Bob nodded. It explained the lost
space in the lower tower room that con-
tained only a bathroom. But he was
more interested in Anne Barnaby at

"the moment.

“ But you shouldn’t have come back

—that mob of gunmen there!”
"~ “]1 had no choice. Mortimer de-
tained me at the gate—said he had an
important matter to discuss in his of-
fice; and left me there, locked in. I
heard them loading the truck and the
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cars—heard the explosions here and I
smashed a window with a chair. But
we mustn’t delay here!”’

“Does Mortimer know about this
secret tunnel racket?””’ Whitey asked.

“Yes. But he doesn’t think you—"

“ Best be movin’ then before he gets
his mind off bird-shot, an’ thinks of
this. He'll smoke us outa here like
thfee woodchucks.”

Bob relieved Anne of the flash light,
sent its rays into the gloom. * Stick
right behind me, Whitey, with the
gun,” he suggested, “in case we run
into one of them. Miss Barnaby will
be safer in rear.”

‘A few feet away another shaft, lined
with brick, led downward for ten feet
or so, then connected with a tumnnel,
arched with moistly shining brick, that
sloped gradually upward again. Bob
switched off the light at the tunnel en-
trance and led the way along the nar-
row passage, stooping almost double to
avoid bumping against the low roof.
Josh Stuart might have been something
of a “ nut,” but Bob felt heartily grate-
ful to the eccentric castle-builder for
this particular eccentricity.

He crept forward slowly, Whitey
muttering as he slipped on the greasy
footing. Then the dank, rancid air of
the tunnel gave place to the fresh cool-
ness of the night air, and Bob pushed
cautiously through the fragrant bushes
that were laced blackly against the sky.
From the direction of the lighted keep
and towers, the shooting had stopped,
but the babble of shouts and the sound
of slamming doors showed that the at-
tackers were prosecuting a thorough
search of the castle. In the other direc-
tion, down the sloping hillside, a pair
of lamps gleamed between the trees.

Bob shoved forward under the low-
hanging cedar branches to clear the exit
and Whitey and Anne appeared
shadowlike beside him.

“If we can get to the north gate,”
Whitey whispered tensely, “ we got a
chance of gettin’ to—"

“ Both gates are locked,” Anne said.
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As Touchon, Mme. Storey, and her
secretary, Bella Brickley—who is tell-
ing the story—are in the office, Fay ap-
pears. From behind a tapestry, some
one cries “ Judas!’ and shoots Fay.
Touchon, playing protector, kills the
assassin. ,

The youth is identified as Arthur
Sims, nicknamed “ Blondy,” an ac-
countant. He had a confederate, Jack
Coler, or “ Scarface,” who disappears.
Mme. Storey’s agents trace him to Chi-
cago, where he sees a girl, Maud Hed-
dle: then, on the way back to New
York, he succeeds in losing the pursuit.

Mme. Storey, Bella, Touchon, and
another man are dining at Guillaume’s,
when Scarface appears. Apparently
not knowing that Touchon was the
man for whom Blondy, Fay, and him-
self worked, and hating Touchon as
the murderer of his pal Blondy, Scar-
face whips out a revolver and points it
at the charlatan.

CHAPTER X (Continued).
SCARFACE STRIKES.

Q S I dropped into my seat, Scarface

was in the act of rushing for-

ward, gun in hand. Quick as he
was, Crider was quicker. He flung
his arms around Scarface, pinning his
arms at his sides. The gun went off,
pointing harmlessly downward. Scar-
face struggled furiously, but Crider
held him firmly as in a vise.

At the sound of the shot a wild panic
‘took place in the street. People fought
to get back into the restaurant. Others
ran away yelling for the police. What
became of Shaler I never knew. Dr,
Touchon stood by the taxi door utterly
unmanned.  Standing so close to
death caused his savoir faire to desert
him. He was shaking like a leaf. He
didn’t know what to do.

“ Get in! Get in!” said Mme. Storey
sharply. “Let’s get away from here.”
She had her own reasons for not want-
ing a general disclosure just then.
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He obeyed blindly. Our chauffeur
let in his clutch with a jerk, and we
sprang into motion. A policeman
passed us, rumning toward the scene.
Looking through the rear window, 1
saw Scarface break from Crider’s
amms, and start running pell-mell in the
other direction. Crider and the police-
man took after him. Then all passed
out of sight. :

Dr. Touchon’s readiness of wit be-
gan to return. ‘“How dreadful,” he
gasped. “ You must have another en-
emy.” .

“] was in the cab,” said Mme.
Storey dryly. “You were the one
that he commanded to turn around.”

“ But what does it mean?” he cried
in pretended dismay. ‘I haven’t an
enemy in the world that I am aware
Of.”

“I expect he was mad,” said my
mistress with a shade of beautiful
irony. ‘“ He looked utterly wild.”

Touchon seized at the suggestion.
“ That must have been it! He was
mad!”

There was no question of any fur-
ther diversions that night. Dr. Touch-
on took us to Mme. Storey’s door, and
then drove off home. After so lament-
able a collapse in the face of danger,
he knew that his pretensions to mastery
must appear somewhat ridiculous—for
awhile, anyway.

Since she had been going around
with Dr. Touchon, Mme. Storey had
taken me into her house to stay. The
real reason for this appeared a little
later. As soon as we were alone I
said : )

“ What does it all mean? If Scar-
face is Dr. Touchon’s principal agent,
why did he shoot at him?”

““'Think it over,” said Mme. Storey
with that provoking smile of hers.
“You know from Basil Thorne’s re-
ports that Touchon never meets his
agents. Presumably he and Fay were
acquainted, but Fay directed the other
men for Touchon. It is a fair infer-
ence that Scarface has never;5 laid eyes

A
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q “Well, ma’am, I've solved the mur-
er.”

“ Splendid !’ said Mme. Storey:.

“1 said I'd do it, and I did!” boast-
ed Creery. “I'm a kind of a bulldog
in my nature. When I get a grip of
an idea I never leave it go. From the
first I said it was you that this fellow
Sims or Blondy was tryin’ to get, and
I stuck to it till I proved it. Why,
Blondy had been layin’ for you for
weeks, hadn’t he? And the other fel-
low Fay on’y turned up that day.”

“Then why hadn’t Blondy shot me
long before?” asked Mme. Storey
mildly.

Creery impatiently waved this away.

“T can't tell you that. Maybe he lost-

his nerve. But I can prove it was
you he was layin’ for.”

“Well!’ said Mme. Storey, as if
she was learning something. “ And I

thought all this time that Blondy was"

only spying on me. Sneaking in while
we were out to learn what he could
about my affairs.”

“ Nothing to it!” said Creery. “ You
can take it from me, ma’am. I've been
chasin’ crooks for thirty-five years!”

“You ought to know them,” mur-
mured Mme. Storey.

“1 ought to know them, and I do
know them,” said Creery, glaring
around. ‘ From the first I said that
Blondy had been hired to croak you,
and that Fay was his pal. Fay had
made up his mind to rat on him;
thought he could get more out of it by
warnin’ you, I reckon, and that’s why
he come here. Blondy surprised him
here, and shot him. He would have
turned his gun on you then if the doc-
tor hadn’t been so quick. It was as
tlear as daylight to me. All I had
to-do was to prove it, and I have
proved it.”

“ £ NONGRATULATIONS, inspec-
tor,” said Mme. Storey sweetly.

He wasn’t bright enough to

perceive her irony, but it affected him
subconsciously like a little barb.
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“Yeah, congratulations!’ he said,
turning redder than his wont. “ You'll
all have to hand it to the professional
now; to the stuffed bluecoat, as they
called me.”

Here Dr. Touchon, feeling perhaps
that his puppet was becoming a little
too crude in his manifestations, said
good humoredly: “ Don’t keep Mme.
Storey in suspense, inspector.” .

“Sure! Sure!” said Creery with
grin of perfect comprehension in the
direction of his friend. He took a
paper from his pocket. * Cast your
eye over that, ma’am,” he said with a
sneer. “ There’s the result of a little
real sleuthing!”’

Mme. Storey took it. It was a sin-
gle sheet of plain paper, letter size,
typewritten and having several signa-
tures at the bottom, and a notary’s
seal. While she was reading it, I no-
ticed that Touchon’s eyes were fixed
on her face in fiery intensity. The
man was hungry to read some sign
there that his blow was telling.

However, he was disappointed. No
muscle of Mme. Storey’s face changed.
When she had finished, she said in ex-
actly the same tone of pleasant irony:
“ Good work, inspector!” handed the
paper to me, and took a cigarette.

I read:

I, Barney Craigin, being under sen-
tence of death, do wish to clear my
soul of a crime that was not carried out
as planned by me, but two men met
their deaths through it. This is how it
was. 1 would never have been con-
victed of murder if it had not been for
the work of Mme. Storey. That woman
never let up on me. All through my
trial I brooded on it. It preyed on my
mind, and when I saw that my convic-
tion was certain, it scemed to me that
I could die happy if I could only send
her before me.

But there was no way I could get at
her, locked up as I was. When I was
in the Tombs during my trial, another
prisoner used to pass me a shot of snow
once in awhile. Me and him used to
talk when we ¢ould, and I told him how
crazy I was to get back at the woman
who had hounded me. He said if 1
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none of its implications. They did not
relish what they had to write about this
case.

Mme. Storey continued to carry it
off with perfect aplomb. The ifony
was there for anybody who was sensi-
tive enough to hear it.

When we got them all out, the false
animation faded out of my mistress’s
face. “ Well, Bella,” she said, “ what
did you think of the ‘ confession’?”

“ It is damnable !’ I cried. “ I know
that every word of it is a lie!”

“ Ah, that was the Touchon touch!”
she said. “ Touchon wrote that con-
fession. The poor wretch in the death
house hasn’t got the imagination.” She
took a turn up and down the room.
“ Bella,” she cried, “that man is as
clever as Satan! To choose a con-
demned murderer with three days
more to live, and persuade him to
take the crime upon himself. Who else
would ever have thought of such a
thing? Ah! T hope he had to pay
dear for it! With Fay and Blondy
both dead, and Craigin to die in three
days, how can we disprove that docu-
ment ?"’

I could only shake my head.

“ Yet you can see what the result will
be if we don’t disprove it?”

“ Professional ruin for you,” I said.

“ Nothing less than that,” she said
grimly, “Unless I can come back,
and quickly, too, with a still more
brilliant counterstroke.”

“Can you do it?” I asked eagerly.

She raised her shoulders and spread
out her hands. Her face was an in-
scrutable mask. “ Time will tell,” she
said.

CHAPTER XIIL.

BEHIND PRISON BARS.

“ ELLA,” said Mme. Storey to

B me, “ if you were Dr. Touchon,

what would you expect me to

do when I first heard Craigin’s pre-
tended confession?”
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“T don’t know,” I admitted.

“Wouldn’t you expect me to rush
up to Sing Sing to try to get Craigin
to retract his lies?”

“Well, I suppose I would,” I said.

“Then let’s do that very thing. We
shall not get Craigin to retract,” she
added grimly; “ but at least we’ll con-
vince Touchon we’re running true to
form, and we may pick up a bit of in-
formation—say, as to the price Tou-
chon paid for this confession, and how
the money passed.”

Upon consulting a time-table, we
found we should make better time on
the round trip by motor. Fifteen min-
utes after Touchon and Inspector
Creery had left our office we were on
the way, and an hour later we were in
the warden’s office of the prison.

Mme. Storey explained the situation
briefly, and he took us to the death
house where Craigin was confined. Of
that calamitous place I shall say noth-
ing. I only hope that it may be abol-
ished before I die. How unspeakably
dreadful is the situation of a con-
demned man, who, as is usually the
case nowadays, goes into the death
house, comdp out again, and goes back
again, according to the status of his
case on appeal?

We came to-a halt in front of Craig-
in’s cell. I was astonished at the altera-
tion in the man. During his trial he
had had the aspect of a trapped rat,
mean, furtive, terrified, ready to snatch
at any desperate lie to aid himself. All
that had passed. He was not, even
now, one of the comelier specimens of
humanity; but he had quieted down; a
certain serenity had come into his face;
his glance had a remote quality as of
one who already regarded himself as
cut off from life. :

“ Well, Craigin,” said Mme. Storey,
“1 hope you bear me no ill will.”

“ No, indeed, Mme. Storey,” he said
unhesitatingly. “ All that 1s past. I
have confessed. My mind is easy.”

“So I see,” she said; “ and I'm glad
of it. ‘That being so, I shouldn’t think
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you’d want to leave that lying confes-
sion behind you, Craigin.”

-He hesitated, gazing at her in his
curious, detached way. No shame ap-
peared in his face. If he had experi-
enced a change of heart, as he claimed,
I couldn’t understand why he didn’t
show shame upon being reminded of
his lies. He seemed to be borne up by
some inward strength. “1I don’t care
fo say anything about that,” he said
slowly. .

“You know and I know that it’s all
a pack of lies,” said Mme. Storey per-
suasively. “ How do you reconcile
that with an easy mind? In three days
you’re going to leave for a place where
there’s no returning, Craigin. Wouldn’t
you go happier if you left a clean slate
behind you? .

“ You know full well what you are
doing, of course, in signing that con-
fession; you are enabling a murderer
to go scot-free' and to continue his
crimes—-a worse man than you ever
were. Why do you want to take on
his load?”

- He showed uneasiness then; hung
his head ; hesitated. Mme. Storey gave
him his own time. Finally he said to
the warden:

“ What time is it, sir?”’

The warden, somewhat surprised,
told him: “ Quarter to twelve.”

* Give me an hour,” said Craigin to
Mrme. Storey. * In an hour I may have
something to say about this.”

This aroused my indignation. “ You
can’t expect Mme. Storey to hang
around the prison awaiting your pleas-
ure,” I said indignantly. My mistress
laid her hand on my arm.

Craigin looked at me as if he saw
straight through me and beyond. “ She
is the great Mme. Storey, and I am
only a condemned prisoner,” he said.
“ But I'm going to die in three days.
What do I care for such differences
now ?”

I felt justly rebuked.

“ That’s all right, Craigin,” said my
mistress. “ I will wait in the warden’s

103

office until you are ready to speak to
me.”

OWEVER, as we were turning
away, an attendant came along
the corridor with a telegram

which he handed to the warden.

“‘This is for you, Craigin,” said the
warden, opening it. “ It is from your
wife.” He read out: “‘Can’t come
to-day, but all right.””

Upon hearing these words Craigin
drew a long breath, and his back stif-
fened. A faint color relieved the pal-
lor of his hollow cheeks. He looked
at us with a kind of indifference; it
was the look of a man who has passed
beyond all petty human concerns.
“There is no need for you to wait,
Mme. Storey,” he said. “I have noth-
ing to say. My confession stands.”

My mistress and the prisoner ex-
changed a look. His eyes never fal-
tered. He had the aspect not of a con-
fessed murderer, but of a martyr go-
ing to his death gladly. How strange
are the manifestations of the human
spirit! Mme. Storey saw that it would
be quite useless to attempt to argue
with him,

‘“ Very well, Craigin,” she said quiet-
ly. *“ Good-by.”

““ Good-by, Mme. Storey,” he said.

This was a farewell in good earnest.
I found myself trembling as I left the
dreadful place.

Back in the office, the warden said:
* Surely you are mistaken in believing
that his confession was fabricated,
Mme. Storey. If ever a man was tell-
ing the truth, he seemed to be.”

“'Then how is his hesitation to be
explained ?”” I said.

“That’s easy,” said Mme. Storey.
“ He didn’t know if the price had been
paid over. Evidently the telegram from
his wife informed him that it had.”

“To lie so coolly with death only
three days off”” I cried. “I can’t un-
derstand such a man!”

“I can,” said Mme. Storey. * Craig-
in’s one redeeming feature throughout
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prison. ‘“‘There does not seem to be
much danger of our losing this active
young person. He forces himself on
our attention.”

CHAPTER XIV.
IN DISGRACE.

NLY those whom it has made or
marred can fully realize the
power that publicity wields in

modern life. If it never happens to
have blown your way, you take it for
granted. But the popular favorite—
and the ex-favorite—know how its
winds can nourish and destroy. Indi-
viduals nearly always affect to despise
what they read in the newspapers, but
men in the mass are fatally swayed
by it.

The newspapers rule us. They would
be as good as any other rulers if they
had a corresponding sense of their re-
sponsibility, but this, with two or three
shining exceptions, they sadly lack.
With the run of the popular press, the
guiding principle is merely to climb on
the band wagon; in other words to out-
praise when praise is in order, and
to out-decry the moment the wind
changes.

The sinister mind of Jacmer Tou-
chon had perceived how to turn the
power of this mighty engine to his own
purposes.

When Mme. Storey and I returned
to town the afternoon papers were
coming out with complete stories of
the scene in our office that morning.
Craigin’s confession was a first-class
sensation.

The newspapers, like everything else
in our exuberant country, know no half
measures. They now seemed bent on
making poor old Creery into as much
of a prodigy as he had before been a
scapegoat. It was enough to make the
judicious weep. Nor did the papers
stop here; they had to indulge in cheap
sneers and fleers at my mistress. It
was the first time she had ever felt the
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adverse wind of publicity. Some of
the more unscrupulous sheets actually
described how the tears of vexation
had sprung to her eyes upon hearing
the news; how she had * left the room
in a huff ” and so on. One is helpless
against this sort of thing.

As the hours passed the situation
grew worse. Mme. Storey bore it all
serenely, but I was in a highly charged
state of exasperation. Some of the
morning papers carried editorials re-
flecting on my mistress’s abilities.
Merely another form of climbing on
the band-wagon.

As long as I live I will never be able
to understand why people seemed to re-
joice so over her downfall. I suppose
it was the penalty she had to pay for
having been exalted so high in the
popular estimation. An experience like
this makes one cynical as regards hu-
man nature.

T was not long before we began-to
receive more serious evidences of the
disfavor into which we had fallen.
General Rampayne took his case away
from us. It had been dragging along
for months, through no fault of ours,
but simply because the old warrior was
incapable of telling a plain story. We
were glad to be rid of him; but we
were less pleased when a certain Fed-
eral district attorney, who had offered
us an important Secret Service case,
withdrew his offer without explanation.
There were other incidents of the sort.

This was Dr. Touchon’s . hour!
Never shall I forget his entrance into
our room after we had returned from
Sing Sing; his air of profound sym-
pathy with Mme. Storey; his hot indig-
nation against her detractors. And all
the time his strange eyes were glitter-
ing with a deep satisfaction. That
cruel glance of his, which had nothing
whatever to do with his purring speech,
said to us boldly: “ All that you are
suffering from is my work! Beware
lest worse befall you!”

Meanwhile my mistress was playing
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a no less subtle game with him. In his
company she betrayed something of the
pettiness and chagrin that the newspa-
pers credited her with. .

“ Ah, will it ever blow over?”’ she
cried. ‘“ When will they leave me
alone? How I wish that I had never
bestirred myself in the matter. I sus-
pected from the first that Creery was
laying a plot against me. I am con-
vinced that that confession is a fake,
but I wish I had let it go.”

Touchon feigned to expresS the
greatest amazement. “ A plot!’ he
cried. ‘““ The confession a fake! What-
ever do you mean?” . |

‘“ Nothing! Nothing! Nothing!”’
she cried. “Let it go! I'm sick of it!”

Touchon wagged his head in seeming
concern.

I was secretly delighted with her
cleverness. But after he had gone she
said with a rueful smile: “ He didn't
believe a word of it. It is useless to
lie to Touchon, because he takes it for
granted that everybody always lies—
Somehow we’ve got to convince him
that we've dropped this case, Dut it’s
not going to be easy.”

HREE days later, Barney Craigin
was executed. What the newspa-
pers called his “eleventh hour

confession” had renewed the public
interest in his case, and his electrocu-
tion was made the occasion for a tre-
mendous outpouring of sob stuff in the
sensational press. It was a shame. The
man met his end well, and one hated
to see it cheapened.

His widow added to the excitement
by announcing that she would sell her
effects at auction on-the following day.

Mme. Storey and I had not intended
to trouble the unfortunate woman at
this time, but as long as she was in-
viting attention to herself we thought
we might as well attend the auction.
It took place in one of those wretched
little wooden houses that are run up,
hundreds at a time, in outlying sec-
tions of Brooklyn.
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A great crowd swayed and pushed in
front of the house. The widow could
be seen moving about, highly self-con-
scious and not ill-pleased at her con-
spicuousness. -

Mme. Storey was not interested in
the sale. She saw a group of the wom-
an’s neighbors looking on somewhat
sourly from the porch of the house
next door, and she maneuvered until
she had secured places for herself and
me immediately below them where we
could overhear their talk. A stout
woman in a knee-length dress was say-
ing in a voice of great bitterness:

“There she goes! You wouldn't
catch her lookin’ over this way. And
after.the way I befriended that woman!
Three days ago she turns proud and
won'’t speak to me no more. Now she’s
movin’ away and won’t tell none of
her friends where she’s goin’. There’s
gratitood for yeh!”

“That’s all right,” put in a shriller
voice, ‘I found out where’s she’s go-
in’.  When they carried the canary and
the cat over last night, I sent my Alfred
to follow where they went. They never
noticed him. She’s took a flat in an
elegant new garden apartment with six
rooms and a sun parlor. What do you
know about that? It’s 163 Locust Ave-
nue, and when Alfred told me the num-
ber I went and looked at it meself, and
asked around a little. It’s all furnished
complete with new suites from a de-
partment store. None of your install-
ment stuff. She’s changed her name,
too; calls herself Mrs. Daly over there,
so she does.”

“T’ll tell you what it means,” said
still another voice, ‘ Mame Craigin has
got herself another fella already. I
seen him myself on Monday night
sneakin’ in there, and her husband in
the death house at the time. I knocked
against him and got a good look. A
dandy-lookin’ fella he was, like a movie
star. Wicked-lookin’ like Bill Hart.
I'd know him anywhere again. Had
a scar on his right cheek bone—"

Mme. Storey looked at me with a
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one who might be “angel” of the
Cobra Club.
BasiL.
REPORT No. 44.

HE Elite Theater is a very old

house, once a temple of the legiti-

mate drama, but now renovated
and given over to pictures. As a relic
of its former state, it still has a mez-
zanine balcony with a row of boxes all
the way around. Since I had learned
nothing from a seat on the orchestra
floor the night before, last night I took
a friend to keep me in countenance,
and engaged one of the left-hand boxes
near the stage.

Before the performance was over I
had satisfied myself that I had discov-
ered one way into the Cobra Club.
While we sat there at least fifteen peo-
ple passed down the passage behind
our box, yet there were only two boxes
between us and the stage, and one of
them was empty. These people de-
scended an emergency stairway at the
end of the passage, and so gained the
alleyway. They have another way to
get out, I suppose, because the theater
closes at midnight, and the patrons of
the club must stay later than that.

Afterward my friend and I had a
bite of supper in the restaurant next
door. This place has an additional
room in the basement, but it was closed
at this hour, as a sign at the head of
the stairs informs one. Yet while we
were sitting there two parties of people
went down the stairs. When we got
up, I took a squint down the stairs,
and saw that there was a door on the
landing halfway down marked “ Emer-
gency Exit.” This door is invisible
from the main restaurant, and gives
on the alley surrounding the theater.
So there is entrance No. 2.

I sent my friend home, and, turn-
ing up my collar and pulling down my
hat brim, I prowled back and forth
through Middlesex Street. 1 saw peo-
ple entering the tenement house at No.
4 Middlesex, who certainly did not live
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in such a place, though they werc try-
ing to make themselves look as tough
as possible. This house backs up
against 3 Wood Street.

That makes three ways in. It’s the
most elaborate layout I ever saw. It
hardly seems necessary, since it is cer-
tainly not too difficult to square the
police under the present régime; but
my guess is that the patrons of the
place really enjoy all this pussyfooting.
I judge that most of the patrons or
members are uptown sports, but I no-
ticed that each party was under the
guidance of a genuine East Sider. .

Now that I have found the different
ways in, the next thing is to get my-
self inside. Basm.

Rerort No. 47.

I had the luck last night to recog-
nize one of the men who entered
the tenement house at 4 Middlesex
Street. It was young Ronald Waddon,
son of the president of the steel cable
trust. One meets him in all the flash
joints around town, a perfect ass who
has achieved a sort of distinction owing
to the wads of money he tosses around.
He ought to provide a stepping stone
into the Cobra Club.

BasiIL.

REPoORT No. 49.

AST night I had the luck to encoun-

' ter Ronald Waddon in the Palais
Royale. He was slightly tight,

and I made out to be even tighter; in
two minutes we were as thick as
thieves.

“I'm sick of all the places I know,”
I said. “Isn’t there something new
in town? You’re always the first
to be in on a thing.”” And so on, and
so on; ending up with: “ What’s this
Cobra Club I hear fellows talking
about? Take me there.”

“ Oh, T couldn’t do that!” he said,
shocked.

“Why not,” T said, “aren’t you a
member ?”















THE GHOST OF

finish eatin’ we can go upstairs tuh my
room and I’ll tell yuh all about it.
While I'm talkin’ I can be oilin’ up the
old gun, as well, for if Dan Glade is
livin’ and finds out I’'m here he’s\Miable
tuh come around tuh settle scores.”

Possibly a‘quarter of an hour later
Major Remington Meeker and myself
.were in his second floor room. The
major produced a new quart bottle of
whisky from his dresser drawer and
poured out two stiff drinks. These
downed, he opened the bag he had
brought from the ranch when we drove
in that morning and dragged forth a
dark-barreled six-shooter. Dropping
on the bed, he began to examine the
weapan critically as he talked.

rNAMBLIN' DAN GLADE and me

—Dbegan my uncle—drifted intuh

Tapwater about the same time
We went tuh work on the Flyin’ O, a
big ranch outside the town, punchin’
cows. Liké young jaspers will, we
rid intuh Tapwater whenever we could,
and raised.our fair share uh hell.

Dan was about my age, but built
different. He was mebbe a head shorter
and kinda stocky. His face was big
and round, and he had innocent lookin’
brown eyes. They wasn’t so plum’
innacent. as they looked, uh course.

Dan’s rulin’ passion was gamblin’,
as yuh might guess. He was willin’
tuh lay a bet on most anythin’ and he
loved tuh play poker. He was pretty
lucky at cards, gen’ally;-but he never
got far ahead because he'd take up a
.fael bet uh some kind and lose his
poker winnin’s. His luck held best at
cards.

In them days I wasn’t known as
Remington Meeker. Yuhr dad prob’ly
told yuh about me runnin’ away from
home when I was in the sixth grade
and hittin’ for the West. I didn’t want
tuh get found and took back home, so
I called myself Curly Black, mainly
owin’ tuh the fact I had hair like that
when a youngster. I was goin’ by that
handéc when I hit Tapwater.

A

-Hawks.
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For a spell Dan and me was pretty
good friends. But a few weeks after
hittin’ the Flyin’ O, come a split-up.
Both uh us got stuck on the same girl.

Buzzin’ rattlers, but there was a real
woman for a man! Her name was
Maud Mayfield, and she lived right on
the edge uh Tapwater. Her father
owned the stage route. A big strappin’
girl she was, nigh ontuh six foot tall,
strong and healthy. High-spirited and
pretty, too, with snappin’ black eyes.
Never seen no woman afore or since
what took my eye like Maud Mayfield.
No, siree!

Well, Dan and me each made up our
mind tuh win her. From the minute
we laid eyes on Maud it was each man
for hisself. We started courtin’ in dead
earnest, and just about stopped speakin’
tuh each other.

At the end uh two months uh reg-
ular hangin’ around the Mayfield place
neither uh us had any advantage. She
seemed tuh like one as well as the other.
Dan and me was gettin’ all on edge.

There’d been another hombre kinda
sweet on Maud before we happened
along, feller by the name uh Lin
It appeared he'd never made
no progress, though. I don’t reckon
he was the kind uh man who would.
Hawks was a perfessional gambler and
s’posed tuh be somethin’ uh a gunman.
He was about as tall as me, with a
mean, sneery sort uh face.

I say Hawks wasn't a jasper Maud
Mayfield would have any time for, be-
cause she seemed a girl with strict
moral idees. She said she didn’t like
gamblin’ or drinkin’ or even smokin’.
Dan and me practic’ly swore off tangle-
foot and tobacco on her account, but
Dan still gambled some. Nothin’ could
break him uh that.

Time dragged on, and Maud con-
tinued tuh hold us both at arm’s length.
I was gettin’ desprit, and so was Dan
Glade. All our schemes tuh draw her
intuh decidin’ between us failed tuh
work. Finally Dan come tuh me one
day at the ranch and says:


















THE PHANTOM IN THE RAINBOW.

and it is his own face and shape, ghast-
iy, blanched, and horrible!

Fletcher takes Van Mortimor’s place
in the business world without difficulty.
and even his former boss, Morton, and
bis chum, Biland, whom he hires as his
confidential secretary, accept him, de-
spite - their first suspicions, for he is
oo pgenerally recognized. He takes
charge of the vast railroads, banks, and
other interests, which he welds into a
tremendous force. _

Getting a summons to a consultation
of specialists on his “ case,” he learns
that his double has a deadly blood clot
on the brain, which will probably drive
him into stupendous criminal activities,
probably toying with his victims’ emo-
tions. Bat Dr. Bates, the family physi-
dan, saves him from an immediate
operation, and gives him the steno-
graphic reports of Van Mortimor’s
case. An eccentric genius, Van Mor-
timor, with all the world at his com-
mand, had sought a superlative thrill
in adventure, epicureanism, voluptu-
ous dances and bacchanalian orgies in
Paris; fmally, indulging in stupendous
quantities of drugs, he had gone to
India, becoming a hashish addict and
an adept practitioner of the occult
magic of Hindu fakirs. There he had
learned this unearthly wailing cry, the
mournful wail of uttimate hopeless de-
sire after an unattainable ecstasy—the
cry of the damned! .

Fletcher, suspecting that he is the
puppet of this fiendish trifler with hu-
man emotions, nevertheless, goes
bravely ahead with his stewardship of
the Van Mortimor wealth. A tabloid
feature writer prints a sensational
story, insinuating that Fletcher is either
an impostor or a maniac. When he
sees Gloria’s faith in him, however, t}e
mstantly marshals the power of his
great wealth to smash the paper and
drive the writer, Bill Skyles, out of the
coumtry.

By showing Gloria something of the
tragedy of poverty, he starts develop-
ing her beyond a mere society girl,
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artificial and unreal as such friends as
Myrtle Marbleton and Count Rononot-
ski. But this is in line with Fletcher’s
personal and selfish desire to win Glo-
ria; for the most part he attends to busi-
ness. Having unified his organization,
he determines to help his employees be-
come self-respecting and thrifty; and
announces that he will add half agam
as much money as they will permanent-
ly put in savings banks.

This widespread scheme starts a ter-
rific run on his stocks by jealous and
fearful capitalists; and Fletcher lets the
attack drive his and all ether stocks
downward till at last, feeling they have
hit bottom, he buys millions of dol-
lars’ worth of bargains. Still the stocks
go down, and at last he is forced to
throw all the Van Mortimor assets into
the balance to support the market. That
night he goes home, knowing that the
morning’s market will tell whether he
is saved or ruined—and fearing that
Van Mortimor will wreak some fiend-
ish vengeance for this reckless philan-
thropy and gambling.

Deep in the sleep of overwrought

‘nerves, he dreams he is stifling in a

wet, hot tropical forest. Screaming in
agony, he gets to his feet in a cloud
of dank heat—and dimly sees Vam
Mortimor’s ghastly figure spraying live
steam upon him from the automatic
heat regulating machinery. His doors
are locked from the inside—and his
screams grow fainter as he suffocates
in this scorching steam !

CHAPTER XIII (Continued).
REMOLDING THE WORLD.

JET just as the burning inferno
enveloped him he could hear
frantic pounding on the doar.

With a terrific immpact something came
crushing in. Air, air, worlds of cool
air flooded in; but he was unconscious.
He was gently carried out to Gloria’s
tender ministrations, while the steam
was hastily shut off from below.
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this Christmas she would have him, her
brother! By every means, she must get
him home! For did she not have a
rendezvous with love?

Under these circumstances Fletcher
came home on Christmas Eve, making
the event real for Gloria.

The Christmas spirit was upon him
also and he wondered absent-mindedly
why Gloria kept so busy away from
him, with her door closed so very for-
mally. Finally from his rooms he
peeped through the keyhole into her
boudoir. On her bed were a dozen
dolls of all sizes. ‘‘ So that is what she
likes?’ he smiled to himself.

Fletcher carefully made his way
down below and ordered the car. The
servants bundled him up and the ride
was exhilarating, as his motor nudged
through the heavy traffic to the best toy
shop on the avenue. A hasty consulta-
tion with a magical engineer of toydom
produced a good snggestion! From
what he had seen Fletcher naturally
wanted the finest and prettiest doll ob-
tainable. This order fairly kindled the
toy wizard into a flame of inspiration.
" E shall make of it a master-

piece,” he promised, “ a work

of creative art! A truly lov-
able doll, and a, highly complimentary
gift to your sister, would be an exact
likeness of the young lady! We shall
produce a miniature Miss Gloria Van
Mortimor!”

Pictures were obtained hastily.

There were many strange doings in
the Van Mortimor play house that eve-
ning.

Snow was gently falling on the win-
dow sills before Fletcher closed his
eyes. He was content with all the
world, and to-morrow would be a white
Christmas.

The next morning early, ever so
early, for Gloria could not sleep, there
came a knock on the door between the
rooms, and Fletcher jumped to the en-
trance, for fear she would see in prema-
turely. .
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" “ Merry Christmas!” sang a glad lit-
tle voice. “ Come through this way to
our Christmas tree. Just put on a
dressing gown. I cannot wait for you
to gress h!”

letcher put on some thi uickly,
and went through Gloria’su;)isdr%om tyo
the parlor of her suite.

Before him he beheld Gloria in a
gorgeously flowered kimono, seated be-
fore a fairy Christmas tree, resplendent
in ethereal frost and sparkling silver.
It was not yet dawn and mellow candle-
light from its verdant branches cast
a glamorous flickering softness about,
which made Gloria the picture of a
saint at a shrine, while she again kept
her tryst, and this time so rapturously
looked upon a true Christmas tree, one
which could be shared. Radiantly, she
turned to Fletcher.

““ Come sit close to me on the floor
and just be foolishly happy. This is
so much ours alone that no one else
must even see us now.”

Fletcher dropped down beside her
and gave her a big hug. Silently, half
in awe of what was around him, he
had a vision of the innermost work-
ings of her strangely famished heart.
No one but himself, who had been par-
tially admitted to her tenderest feel-
ings, could have guessed what lay
buried under the cool exterior of the
little heiress.

“ Open up your presents, Sigmond,
just as you used to do for dad and
me,” her soft voice quavered, “ and so
long ago for—for mother.”

Her grateful hand trembled, as she
delicately pushed to him in their proper
order boxes, each containing a present
which she had kept for her brother
from one to twelve years.

“ Hurry,” she said, while he undid
one gift after another, “ you are a lit-
tle late. I have had merely to look at
them for so many Christmases.”

We are all children at heart and such
is the spirit of Christmas. For a little
while these two wiped out the callous-
ness and selfishness of adult life and
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in the dark of the moon sometimes,
where you can’t see him so well!”

Very close to him, he saw in her
eyes a flicker of ecstasy which he felt
sure no girl could feel for a brother!
In her gaze was all that ardent rap-
ture which has a way of welling up
for the first lucky one of a girl’s choice!
Something within Fletcher relented.
He realized there was actually nothing
in the whole world comparable to hav-
ing this exquisite little creature beside
him.

“ But, honey,” he went on, “ some-
time, somewhere, somehow, the old
moon will shine again, ever so softly,
for us!” His voice unconsciously car-
ried far more meaning than the words.

«“ N out across the golden Pacific,
which is merely a step for us,”
* he mused aloud to her, “are
beautiful little tropical islands with
pink coral beaches; and on them there
are no tiresome railroads, or banks,
or selfish people, or—anything else
that we have to conténd with. There,
I imagine, the moon would shine the
very softest and the sweetest.”

“ How wonderful that would be, to
run away!” she whispered.

A tumult of thoughts were turning
about in Fletcher’s tired mind. “ Chuck
it all! What a relief it would be—and
to have her, too!” The idea was very
enticing indeed, but it occurred to him
that as surely as Belshasher strangely
slept in his bedroom, the most sensible

thing Edmond Fletcher could do was

also to go to bed.

“ All right, honey!” he answered
carelessly. “Life is such a grand ad-
venture that you may be asked to twid-
dle your little toes in the -pink coral
sands almost any time now, but it is
getting late now, and I am tired.
Gloria, dear,” he stated emphatically,
“T must retire.”

“Don’t!” she begged.

¢« w11y ?”

“ Because I can’t give you up!”’

“ Annette,” he called out, and the
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maid appeared. “ Miss Gloria wants
you. Good night!’ he said as Gloria
made a face at him.

But that was not all of it as he found
out. About an hour later Fletcher was
awakened in bed.

£ Move over!” came Gloria’s voice in
the dark, and he nearly swooned as he
felt her delicately lovely, warm body
cuddling up to him. ,

“Gloria Van Mortimor!’ he ex-
claimed. “ Suppose the servants see
you? Are you crazy?” '

“The servants didn't see me!”
pleaded Gloria. “I have them locked
out of here, and if you will just keep
quiet no one on earth will know I
am in here with you.”

“Honestly, dear, sweet little
Gloria,” he said tremulously, “ tell me
truthfully from the bottom of your
heart why you do a thing like this?”

“ Because,” she answered plaintive-
ly, “I can’t help it! All else there is
for me that I can think of is not worth
staying away from you—and if I am
bad, forgive me, I am what I am and
I didn’t make myself this way! All I
want is to be near you—just let me
sleep close by your side,” she sobbed
as she hugged up closer to him. “ There
can’t be any wrong in this! You are
ill, and I am so awfully afraid in my
room! TI'll be so quiet and so very
good if you will just hold me here in
your arms.”

Fletcher dared not move or speak
again, but he tried to collect his racing
thoughts, for he needed to think fast
now, if any one ever did. Gloria, how-
ever, took his silence for consent. She
remained with him! And then, to
Fletcher’s great wonder, she went hap-

‘pily asleep—almost at once!

There they were, he realized, locked
up together all alone, and no one on
earth could know -it!

Under the bed was a sudden low,
sharp growl. Its dismal significance
set Fletcher’s teeth on edge. Belshasher
had sighted the unseen. Fletcher felt a
cold chill leap to his throat. A breath
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arms. What a fool he had been! Right
at the very apex of his accomplish-
ments an ugly storm of his own making
wase brewing close behind him! Great
fear settled down upon him then and
made of him a weak, sickly thing.

Angrily he braced himself—disgust-
ed at the fear he could not avoid or
conquer. Masking his face as best he
could, and pretending a calmness he
did not possess, he summoned Bullard
Bland.

*“ Bullard,” he confided, “ I need you
now desperately! Read this message
from Bill Skyles, whom I drove out
of the country. Give me all that stuff
you looked up on him before. Get all
the personal information you can about
him from our old files to help you;
then pack your bag for Paris. Sail
next steamer and employ any service
you need over there to shadow his ev-
ery movement. Just keep me advised
and stand ready for summary action!”

“ Mr. Van Mortimor,” responded
Bland as his eyes ran over the surpris-
ing words before him, every moment
adding to his wrath at the insinuation
upon his generous leader, “if you
should have to ask me to burn down a
cathedral over there I would do it rath-
er than refuse you! There may not be
much to me, but you can use me and
depend on me just like a dog does on a
bone! And anybody that can get any
meat off me after I am through obey-
ing your orders over there, is welcome
to it!”

A certain grim humor had visited
the visages of the'two men. With no
further discussion they parted. Fletcher
knew that in the whole world he could
not have had a more trustworthy or
formidable emissary for this delicate
mission and also he knew that—maybe
he might have to use him!

HE thought was so consoling that
he turned his mind to Gloria with
even pleasurable feelings for the

immediate moment. After all, why not
live madly, happily, to the utmost of
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his heart’s desire, each hour that re-
mained ?

In all of his more serious moments,
however, Fletcher’s mind was inescap-
ably focused upon the unrelenting Van
Mortimor; and the long hours late at
night grew longer in which he secretly
studied the phraseology of “ The His-
tory of the Van Mortimor Case.” This
had become really an evil bible with
him, for though he found nothing but
hell in it he ever hoped to be able to
glean something of positive advantage
to himself from this frank medical
statement about his invisible master.

Late one night he had finished read-
ing a part of this morbid record and
had just closed its worn covers, when
he turned slightly and glanced at a pic-
ture of Gloria, placed there on the table
by her own hands.

“Ah! So sweet,” he mused half
aloud, “she is worth anything! If I
but knew I could have her for a little
while I'd sacrifice the rest of my life
and end this silly torture!”

It was getting very late and he was
so very tired; he scarcely had the en-
ergy to retire. He leaned far back in
the soft comfortable chair in which he
was sitting.

Fletcher’s attention was arrested
nearly at once by a slight movement
of the window sash. He was about to
give the alarm, thinking that some bur-
glar was jimmying the sill when the
window came slowly up, moved noise-
lessly by an unseen hand!

In the opening he saw evolvesa con-
glomeration of colors, which gradually
took the form of a human being. It
moved silently as the wind and was
wafted over opposite him where he
could plainly discern the blanched face
of himself projecting from a dazzling-
hued Hindu robe.

The iridescent colors of the mystic
garment played about crazily before
him in the dim light. ‘The face was
the same one he had seen in his bed-
room window at Cleborough, and here
at Christmas, only its expression was
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now came hollow as if from the depths
of some desecrated tomb as it went on:

“You contemptible ingrate, Christ-
mds gift ghoul that you are! The cir-
cumstances of your mission places a
delicate girl, my sister, near you. Ha!
Ha! You may play with her much as
you wish—that’s part of my sport!
But touch her and I'll kill you, snuff
you out as I would an odorous smok-
ing candle! Ever shall I be with you,
as you will know!”

The voice blurred. Fletcher was re-
peating the words. Was he going
crazy? Was his other self within him
doing the talking? Was he talking to
himself ? He could hear the weird notes
of the blanched face now receding to-
ward the window! He heard a slight
grating noise—was the window going
down? He didn't know. Whatever it
was, it had passed away and he was
so comfortable; such a relief that this
monstrous thing had gone—and he
knew no more.

LETCHER was awakened by his
servant, who shook him gently.
“It is nine thirty in the morning,

sir.”

Fletcher looked about him, $tupefied.
By his side on the floor lay the his-
tory of the case, which he hastily picked
up. The window was down.

“Did you turn off this light?”’ he
asked, while he tried to grasp the
situation.

‘“ No, sir,” answered the valet, “ the
light was out when I came in.”

Fletcher attempted to turn it on, but
found the switch was already on, but
the lamp or connection was dead. He
pushed the button off and on again in
vain. »

“Take this lamp out and get an-
other one for the room,” he ordered
the servant.

Something on the table caught his
eye and held him spellbound. Gloria’s
picture lay face down. It might have
been a dream, but how did that, too,
happen? Dazed by his night vision of
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horror, he made his toilet for the new
day. i
Was his mind disordered? Had he
seen an apparition or had Van Mor-
timor been physically present? Was
this Van Mortimor working some
Hindu magic upon him in this phan-
tasm of fear? He shuddered at the
weirdness of what little he knew of
the occult. Those sinister dark stretches
of the human mind from which could
be conjured such black magic, into
which it is very unhealthy for any one
to penetrate. Surely he little desired
to enter into such a realm, but how
else could one defend himself from
such a subtle and obviously powerful
influence as was now bearing down up-
on him?

Consider it as one would, there had
been indicated to Fletcher in no un-
certain terms what was expected of
him; and there was no doubt that to
win Gloria, his fondest fancy, would
call down upon him swift and horrible
destruction.

“ Always shall I be with you. Make
them fear you even as you fear me!
Of such is the secret of mighty human
endeavor.” The words still rang in his
ears.

For several days this held sway over
him, coloring all his thoughts, distract-
ing him with strange black moodiness.
No matter how it had come, the phan-
tom’s message had been delivered, and
the words of it were indelibly imprint-
ed upon Fletcher’s brain. The very
worst of it all was that Van Mortimor
might actually have been present! This
fellow’s life was a drug dream; he was

‘not like ordinary mortals.

One evening not much later, he sat
brooding after he had eaten dinner.
Gloria was sitting near him pretending
to be reading, but he knew she was not.
She seemed to partake of his moods
and when he felt at his worst he knew
she was simply contriving to remain
silent which was a hard thing for
Gloria to do at any time with her in-
teresting relative. He was wondering
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what she might be thinking of him,
too, when a servant announced: :

“ Miss Marbleton.”

Gloria arose and smiled an apology
to her brother, but the man added:

“To see Mr. Van Mortimor—ex-
cuse me, sir.”

Gloria stopped shortly as though
some one had struck her, and Fletcher
felt as guilty as if he had intentionally
hurt her. However, he quickly assumed
an impassive countenance and strode
out of the room.

YRTLE was wreathed in smiles

when she met Fletcher. In fact,

. her obvious pleasure proved very
alarming to him.

“Isn't the new freedom delightful
which we women enjoy to-day?”’ she
cooed after the exchange of some pleas-
ant remarks. “ We women now en-
gage in business, do just as we please,
and meet men on an equal footing in
every other way, don’t we?”

“Yes, indeed,” he politely stam-
mered, trying to guess all the while
what had brought her here to-night.
He knew Myrtle was not interested in
the modern freedom of her sex. Her
practices, though as old as the race,
gave Myrtle much better than an equal
footing with men.

“ May I discuss a matter of business
with you?”’ she begged ingratiatingly.

“ Certainly,” he replied, and from
him emanated very much the attitude
of a3 banker eying a customer about
to request a loan.

“We both have large fortunes.
They should be united,” she said sweet-

“It would put us in an enviable
position. I have no embarrassment in
proposing such a sensible and expedient
matter. I assure you, no sentiment
need enter into the affair!” _

Fletcher was studying her with nar-
rowed eyes and Myrtle, who had light-
ed a cigarette taken from her hand bag,
was regarding him languidly throug
little slow puffs of smoke.

“Pardon me, Myrtle,” queried
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Fletcher breathlessly, “but by any
chance did you have a dream?”

“Oh! My word, no!” she gasped,
leaning over until her cheek nearly
touched his. “ No, I did not have a
dream about this. But, of course, we
shouldn’t lose any emotional flavor that
we might happen to find, should we?”

His senses, it seemed, were being
narcotized and deadened as she swayed
toward him. He was being lulled into
forgetfulness by the powerful appeal of
her voluptuous body, which it was his
ghost-commanded duty to take! If she,
too, had dreamed, the spell would have
been complete. But suddenly Fletcher
caught himself, and sprang to his feet.

“ Well—if that’s the case,” he spoke
decidedly, ““ I'll take this—er—Dbusiness
matter under advisement.” By his at-
titude he dismissed Miss Marbleton in
the same fashion as he would have
terminated an unpleasant conversation
at his office.

He shuddered to think of what might
have been the consequences if she had
not intruded that false note, by admit-
ting that she had not been supernatu-
rally directed to come for him!

Myrtle left the apartment obviously
disconcerted. ‘This man was a perfect
enigma to her, and she did not know
whether to be elated or depressed at
the indecisive outcome of her uncon-
ventional venture.

But Fletcher, turning back upon the
threshold of the room, met a young
lady of a more positive disposition. It
was Gloria, and her face was livid with
anger. It was obvious to him that in
some manner she had been listening.
She was so badly agitated and he was
so nettled that he merely waited coldly
for her to say something. He had not
long to wait.

“You have given that awful woman
an excuse to invade our home!” ac-
cused Gloria haughtily, but her feelings
broke over. ‘“Haven't you guessed
that for months I have been keeping
her away from you?”

“1 had no reason to expect this,”
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he answered sadly, “ but be reasonable
—DMyrtle is your friend; and if I am
only your brother, why should you be
so angry?”

“ Myrtle was my friend!” she cor-
rected him. “ But she is one ng longer,
because you are mine! And no one
else shall have you—even though I
certainly do not want you now!” She
sulked like a spiteful kitten.

‘“ Be still or I'll kiss you,” he flung
at her deliberately; yet he was just a
little uneasy about her temper.

“ Just dare try it,” she flared hotly,
“and I'll scratch your eyes out!”
~ “Gloria,” he asserted calmly and
evenly as his face became very serious,
“ don't ever talk to me that way again.
I mean it!” But far down in his heart
he thought how black the world would
be in the short time he had if she be-
came cold and impersonal to him as
she was to most people.

Gloria, fuming' with dislike of his
actions, considered even in the depths
of her peevishness how terrible it
would be if this wonderful brother
turned against her and then he was so
masterful — she shuddered — what
might he not be expected to do to her?

OT another word was spoken, and
very formally they left one an-
other at the head of the stairs in

the play house. Each went to his own
broodings which were only about the
other. But it further unsettled Fletcher,
this rift with his object of all desire,
and he wondered whether Van Mor-
timor was in the offing again, whether
Bland would be able to handle that de-
testable news-monger, Skyles, whom he
had foolishly set on his own trail. His
mind raced along from one fear to an-
other. While he tossed about in his
bed that night he dreamed that he was
on a voyage and a shoal of sharks was
following his ship.

The next morning starting for the
office, for the first time that he could
remember, Gloria did not appear at
breakfast and the food was tasteless.
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He gloomily sauntered down to his car
and just out of habit looked high up
to her window. A little hand waved
ever so faintly. His heart bounded up-
ward!

“Hurry along,” he spoke to the
chauffeur. * It may be that I am late!”

Fletcher forgot almost at once about
Myrtle. But his mind did dwell upon
the dream of the night before. He
tried to put such silly things out of his
senses, but he worried, “ Could they
be sign posts of my dread? Sharks
following me at sea!”

On his way down town he felt a
compulsion to count automobiles wait-
ing for the traffic signals, to determine
if he were riding with units of thirteen
or 2 multiple of the number. Various
premonitions, to watch for symbols of
superstitions, which ordinarily would
not have bothered him, bobbed up in
his mind.

A cat, black as midnight, darted out
of an alley and ran along the pavement
with the motor. He found himself
watching its untoward movement in ac-
tual horror! Would it by chance pass
in front of him? Happily it stopped
and turning sharply around walked
lazily away! “ That’s the spirit,” he
soliloquized. “I don’t need any black

felines to cross my pathway now!”

But before he could begin the day’s
work at the office he had the operator
get Gloria on the phone.

“Gloria, I just wanted your en-
couragement,” he stated, ** before I be-
gin talking to all the people that are
waiting to see me down here. I saw
your hand wave from the window and
I concluded I could ask this of you?”

“1 did no such thing,” she declared
indignantly. “1 did nof!”

“That is all right,” he affirmed mer-
rily. “1I saw you, you dear little story-
teller! Now what are you going to say
to your poor brother who has to carry
on world affairs without the encourage-
ment of his stanch little partner?”

“ Understand, I dislike you,” came
back spiritedly, “ but no one will know
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day only made worse as time passed
and nothing definite was heard from
Van Mortimor or Skyles or Bland.

Fletcher realized that he was not
fully recovered from the dreadful
ordeal of the steamn pipes. He did not
dare trust himself under any great
strain very long for fear he might
break down—even go mad. He knew
now what Dr. Bates had meant when,
so long ago, he advised him, above all
things, just to be himself.

Until recently he knew that he had,
for the most part, a very clear mind,
but now the agonizing suspense of all
things, these troubles and unknown
perils were shaking it. After every
previous flagrant act of his, Van Mor-
timor had evidenced himself in some
manner, but at present, though Fletcher
had continued handling the family for-
tune to his own taste, though Skyles
was bearing down upon him, and
though Gloria cared so much for him
now that she was pathetic to behold—
yet Van Mortimor did not show him-
self in the slightest! All too well
Fletcher guessed what was coming. His
horribly subtle master was quietly
coiling to spring upon him.

He knew that the great climax in
this hideous drama was approaching.
Everything was rounding in on him to
crush him for the superlative thrill of
his drug-crazed ruler, who would cer-
tainly manage that affair. The worst
aspect of it all was that so many weird
things had occurred and such horrible
fears were beginning to surround
every further effort upon his part, that,
like water continually dripping upon a
stone, it was telling on him. He could
not keep his senses straight much
longer for the big ordeal with his cruel
master.

Soon Fletcher was having impulses
to count houses in a row, people in a
group, callers at the offce, dishes
served at the table, and, in short, any-
thing that might total up to thirteen,
or a multiple thereof, with the idea of
avoiding the Judas numbers. If he

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

started a computation and was inter-
rupted, he did not feel comfortable
until he had counted it over again.
That he should be swayed by such
irresistible feelings gave Fletcher much
concern; and yet too there was a sense
of singular logic about it all. This
Van Mortimor would be just the type
to play with him and finally dispose of
him in some very subtle manner by
heinously perverting the very forces of
nature to trap him. ‘Therefore
Fletcher felt that he must study any
apparent evidences of such things
which seemed to abet the monstrous
phantasmagoria of* hope and fear in
which he was enmeshed. -
Strange to say, despite industrious
efforts, he did not find many thirteens;
then again these doleful digits would
turn up most unexpectedly in the most
uncanny fashion. |

T last some news from Bland
pierced the gloom. It was for-
warded up to the play house one

night, and Fletcher avidly read:

3—16. Bombay, 9 A M.
Roosting and dining with the crow.
Has full knowledge, but is completing
proof by following itinerary which
leads to New York. As his co-worker
suspicion allayed. He is surely covered.
I stand out here awaiting any orders,
but watch out in New York. The
great danger lurks there. Occulists
here secretly communicate with party
in question in New York and con-
temptuously say greater forces than
Skyles handle the matter., Weird busi-
ness. No New York details obtainable.
Advise me.
Branp.

There was some little measure of re-
lief in finding that Bland had the con-
fidence of Skyles and that therefore
Skyles lay in his hands at least for the
present; but the reference to the occult
in the message and its absolute con-
firmation of Van Mortimor’s presence
hovering over him here in America ac-
tually gave corroboration to his worst
superstitious premonitions.



THE- PHANTOM IN THE  RAINBOW.

So gently and feelingly did Edmond
Fletcher stroke Gloria’s hair late that
same evening while she out of habit
now was cuddled up to him and read-
ing some poetry, that she intuitively
glanced up and caught his eyes hun-
grily drinking in her loveliness.

“ Why,” she asked, “ are you so ten-
der to-night, Sigmond ?”

I guess, darling,” he answered, “ it
is because I love you so much!”

“ Ah!” she said dreamily and her
hands attempted to close quickly the
book she had been reading as if she
would hide a page that her thoughts
applied to him.

“ Wait!”’ he exclaimed.
that book!”

It was by Edgar Allan Poe, and
opened at that bitter lament, “ The
Raven.” Gloria’s fingers rested pallid-
ly upon the last three lines of that
poem:

“ Give me

And the lamp-light o’er hin streaming
throws his shadow on the floor;

And my soul from out that shadow that
lies floating on the floor

Shall be lifted—nevermorc!

®
“Don’t read such things as that!”
he cried out. “ Oh, Gloria, you must
not I
Fletcher took the little volume away
from her, kissed her, locked his doors,
including the one from Gloria’s rooms,
and wearily threw himself into bed.
There he lay—after midnight it
must have been—and he could not
sleep. Down on the floor below was a
large and invaluable antique grand-
father clock with cathedral chimes.
He heard its melodious voice chime
one o’clock, softly but solemnly as if
it sounded an epochally sad hour in
some venerable ecclesiastical pile. Then
in the same solemn tone, ““ two—three
—four ”—it could not be any such
hour! With his predilection for count-
ing things he counted on, until it sound-
ed, “ nine—ten—eleven—twelve—thir-
teen!”
Frozen with terror, he sat up stiff
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and cold in bed. Was some mystic
force, associated with his demon shad-
ow \;vaming him and chanting the very
end:

T length some soothing reason
came to the relief of his distract-
ed mind and numb, cold body. He

would examine the clock in the momn-
ing. In any event, come what might,
he might just as well sleep. He cov-
ered himself up and peacefully dozed
off. '

But Fletcher began dreaming im-
mediately, utterly melancholy dreams.
No such vulgar terrors as sharks fol-
lowed him now. No, these were much
more poignant and excruciatingly sor-
rowful. In some strange white coun-
try by the sea, he could hear a ca-
thedral booming a vast dirge, while he
took etermal farewell of a weeping
Gloria, made fantastically beautiful by
surrounding blossoms. They were
blooming everywhere about her, out of
season, and out of reason, for there
was snow upon the ground!

Later, in the strange changes of his
dreams he was floating in the sea all
alone, being carried out—out—and
away on the tide to some bourne un-
known.

The next morning at breakfast he
could not get the clock off his mind,
particularly because he had not heard
it strike after arising.

“ What is the matter with the hall
clock?” he casually asked, attempting
to appear self-collected.

“It stopped at one o’clock last
night,” Gloria replied, nervously avoid-
ing his eyes. -

Something in her manner caused him
to inquire:

‘“ Have you seen it?”’ ,

“ Yes—but I knew it had stopped
before I looked,” she explained un-
easily.

“ How?” he insisted.

“It struck too many times for a
clock, then—nevermore. 1 listened all

night. ”
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Half chilled in this sunny spring
morning, he went to the office, only
stimulated by the impetuous kisses of
Gloria still warm upon his lips.

Sitting at his desk and alone, Fletch-
er took Bland’s cablegram of yesterday
from his pocket. He read it over care-
fully several more times. Again he had
this scandal-mongering rat Skyles
within his hands, and he could do ex-
actly what he wished with him through
Bland, if he acted quickly!

The public reads of some murder in
the newspaper, some tragedy which the
police and the press are never able to
clear up, and which forever goes unex-
plained. Fletcher, from his keen knowl-
edge of life, knew how many of these
came about.

The subject of the tragedy was most
often blackmailing some one of impor-
tance to a point where life became un-
endurable. As the sorely harassed vic-
tim of the blackmailer made one pain-
ful sacrifice after another to appease

the unspeakable leech, the blackmailer

only grew worse in his demands, until
the world became too small for the two
people to continue to live upon it. Of
the two alternatives—to take this rot-
ten blackmailer’s life or accept inev-
itable ruin—some powerful men chose
practical and expedient measures, and
that ended it. Nothing was left but a
mystery, a forever unsolved case for
the public.

Fletcher rather imagined that Van
Mortimor in his place would thus deal
summarily with Skyles, but, of course,
this news-scavenger’s yellow tactics
were directed against Edmond Fletcher
and that complicated the matter. Re-
gardless however of what Van Morti-
mor would do to Skyles, Edmond
Fletcher’s fagged brain concluded he
would handle this as his own private
affair.

E could not conceivably let con-
siderations for the devilish. Van
Mortimor enter into personal af-

fairs of such paramount importance to
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himself! No matter what might be
expected of him, and no matter what
the necessity for it, the idea of
his own snuffing out a life was repellent
to Fletoher. In his mind, to kill a man
under any conditions was about equiva-
lent to destroying a world for as he
saw it each man is unto himself the
center of a universe.

The thought weighed so heavily on
him indeed, as to resemble the pre-
sumption of considering oneself a god
in meting out such mighty extinc-
tion.

“ Neither I nor Van Mortimor is so
big as all that, regardless of what he
may think about it!” concluded Fletch-
er. ‘“Maybe.I can handle this hound
for bad news some better way. Any-
way, I'll give him a fair chance for his
life! Of course,” he soliloquized sad-
ly, “ that is more than Van Mortimor
is giving me; but such is-my decision.
It stands!”

Then with trembling hand, but firm
resolution he wrote out what he could
intrust to no other. There went into
his personal code: -

BurLARD BLAND,
Bombay,

Just continue splendid work. Get
everything you can, all he finds out, and
prepare to warn me against the time
when he strikes at me. Above every-
thing, do not hurt him. Some accult
signs here. Give me anything avail-
able on the subject.

S. V.M.

But to Fletcher’'s amazement and
horror, there was no answer to his
cable, that day, or the next. As days
passed, he cabled again and again, all
in vain.

For a month or so complete silence
brooded over Fletcher. He gave no
more attention to business than was
strictly necessary that he might listen
all the better. But nothing was heard
from Bland! Or Skyles! Or Van
Mortimor!

He lived like a wary swordsman ev-






Poachers’

Paradise

New Jersey poachers, like mosquitoes, are big and bold and
hard to scare—as Alf Ringling, genius of the Big
Top, found to his amazement

By BOB DAVIS

& Bailey’s Circus, will draw its
annual crowds. But Alf, the third
of that remarkable family of seven
brothérs from Rice Lake, Wisconsin,
who turned a bale of hay and a trick
mule into the most gigantic enter-
tainment on earth, will not be at the
gate to receive his friends. A few years
ago the Great Ringmaster, to whom a
thousand years are but as yesterday,
called him away from the pomp and
pageantry to pitch his tent among the
shades. 3
In his lifetime Alf Ringling was one
of the great idealists of his generation.
He lived solely for the purpose of col-
lecting the comforts that normal men
crave and for the joy of dividing them
with his friends. He gathered with
the one hand and distributed with the
other. It required the income of a cir-
cus to gratify his mania for generosity.
In his later life he purchased five
hundred acres in’ Pound Ridge, New
Jersey, and with the help of his wife
designed a colossal pudding stone pal-
ace which was two years in the build-
ing. He filled it with books, furniture,
rugs, pictures and objects of art from
all over the world; all the comforts of
civilization under one roof. Here his
friends came and made themselves at
home. To complete his broad scheme
for the perfection of country life he
opened the limits of a small pond into
four hundred acres of beautiful water-

RINGLING'S, otherwise Barnum

ways, which he stocked with bass,
perch and pickerel.

This was nothing less than an open
challenge to New Jersey’s most pro-
ficient poachers. And when a New
Jersey poacher unlimbers his tackle
there is no depth of piscatorial de-
pravity to which he will not descend.
They came to the Ringling waters like
May flies, and were in a fair way to
clean the place out. Driven to despera-
tion, the genial overlord got himself an
assortment of placards upon which
flaunted this significant announcement :

POACHERS WILL BE PROSECUTED TO
THE FULL EXTENT OF THE LAW

Piffle and tut, tut! Angling ante-
dates the Constitution; why worry
about the law? And so it came to pass
that the poachers propagated and the
proprietor protested; but all to no
avail. The thing was becoming a joke,
until one beautiful fall afternoon Alf,
from the arbor of his garden, spotted
one of New Jersey’s leading hard cider
poachers seated comfortably in the
branches of a fallen chestnut tree that
extended fifty feet or more into the
best bass hole on the lake.

“I'll get that bird,” muttered Alf
under his breath, “and get him good.
Come with me. This is going to be a
sensation.” Equipping himself with
the well-known *‘ stout walking stick
he made his exit from the opposite side

- Copyright by Robert H. Davis.
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TALBOT MUNDY won for himself
a sure place in Arcosy with
“ When Trails Were New.” Inciden-
tally next week we start an unusual and
exceptionally Elizabethan serial from
his pen—and after that a novel laid in
romantic India. )
Among the many comments on
“When Trails Were New” were

these:
Amarillo, Texas.

Having just finished reading the last .chap-
ter of “When Trails Were New,” I simply
had to drop you a line to let you know what
1 think of that wonderful story. It was a very
interesting story, and I enjoyed it very much.
Let’s have some more on the same order from
Mr. Mundy.

I also enjoyed *‘ The Raider,” “ Thirty Years
Late,” *“ Golden Burden”—and to be real
truthful about the matter, almost every story
printed ‘in the ARcosy.

1 always read Argonotes and think the de-
partment is fine. |

1 say leave the Arcosy as it is, but please
only one Western a week.

Mrs. H. G. WoLcorT.

Saginaw, Mich.

I just finished reading “ When Trails Were
New,” by Talbot Mundy, and feel it my duty
to congratulate Mr. Mundy upon the way in
which he handled this story, especially the last
installment, as the sccnes were laid in territory
with which I am thoroughly familiar. I was
raised in southwestern Wisconsin, A .

My great-grandfather came to Wisconsin
a few years before the Black Hawk uprising,
and T have often heard my grandmother tell
of their fear of him. How they would bar
the doors of the cabin during the daytime
when the men folks would go into the fields
to work, and of how it seecmed cvery wolf
how! at night was a lurking Indian scout
calling to the rest of the band. But while
Black Hawk was fleeing before the troops,
the ncarest he came to their homestead was
fifty miles to the south. He crossed the Wis-
consin River as he made his way northward
and then turned west in an effort to reach the
Mississippi. True to Mr. Mundy's story, the
final battle was staged on the bluffs of the
east shore overlooking the Father of Waters
and on an island in the river which is now
called Battle Island. Black Hawk’s left wing,
as mentioned in the story, made a desperate
stand in what is now known as Battle Valley,

a very narrow valley ruming down to the
Mississippi. They left a trail of dead and
dying across the southern part of the State
in their retreat.

The left wing slowly retreated toward Bat-
tle Island, covering the progress of the squaws
and children as they crossed Battle Slongh.
Just as all had reached the -island except
the braves coveriung the retreat, steamboats
appeared on the scene, and as the dast braves
made a desperate attempt to swim across Bat-
tle Slough to reach the main body of the band,
they were raked with cavister and grape-
shot from the cannon mounted on the wes-
sels. Practically every brave was killed, either
by the fire from the boats or from the rifles
of the soldiers. Then the cannon were turned
on the island, which was raked from one end
to the other, killing alike the men, women,
and children: It was a fiendish massacre an
par with Black Hawk’s depredatipns on the
Fort St. Pierre. While the whites might
have been justified m doing this,"it was a ter-
rible slaughter.

Aifter it was all over, the settlers of Wis-
consin again returned to their homes and fire-
sides without the fear -of being awakened
the gray hours of carly dawn by the war ¢

‘of the, Indians and to find their cabins in

flames. - .

Black Hawk ‘was a fine general, as Lincoln
said in Mr. Mundy's story. He possessed a
shrewd, keen mind, but a misconceived sense
of honor. He was 'born, apparently, under an
unlucky star, While he led an active, hastile
life, he was destined to unrest even after
death. llis bones were dug up and placed in
the capitol at Madison, Wisconsin. "When that
building svas burned a few years ago, the bones
were burned with it.

I have been all over the old battlefield just
south of Victory, Wisconsin. I have camped
on Battle Island, and I swam the Mississippi
River in nearly the same place Black Hawk
made his escape nearly one hundred years ago.
As you stand on the high bluffs of the east
shore overlooking the bloody battle ground it
is hard to imagine the conflict enacted there so
many years ago. At the foot of the bluffs runs
the broad State Highway with autos speeding
back and forth. Just beyond the highway is
the double track of the Chicago, Milwaukee
and St. Paul Railway, connecting ‘Chicago
with the T'win Cities and the Northwest. A=nd
beyond that is Battle Slough, then Battle
Island and the mighty flood of the Mississippi
as it sluggishly flows southward. And across
the river are the purple hills of Minnesota,
to which Black Hawk fled. It is all so peace-
ful now. E. H. Housron.
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AY down on the farm—and anx-
ious to write letters—is this read-
er who invites correspondence from

other Arcosy fans:

= Carson, Towa,

I started reading the ARGOSY sometime in
1919 and have not missed a copy since. Have
read several other books, but for all around
variety of stories the Arcosy can't be Deat.

1 read some letters in Argonotes kicking
about certain stories that some reader didn't
like, but do you suppose they ever stopped to
think that the story they didn’t care for, some-
body else thought very interesting and the
other way around?

There are some stories that I don’t like, but
I don’t read them,

You know the beauty of radio, the music
that doesn’t appeal to one, one may tune out,
so why not pass up the stories that don't
apg_eal? .

here surely can be but a very few stories
that don't appeal to everybody.

Why not put in a section for the readers that
want to correspond with one another, to list
their names and addresses?

1 would like to correspond with some of
the readers, especially those living in the East,
Texas, and the West Coast. I will try and
answer all letters that I receive,

My bome is in the southwestern part of
old lowa on a farm, to my notion, the garden
spot of the world. Evererr CoFFrLT.

FROM one of Uncle Sam’s men in
. Hawaii comes this suggestion for

a larger ARcosy:
Peatr] Harbor, Hawaii.
I have been a reader of the Arcosy-ArtL-
sTorY since the day they were combined, and
reviously read nearly every copy of Ratlroad
ﬁlan’: Magazine, All-Story, Arcosy, and all.
1 first started reading, fifteen yecars ago back
in Fort Worth, Texas, where my father ran
a news-stand at one time. Have seldom missed
a copy when I could get it. There have been
times when I could not get hold of one, so
at the first opportunity I managed to do so.
This is the first time I have ever written to
you, but I felt that T would like to say a word
as to the magazine, 1 prefer the magazine
as it now stands. Of course, there are some
stories that I don’t care for. A larger maga-
zine with more serials and novelettes would
be acceptable, I am sure, to the majority of
ARrcosy readers, and the raise in price would
not affect it very much, I prefer it now to
any magazine on the market and each week
make a rush to the Post Exchange to get my
copy. It is then passed around among my
buddies, and I can safely say that the maga-
zine is read completely through by thirty-five
or forty men out of sixty who read it in this
face. They all agree with me that it is a
ne magazine, and here’s hoping that it will
stay the same or be enlarged in the near future.

ours for the ARcosy,
Private Harry S. Forp.
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_ MORE pleasant words about W.

Wirt’'s story, “War Lord of
Many Swordsmen,” and for his crime
stories :

, Vicksburg, Miss.

A weekly reader since 1906 says AKGOSY
gets better and better,

I know of no better way to convey my ap-
preciations for the splendid stories I read in
the Arcosy than by asking you to draw a mind
picture of “ The Horn of Plenty,” “Full and
Overflowing.”

. The motive prompting this outburst is genu-
ine appreciation for Mr. Wirt’s story, “ War
Lord of Many Swordsmen.” Believe me, here
is a story that I consider one hundred per cent.
Mr. Wirt knows his Southern colored folks
and, having spent some six months in China,
I can add that he also knows his Chinamen.
. Inveigle him to write a real ‘.Down South
in Dixie” yarn, using the same characters.

H. F. LATIMER.

Dallas, Texas.
I have been reading the Arcosy-ALLSTORY
for several years and have always eni?ged the
enneth

novelettes of John Wilstach and
Perkins. .

As regards favorites, I think your three best
bets are Wilstach, Perkins, and Maclsaac,

I do like the crime stories of a new writer o
yours, W. Wirt. MRs. MArRY TAHOLOR.

{ YOUR CHOICE COUPON }

Editor, Arcosy-Arrsrory WeRxLy,
280 Broadway, N. Y. C, N. Y.

~ The stories T like best in this
issue of the magazine are as fol-
lows:

I

2

w

E -

I did not like.

because

[ Nome

Street

ﬂ City

State
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This Singular Book Wields a
Strange Power Over Its Readers

| Giving them a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY almost instantly/
4d W > i — \&37- e ; -

Will You Read

—— A R

lt' D

ays RE'—to Prove It

Can Multiply Your Present Income?

STRANGE book! A Dbook

that seems to cast a spell over-

every person who turns its pages!
A copy of this book was left
lying on a hotel table for a few
weeks. Nearly 4oo people saw the
book—read a few pages—and then
sent for a copy! .
In another casc a physician
placed a copy in his waiting-room.
More than 200 patients saw the

Best of all it tells you how to
accomplish these results instanta-
ncously!

Whence Comes this

Uncanny Volume?

Forty yoars ago, Edmund Shaft-
esbury, student of the human mind.
set out to discover thc secret of
Personal Magnetism. Ho applicd
his discoveries to hls friends. Re-
sults were astonlshingl His meth-
ods scemed to transform people Into

book—read part of it—and then

ordered copies for Lhemselves!
Why are people so profoundly

affected by this book?—so anx-

ious to get a copy?
The answer is simple.
‘The book revcals to
them for the first time
how any one can de-
velop a Magnetic Per-
sonality instantly! It
explains how to gain
overnight the personal
charm that attracts
countless friends—the
self-confidence that in-
sures quick success in
any business.

It tells how to draw
pcople to you at once,
irresistibly—how to be
popular in any socicty
—how to overcome al-
most at once any ti-
midity you may have
—how to be a magnet
of human attraction,
well-liked wherever
you go.

entircly

him.
braced

new bcings!
fame spread.

Book Tells You

How to dovelop a Mag-
nctic T'ersonulity

How to usc certaln
Oricntal Secrets

How to paln perfect
neirve control

How 1o rcad people's
feclings Ly watching
tuelr mouths

How to read pcoplc’s
thoughts by watch-
Ing thelr cyes

Bow to devclop a mag-
netle eyo

How to make your facc
appear 20 ycars younger

How to control others
Ly a glanco

How to uso Maguctic
Heallng

How to end awkward-
neas and timidity

How to altract the
opposite rex

Howtoget ahend in vour
business or profession

How to meake your
subcunscious m 1 o d
work wonders

And dozens of other
vital toples

Shaftesbury’s
Great men camc to

His students and friends em-
such
Queen Victoria, Edwin Booth. Henry
Ward Beecher, and Cardinal Glbbons,

names as Gladstone,

Until recently Shaftes-
bury’s teachings have
Leen available only to
people who could pay
$26 or $50 cach for in-
struction books. Now,
his wonderful teachings
have been collected into
a single volume. at a
price within the rcach of
all! And furthermore.
Shiftesbury has consent-
ed to reveal hundreds of
new  discoveries never
Leforo put into print.

Strange Effect on

Readers

Readers of thls bLoolk
Quickly becoine masters
of a. singular power to
influence men and wom-
en around them. Nat
by force—not by loud
argument. But rather by
some subtle, insinuuting
nower that sways men's
emotions. They are able
to play on people's feel-
Ings jJust as a skllled
viollnist plays upon a
violin,

Is it any wonder that thousands
of men and wonien say that they
are overjoyed with the results they
have recelved? One enthusiast sald
of this volume, *'Things I have resd
there I would never have dreamed
of."”” Another wrote, ‘I would not
glve up what Shaftesbury has taught
me for §100.0CO1'

In your everyday lfe—in social
life—you will find this book of im-
mense value. You will le:iirn to fas-
cinate people you mecet—to attract
new friends—to galn speedy promo-
tion in business.

Read this Book 5 Days Free

Merely mall counon below and thils re-
markable volume, with cover in handsome
durk burgundy cloth. gold embossed. will be
sent you for free examination, If you aren’t
sttrred and Inspired In the 5-day fre pe-
rlod. return it and it costs you nothing.
Otherwise keep it as your own and remit
tha Speclal I'rice of only $3 In full pay-
meat. volume wus orizinally published
1o scll at $5—but In order (o reach many
rcaders—It Is belng offered at reduced prics.
You risk nothing—sn clip and mall this
coupon  NOW. Ralston Unlversity
Dept. 188-T, Mceriden. Conn,

RALSTON UNIVERSITY PRESS
Dept. 188-T, Meriden, Conn.

All right—I'll bo the judge. You may
send mo the volume “‘Instantuncous Per-
sonal DMagnetism' for 5 days FREE EX-
AMINATION In my home. \Within the §
days 1 will cither remit the speclal low
price of only $3, in full payment, or return
1t without cost or obligation.

I’ress,

Address

Gty StA .

Special cash price $2.00 If pasment ac-
companles coupon. This saves heavy book-
Keeping  and clerical expense. Monex re-
funded If dissatisfird and book Is retwncd
within five days.






