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find the key to unlock

look alike, but, examine them 
closely 18 of them are exactly alike 
but “ONE,” and only one is DIF­
FERENT FROM ALL THE 

OTHERS It is the key to 
OPEN THE PADLOCK on this 
$3,000.00 FREE “Bag of Gold.” 
SEE IF YOU CAN FIND IT.

.Oi W TThe difference may be in the size, the shape, or even
VJ & *1*1* in the notches. So, STUDY EACH KEY CARE-

—•*** FULLY and if you can find the “ONE” KEY that 
is different from all the others SEND THE NUMBER OF IT TO ME AT 
ONCE. You may become the winner of a Chrysler “75” Royal Sedan or $3,000.00 
cash money,—without one cent of cost to you. I will give away ABSOLUTELY 
FREE.—5 new six-cylinder 4-door Sedans and the winners can have CASH 
MONEY INSTEAD of the automobiles if they prefer it. 25 BIG PRIZES TO 
BE GIVEN FREE—totaling $7,300.00 cash.

Or Win a CHRYSLER “75” Sedan 4- 
Choice of this beautiful Chrysler "75” Royal Sedan or $3,000.00 cash. We pay ell the freight 
and tax in full on all the prizes and deliver them anywhere in the U S. A. This is an AMAZ­
ING OPPORTUNITY ACT QUICK, and here is why— 

$1,000.00 CASH—EXTRA FOR PROMPTNESS 
I will pay $1,000.00 cash money extra JUST FOR PROMPTNESS. Duplicate prizes will be 
paid in full in case of ties. YOU CAN WIN the Chrysler "75” Royal Sedan or—$3,000.00 
cash. ANSWER QUICK.

______ 4- W a Absolutely everyone who lakes full ad- 
W MB 11T IaOSK vantage of this opportunity will be

ww W MrfVwV rewarded. But, hurry, — find the
••ONE” key that is different from all the others and RUSH THE NUMBER OF IT and 
your name and address to me TODAY on a postal card or in a letter. And, just say;—"Key 
number is different from all the others. Please tell me how I can get this magnificent
Chrysler ‘75’ Royal Sedan—or—$3,000.00 CASH MONEY without obligation or 
of cost to me.”

one penny

E. COLLINS, 537
Dept. 570.

South Dearborn St
CHICAGO, ILL.



500,000
VOLTS

"Artificial lightning” bw- , 
ing developed io Coyne 
School. Spark of 500,000 
volts is shown jumping 
30 inches. This gigantic 
Tesla Coil is the same as ' 
that used by Steinmetz, 
absolutely harmless, -be­
cause of high frequency.

Learn Electricity 
By Doing-Not Books 

ini* Weeks!
By ACTUAL WORK—in the Great Shops of Coyne

ANYONE with commop schooling 
who can see and understand the 
English language can piaster elec­
tricity in 90 days. I teach you with 
as complete an outlay of electrical 
apparatus as was ever assembled 
in any institution—30-fOot control 
board—transmitting' stations— 
skeleton houses, huge,, motors— 
dynamos—sub-stations^automo.*

biles—switchboards. In one department we gener­
ate enough electricity to supply a small city I

No Books—No Classes
Enter anytime. Experts teach you oh electrical 
machinery and not books. They guide you every 
step of the way with individual attention. You do 
the actual work on real full-size machinery in full 
operation. Take motors for instance. Instead of 
learning from books and charts—you actually-build 
motors. You can’t help but know all about them. 
Anyone can learn this fascinating way.

No Experience Necessary
That’s how my methods make men master electric 
ity in 12 wonderful weeks. You don’t need 
experience—Coyne training starts from the very 
beginning. You don’t need advanced education 
—you learn by doing. Age is no handicap— 
Coyne students range from 16 to 45.

Triple Your Earning Power
I don’t need to tell you about the opportunities in 
electricity. They are too many and too amazing to 
mention. Ordinary jobs run $50—$60 and up a 
week. And Coyne training leads to the biggest 
positions. Many Coyne men are making up to $500 
a month. Demand for Coyne men often exceeds 
the supply. Our employment bureau gives you 
lifetime service after graduation.

Earn While Ton Learn
We help many students who haven’t much money 
to secure part-time jobs to earn a good part or all 
of living expenses while training.

All Details Sent Free
This school is 29 years old—Coyne training is 
tested—proven beyond all doubt—endorsed by dec* 
trical industry. You can find out everything abso­
lutely free. Simply mail the coupon and let me 
send you the big, free Coyne book of 150 photo­

graphs—facts—jobs—salaries—opportuni­
ties. Sec what Coyne training can do for you 
in just 90 daysl This does not obligate you. 
So act at once. Just mail the coupon.

Get This FREE Book
Fill In And Mai I To D&y

Not d Correspondence School ■?«* Mr 1

COYNE IcB^OL sad

Mr. H. C. Lamia, Proa. Dept. 19-60 J COYNE QXCTKICAL SCHOCC, L. ■
BOO S-PuliM St, Chicago, m. ■
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I Said tood-bye to It All 
After Reading This Amazing Book* 

Raised My Pay700%!

Where Shall We Send Your Copy—FREE?
WHEN a man who has been atrug- 
’ ’ gllng along at a low-pay Job sud­

denly steps out and commences to 
earn real money—$5,000, $7,600 or 
$10,000 a year—he usually gives his 
friends quite a shock. It’s hard for 
them to believe he is the same man 
they used to know—but such things 
happen much more 'frequently than 
most people realize. Not only one, 
but HUNDREDS have altered the 
whole course of their Uvea after read­
ing the amazing book illustrated at 
the right.

True, It Is only a book—just seven 
ounces of paper and printers’ Ink— 
but it contains the most vivid and 
inspiring message that any ambitious 
man can read! It reveals facts and 
secrets that will open almost any 
man's eyes to things he has never 
even dreamed of!

Remarkable Salary Increases
For example,- B- B. Hansen* of Akron. 

Ohio, Is lust one case. Not long ago be was 
a' foreman In the rubber-curing room of a 
big factory at a alary cf $U0 a month. 
One day this remarkable relume, "Modem 
RidMiTimwhip/* fell into bln hind*. And 
from that day on, Mr. Hansen dearly saw 
the way to say "good-bye" forever to tow 
pay, long hours, and tiresome routine! To­
day be has reaped the-rewards that thia 
little relume placed withto his reach. His

alary runs well Into tbe 5-flgure class— 
actually exceeding $10,000 a year!

Another man, Wn. Shore of Neenaob. 
California, was a cowboy when be sent for 
‘Vodem Salesmanship." Now he is a star 
salesman making as high as $525 In a single 
week. O. D. Oliver of Norman, Oklahoma, 
read it and jumped from $200 a month to 
over $10,000 a year I C. V. Champion of 
Danvule. Illinois, raised bls salary to over 
$10,000 a - year and became President of 
his company la the batyaint
A Few Weeks—Theo Bigger Pay

Then was nothing "diSerent" about any 
of these men when they started. None of 
them bad any special sdruntams sHhumgh 
all of them redbed that BAIJSMANBHTP 
offers bigger rowagds than any other pro­
fession under the sun. Buz. like many other 
men, they subscribed to the foolish belief 
that successful salesmen are bom with some 
sort of "made gift.” "Modem Salesman­
ship” showed them that nothing could be 
farther from the truth) Saleem«n«hip ig just 
like any other profasston. It hsa certain 
fundamental rules and laws—laws that you 
can master as easily as you learned tbe 
alphabet-

City and traveling talcs positions arc open 
In every line all over the country. For years, 
thousands of leading firms hare c&ltod on 
the N. 8. T. A. to supply than with sales­
men. Jtaptoyment serviea is free to both 
etaplosan and membotp, and thousands bare 
•soured poaltkms this way.

Free to Every Man
Bee for yourself WHY "Modem Salesman­

ship" baa been tbs deciding factor In the 
careers of so many men who are now making 
110,000 a year. Learn for yourself the BEAD 
TRUTH about the art of selling 1 You do 
not risk one penny nor Incur the slightest 
obligation. And since It may mean the 
turning point of your whole career, it cer­
tainly is worth your time to fill out and 
dip tbe blank below. Send it nowl

National Salesmen’s

Dept A-751, N. S. T. A. Bldg. CHICAGO. HL

National Silas nee’s Training Assn., 
Dant. A-751, N. & T. A. Bldg..
Chisago, III.

WHbottt cost or obligation yon n

Name.
Addrere.

City.

Asa

■BUM.

Occupation.

1

fn Mstserlnp <M« R^verftansMt tt <s, dgalrubto that gms asonrion fJHa reaputac.



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING PATENT ATTORNEYS
Purpo.e of thia Department Is to put 

the reader In touch Immediately with the newest 
needfuls for the home, office. farm, or person; 
to offer, or seek, an unusual business opportunity, 
or to suggest a service that may be performed 
satisfactorily through correspondence. It will pay 
a housewife or business man eaually well to read 
these advertisements carefully.

March 2d Classified Forms Close February 2d.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED
FASTEST SELLING NECESSITY ON MARKET. GOOD 

PAY. ASTOUNDING BONUS. FINEST SELLING EQUIP­
MENT. Lowest prices. Big demand. A repeater. No money 
or experience reaulred. Business grows bigger steadily. Write 
today for first consideration. SPENCER MF.AD COMPANY, 
Harrison & Throop, Dept. A-709, Chicago.

Wonderful “Whlaper-lt” Mouthpiece For Telephones; gives 
secrecy In conversation. Every telephone user a prospect. Details 
$1.00. Liberal profits. Write for full selling proposition. Colytt 
Laboratories, Dept. M, 565 W. Washington St., Chicago, ILL

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES. 
BEST RESULTS. PROMPTNESS ASSCRED. SEND DRAW; 
ING OR MODEL FOR EXAMINATION AND ADVIOt 
WATSON E. COLEMAN. REGISTERED PATENT LAWYER 
724 NINTH STREET, WASHINGTON. D. C. j.

PATENTS—Write for our free Guida Book. “How To Obtati 
A Patent” and Record of Invention Blank. Send model or 
eketch and description of Invention for Inspection and Advioi 
Free. Reasonable Terms. Prompt Service. Highest References." 
VICTOR J. EVANS A CO.. 702 Ninth. Washington, D. C. I

INVENTORS—WRlfE—FOR”bUR' GUIDE BOOK, "How ti 
Get Your Patent." and evidence of invention blank. Send model 
or sketch for Inspection and Inatructlona Free. Terms reasonable, 
RANDOLPH A CO-, Dopt. 412. Washington, D. C. J?

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE
MONEY MADE IN MICHIGAN POTATOES. $10 DOWN' 

NOW AND EASY TERMS BUYS LAND NEAR MARKETS,' 
LAKES. STREAMS. WBITB TODAY. SWIG ABT & CO.,’) 
M-1278. FIRST NATIONAL BANK BUILDING. CHICAGO.

GET OUR FREE SAMPLE CASE—TOILET ARTICLES, 
FLAVORINGS AND SPECIALTIES. WONDERFULLY PROF­
ITABLE. LA DERMA CO., DHPT. D, ST. LOUIS, MO.

TOBACCO

UNUSUAL OPPORTUNITY — $100 WEEKLY SELLING 
BETTER ■ QUALITY. ALL-WOOL, union-made-to-measure suits 
and topcoats at $23.50 and. $31.50. Build big repeat business. 
Liberal bonus for producers. Large swatch samples FREE. 
W. Z. GIBSON, INC., 500 Throop, Dept. A-409, Chicago.

FEDERAL DISTRIBUTORS BET BIG PAYf NO CAPITAL 
OR EXPERIENCE NEEDED. TERRITORY BEING AS­
SIGNED. WRITE FOR APPLICATION BLANK. FEDERAL 
PURE FOOD CO., M-2311,. ARCHER. CHICAGO.

DO YOU WANT AGENTS AND SALESMEN TO SELL 
your merchandise f Men and women who are educated In per­
sonal salesmanship and know the house-to-house, office, and 
store canvassing proposition. These advertisers are getting them 
year In and year out, and there are thousands more for you 
among the readers of the Munsey Magazines. Our Classified 
Service Bureau will gladly show you how to use this sec­
tion most profitably and at the least cost. Write to-day to the 
Classified Manager, Munsey Combination, 280 B'way. Now York.

TOBACCO HABIT BANISHED. NO MATTER HOW LONUf 
YOU HAVE BERN A VICTIM, no matter bow strong yonrl 
craving, no matter in what form you use tobacco, there u, 
help for you. -Just send postcard or letter for our Free Book. 
It explains everything. NEWELL PHABMACAL CO.. Dept 
845, Clayton Station, SL Louis, Mo. {■.

r

ASTROLOGY

w,' Prices 
^/on Standard 
r/ TIRES

WILL YOU BE LUCKY IN 1929?
Will you win In lovef Will you be success­
ful in business ? Will your Investments prove 
profitable t Would a change in occupation 
give you a bigger Incomet Will you Inherit 
moneyt What will be your lucky 'days!

World's Foremost Astrologer, Prof. A. F. Seward, has just com­
pleted a Special 15-Page Astrological Reading based on your 
sign of the Zodiac. This Forecast gives predictions—month by 
month—with exact days, dates, and happenings for 1929. Covers 
business and social off n Ira such as signing papers and contracts, 
seeking employment; speculation, travel, love, marriage, '‘lucky 
days,” etc. Let Astrology reveal your future. People who follow 
the professor's predictions report uncanny accuracy. Sand exact 
birthdate with $1.00 for your complete reading. Franklin Pub­
lishing Company, 800 N. Clark St., Dept. 161, Chicago, Ill.

BIG REDUCTIONS
on U. 9.. Goodrich, Goodyear. 
Firestone, Fisk, Kelly and 
other tires only ellghUy used- 
duo to owners changing to bal­
loons. Thousands of satisfied 
customer* report tremendous 
mileage.

Send Only $1.00
deposit for each tire wanted 
—balance C.O.D- State wheth­
er clincher or straight side. 
You run absolutely no risk In 
buying from us. If for any

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. WE COMPOSE 

MUSIC. OUR COMPOSER WROTE MANY SONG HITS.
MONARCH MUSIC COMPANY. 238 WB3T 53TH ST. (NBAB 
BROADWAY). DEPT. 209, NEW YORK.

SIZE TIRES 
30x3 32.20
30x3 1-2 2.20 
32x31-2 2.76

TURKS 
31.00 *

32x4
33x4
34x4 
32x41-2

35141-2

30x5 
33x5 
36x5

3.00 
3.00 
3.00 
3.00

3.50 
3.60 
3.60 
4.00 
4.00 
4.00

1,11

IM

2.00
2.00
2.00

factory upon delivery, return 
them to us for refund.

ORDER NOW
AMERICAN TIRE CO.

1329 So. Mlohlgan Blvd.
Dopt. 740-B.

Chicago, llllnola.

SlljEhtly UM_d JBjWPu'JiJs
SIZE 

29x4.40 
30x5.25 
30x6.77

33x6.00 
32x6.20

TIRES

3.BO
3.80

1.7®
1.7®

Other B»llooo Sin Tint 99-6°

Win Nash Sedan
Or $2975o.oo in Cash <

Someone who answers Ibis ad will receive, absolutely free. a fully 
Passenger, Advanced Six Nash Sedan, or Its full value in cash-($2,000.00). 
are also giving away a Dodge Sedan, a Brunswick Phonograph and many v 
valuable prizes—besides Hundreds of Dollars in Cash. This Offer is 
anyone living in the U. S. A. outside of Chicago.

Solve This Puzzle
There are Tcara in the circle. By drawing 3 straight Unes you 
one in a space by itself. Whan you do this send me your answer •

$75o.oo Extra for Promptness
In addition to the many valuable prizes and Hundreds of Dollars 1“ Cm*1* 
are also giving a Special Prize of $750.00 in Cash for Promptness. First P‘. 
winner will receive $2,750.00 in cash, or the Naah Sedan and $750.00^ 
In cose of ties duplicate prizes will be awanted each one tying. Solve tne. yr*., 
rtgbt away and send me your answer together' with your name ana naw 
plainly written. $4,500.00 in prizes—EVERYBODY REWARDED. • „■
Jehn T. Adam, Mgr. Oept. 2832 $23 8. Peoria SU ChlSABfc

la onewgrtap «■*. affverfitMimt m thia *•« <* <* deHroMe f>ot if*u„meoNon Mig mqpaeUe.
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t with my 
amazing, new, simple 
MOVIE METHODISK'

ASSOCIATED 
WITH THE

At last—a quick, complete, fascinating way to leam Drafting, and 
learn it right! Experts acknowledge my new, simple, easy 
“Movie Method,” without the use of dark rooms or projectors, 
to be the first new idea in teaching Drafting tn 30 years. It's the moat easily* 
grasped, sound and sensible plan ever devised for Home Study instruction 
—ao clear, so interesting, so practical that almost before you know it, you're 
through—have finished—and are ready to go to work on a Big Pay Job.

Learn to Earn—$60 to $100 a Week
That's what the expert draftsman gets. And he's never out of work the year 
'round—for he's the King-Pin of Industry—the man they've got to have. Not 
a wheel can turn, not a brick can be laid, not a wire can be strung, until the job 
has first been planned and drawn _on paper by a draftsman. Why don't you 
get into work like that? Why don't you be a man they can't get along without 
—a Big Pay Man with a year 'round Big Pay Job? You can—it's easy—111 
show you how I

I’ll Quickly Prepare You for Drafting
With my new copyrighted “Movie Method," 1'11 help you get ready for a Big 
Pay Draftsman's job ao quickly you will be astonished. Spare time only 
needed. With my method—just like “slow motion movies," which are sent 
to you on printed pages—you see how it's done, and you do it yourself almost 
automatically. It's amazingly simple—yet so thorough and complete you 
learn Drafting from A to Z—leam it so you can sit in with the beet or them on 
the Jobs that pay Big Money.

Sample Lesson FREE
Don't sign up for any. Drafting Course until you've investigated my amsrine 
new “ Movie Method.” Mail coupon for Big FREE Book and Sample Lesson. 
See my great Earn-while-Leaming Plan—see the big Professional Drafting 

Outfit you get at no extra cost—leam about my Nation-wide Job Service 
— my positive Money Back Agreement. Mail coupon NOW I

MAIL COUPON FOP FREE BOOK
K. M. Boyd, Chief Drafting Engineer
U L. COOKE SCHOOL OF DRAFTING 
Dept. 171, 2132 Lawrence Ave., Chicago, Illinois.
Send me your book “Draw Big Pay In Drafting" and tell me 
more about your *’ Movie Method.” Thia does not obligate me

Nans...

Address.

City.... Bists.

L LCooke School of Electricity mabTSrn L^u^oney

tM'atvwtUemt^t tf U tW yon »tniicri tll» moyostoe.



a
Cvery 3,000 MilesThis

Amazing Little Device Buys
Me a New Tire... FREE”

"*T*HE money I save on gas- 
oline more than keeps me

in new tires. Figure it out... 
I was getting 13 miles per gal­
lon on my Nash. With gas at 
18c plus 2c tax it cost me $46 
to drive 3,000 miles. Now '
I'm getting better than 26 miles per 
gallon. It takes just half the gas 
and I save $23 to $25 every 3,000 
miles—more than the price of a 
new tire.''

No matter what make of car you 
drive, the Stransky Vaporizer is un­
conditionally guaranteed to give you 
50% to 100 % more miles per gallon 
or it costs you nothing. As a matter 
of fact, it is not uncommon for the 
Stransky Vaporizer' to more than 
double gasoline mileage I

Note These Records
Forty-three miles per gallon from 

a Chevrolet, reported by F. S. Car­
roll. Fifty-seven miles on one gallon 
in a Ford, reported by J. T. Jackson, 
Michigan. Forty miles per gallon 
in a Dodge from Brownsville, Tex., 
to Tampico, Mex., reported by T. L. 
Brown.

Proved by Two Million 
Owners

Records like these are reported 
in every mail for every make and 
model car . . .' from 72 different 
countries .. . the world over. More

43.'8 Miles Per Gallon
Mr. M. E. Miller. Kansas City, 

writes: "You people claim a saving 
of 25 to 60% of Gasoline. I have 
subjected the Vaporizer to a severe 
and thorough test. After installing 
one on a Chevrolet. I found 1 was 
obtaining 43.8 miles to a gallon 
whereas formerly I had been getting 
only 19.5. That Is not a saving of 
25 or 50%. but 124%, so you see 
that the actual test surpasses your 
claim.'’

FITS ANY CAR 
IN 5 MINUTES

Anyone can Install this device In 5' 
minutes. Simply loosen one connec­
tion to the Intake manifold with a 
wrench. You can do tbe rest with 
your fingers!

than two million Stransky 
Vaporizers have been installed.

Easily Installed
No bigger than a dollar 

coin—no more expensive than 
a good wrench—no more trouble to 
attach than a fan belt! Attaches to 
the intake manifold of any car in five 
minutes. Anyone can do it.

Less Gasoline—. 
More Power

The vaporizer supercharges your 
gasoline after it leaves the carbu­
retor. Completely vaporizes the gas­
oline. Under this ideal condition you 
get more compression out of less 
gasoline and a more complete explo­
sion. Both power, pickup and speed 
are noticeably increased. Starting 
is not interfered with as 'the Vapor­
izer automatically shuts itself off 
when the motor, is idle.

Make This Test
Test the Stransky Vaporizer on your car 

—and expect results that will amaze yout 
Double your mileage—get flashing pickup 
and power—forget carbon troubles, slug­
gish motor and fouled spark plugs from 
over-rich mixture—and save enough on 
your gasoline to more than keep you in 
tires. These resalts are guaranteed or the 
test costs you nothing.

Mail the coupon below for fall details, 
guarantee, and amazing trial offer, which 
is even more remarkable than we can telt 
you here. There is no obligation whatever.

$4 an Hour for Salesmen,
Agents, and SpareTimeWorkers

Men are making wonderful earnings showing the Stransky 
Vaporizer to car owners in spare time and full time. Sells fast 
tinder our guarantee. Foster made $357 in two weeks. G. F. 
Fuller earned $114 in 5 days. Eberlein sold 23 Vaporizers in 35 
minutes I J. W. Cronk actually earned $51 in an hour. You 
should be able to earn at least $3 every hour you put in. We offer 
demonstrators one Vaporizer FREE, under our unusual offer. 
Get full details. Simply mail coupon at once.

J. A. STRANSKY MFG. CO.
A-1330 Stransky Block, Pukwana, So. Dakotas

I J. A. Stransky Mfg. Co., A-1330 Stransky Block. ■
Pukwana, So. Dakota. ■

(Without obligation send me full details of your tree trial I 
offer. J.I Name........................................................................................................... J

| Address.....................................................................................................  ।

I City..............................................................State..................................... I
I ( > Check here for Distributor’s Sample Offer and Che |
* selling plan. _
I ^B BM MB SB BBBMB BM W

In wwwlng tMt atvtritttfftnt tt <> dsslrable flkaf von mintton thtt magaetae.



Follow 
this Man 
Secret Service Operator 38 is on the job 
FOLLOWhirn through all the excitement of his chase 

of the counterfeit pang. See how a crafty operator 
works. Telltale fingerprints on the tamp stand in 

the murdered girl's room! The detective's cigarette case 
is bandied by the unsuspecting gangster, and a great 
mystery is solved. Better than fiction. It's true, every 
word of it. No obligation. Just send the coupon and get—

FREE!
The Confidential Reports 

. No. 38 Made to His Chief 
And the best part of it aft is this. It may open your eyes 
to the great future for YOU as a highly paid Finger Print 
Expert. More men are needed right now. This school 
has taken men just like you and trained them for high 
official positions. This is the kind of work you would 
like. Days full of excitement. Big salaries. Rewards. 

Can you meet this test? 
Can you read and write? Are you ambitions? Would yon 
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The Mystery of Ball Bar 
Ranch

By ARTHUR PRESTON HANKINS
Author of ** The Magic Keys, '* ** Unhearing Ears, etc.

CHAPTER I.
uncle Foster's bombshell.

eccentric. His aged sister, Aradne 
Ballard, spinster, was also considered 
“ a little queer.” And the Ball Bar

EVERYBODY in the San Anselmo Ranch, owned by Foster Ballard, was a 
Mountains, and on the stretch of strange place, too, as was almost every- 
desert that sprawled at their feet, thing connected with this withered pair 

knew that old Foster Ballard, if not of time-nicked mountaineers.
an out-and-out lunatic, was at least The Ball Bar Ranch was seven thou-



sand feet above the sea. Here the 
Ball Bar cattle roamed the lush moun­
tain meadows from June til! October, 
when they were driven down to the 
eighty-mile desert range to eke out a 
living on bunchgrass and filaree 
through the blustery winter months. •

The Ballards were old-timers in the 
country, among the oldest of the early 
settlers. And they were forever in

conflict with Giles Rebble and Carey 
Backus, his cousin, two bachelors, 
whose mountain property—Hazy Val­
ley Ranch—adjoined theirs on the 
west. Grazing rights and water rights 
formed the nucleus of the dissension, 
and for years Foster Ballard and the 
cousins rode past each other without 
speaking when they met in dim forest 
trails. ,

Justine Davant, Foster and Aradne 
Ballard’s niece, however, did not se­
riously concern herself with the feud. 
There was too much to be happy about 
in these glorious mountains for one of 
her calm nature to be bothered with 
petty wranglings.

It was breakfast time in the great 
log house that stood among the lofty 
pines near the center of the Ball Bar 
Ranch. The steaming biscuits were 

on their first hasty round when Uncle 
Foster asked for the attention of the 
entire assemblage. His cocked gray 
eyes were darting bright, expectant 
glances about the board, and his hairy 
lips were quivering. A wizened, 
knotty little man of seventy, with a 
strange, almost lunatic, light in his 
peculiarly angled eyes.

His sister, Aradne Ballard, stared at 

him from the foot of the table. Her., 
eyes were similar to Foster’s, and a 
stranger would have guessed at a 
glance that the same mother had borne 
these two.

“ Listen, everybody,” said old Foster 
in his cracked, jerky voice.

THE cow hands suppressed their 
snickers. Justine Davant tried 
to look solemn. These little flights 

were no exceptional thing at Ball Bar 
Ranch. They always afforded Justine 
some amusement, for she never knew 



what amazing turn they might take be­
fore the climax.

“ Justine,” he finally said, “ Ball Bar 
Ranch will soon be yours.”

“ Not very soon, I hope, Uncle Fos­
ter,” said the girl lightly. “ You and 
Aunt Aradne are going to live for fifty 
years more. I hope so, anyway.” She 
sneaked a bite and waited, smiling sur­
reptitiously at Lambert Abbie, who 
was head over heels in love with her.

“Fifty years, eh!” snorted old 
Foster. “ Shows how much yeh know 
about it. Three weeks from to-day 
yeh’ll be th’ owner o’ Ball Bar Ranch. 
Yer Aunt Aradne will still be with 
yeh, and yeh’ll have to take keer of her, 
accordin’ to my will. But I’ll be dead. 
Dead and gone three weeks from to­
day. Yeah!”

He glanced about defiantly, his chin 
whiskers trembling, his odd eyes defy­
ing somebody to contradict him.

“ Yeh all think I’m nutty, I know,” 
the ranch owner continued. “ P’r’aps 
I am. Folks thought th’ same about 
my father—Aunt Aradne’s father and 
mine. Anyway, I’m goin’ to drive to 
Earlybird this mornin’ an’ buy my 
coffin, an’ make arrangements fer my 
funeral. An’ my funeral’s gonta be a 
week from Wednesday, rain or shine. 
Yeh c’n all go on with yer eatin’, now. 
I jest wanted to prepare yeh.”

Lambert Abbie, foreman of the Ball 
Bar, took a few mouthfuls; then, wink­
ing at one of the hands, he asked:

“What’s th’ big idee, Uncle Foster?”
The owner of Ball Bar looked up 

from his plate. His weird face pro­
claimed that he had forgotten the 
matter entirely.

“ Eh?” he asked. “ What’s what 
big idee, Bert?”

“ This here funeral a week come 
Wednesday?” returned the foreman.

“ Oh, that! Well, seein’s.I’m gonta 
die in about three weeks from to-day, 
Bert, I lowed I’d have my funeral 
beforehand, so’s I could be there to see 
how things went.”

Aunt Aradne continued to eat her 

breakfast, as if what her brother was 
saying were the most -commonplace 
statement in the world. But Justine 
and the cow hands stared at one anoth­
er in consternation.

BERT ABBIE cleared his throat at 
last. “ How yeh know yeh’re 
gonta die three weeks from to-day, 

Uncle Foster?” was his question.
“ I ain’t gonta die,” replied Foster 

Ballard simply. “ I’m gonta be mur­
dered. It was told to me in a dream 
last night.”

“ Oh! Who’s gonta do th’ job?”
Foster Ballard raised his head and 

looked witheringly at his foreman. 
“Yeh oughta know,” he told him.

“ Was the—ah—picture clear, Uncle 
Foster?” asked Justine Davant, her 
brown eyes more troubled-looking 
than they had ever been before over 
her uncle’s eccentricities.

“ No, ’twan’t,” replied the old man. 
“ I jest saw my dead body layin’ on th’ 
ground, with a certain party standin’ 
over it, his six-shooter in his hand. 
Shet up, now, an’ finish yer breakfusts. 
I don’t wanta talk about it any more.”

An hour later he was on his way to 
Earlybird, the nearest town down on 
the desert, to make arrangements for 
his novel funeral.

Several days later the mountain 
dwellers and the desert rats for miles 
about Ball Bar Ranch, and the in­
habitants of the miserable little town 
known as Earlybird, were startled 
when they read of Foster Ballard’s 
sudden death. For old Foster did not 
exactly let it be generally known that 
his funeral was to be a preliminary af­
fair. The notices that he sent out— 
printed in large and small type—ran as 
follows:

COME ONE! COME. ALL!
BIG BARBECUE AND FUNERAL AT 

BALL BAR RANCH
DANCING, MUSIC, MISCELLANEOUS 

ENTERTAINMENTS!
Mr. Foster E. Ballard, of Ball Bar 

Ranch, hereby annotmces that his 



funeral will take place on his mountain 
property on Wednesday, July 15, fol­
lowing a round of pleasure and good­
fellowship.

The festivities will begin at eight 
o’clock in the morning and continue 
until midnight, or after. Funeral at 
three o’clock in the afternoon. Sermon 
by the Rev. J. Cummins, pastor of 
Earlybird PresbyterianMChurch. Music 
by the Earlybird Presbyterian Church 
Choir.

Flowers, speeches, horse racing, 
bronco busting, barbecued steer, lemon­
ade.

Bring wives, children, and sweet­
hearts and have a good time. Admis­
sion free.

COME ONE I COME ALL!
FLOWERS!

CHAPTER II.
THE FUNERAL.

ONE came, all came. And they 
brought flowers. Curiosity had 
drawn them as a magnet draws 

steel filings. They knew, several days 
before the unique event, that old Foster 
E. Ballard had not passed away. 
Therefore they were on fire to find out 
what it was all about. If it were a 
huge hoax, they were willing to be the 
victims so long as the phenomenon was 
explained.

On the morning of the eventful fif­
teenth buckboards, buggies, wagons, 
Fords, automobiles, saddle horses, 
burros, and shank’.s mares began de­
positing the surrounding neighborhood 
at Ball Bar Ranch. Uncle Foster, grave 
of mien and dressed in appalling black, 
met every comer at the ranch house 
gates and made arrangements for 
parking vehicles and corralling steeds. 
He shook his gray head sadly when his 
funeral was mentioned, but the ques­
tions that he answered were few in­
deed.

The sporting events of the morning 
moved off smoothly, or roughly, ac­
cording to their character. They were 
thoroughly enjoyed by all excepting, 
perhaps, Unde Foster and his sister.

Uncle Foster, at least, considering the 
grave rites that lay ahead of him, 
looked on morosely and with the dig­
nity becoming a dead man.

The barbecue, at noon, was a de­
cided success, and Uncle Foster perked 
up a little, for he loved good food. 
After dinner the young people danced 
on a hastily erected dance floor, their 
feet keeping time to the strains of a 
violin and an accordion.

And then came three o’clock, when 
the throng was hazed to the wide ve­
randa of the old log house, where the 
funeral was to take place.

The benches had been carried thither, 
and when the assemblage was seated 
and silent, Uncle Foster arose and 
made a few explanatory remarks.

0 Friends an’ neighbors,” came his 
melancholy croak, “ we are gathered 
together to-day to solemnize the last 
rites of Foster E. Ballard, known to 
all o’ yeh fer a spell o’ years. I wanta 
thank yeh all fer turnin’ out th’ way 
yeh’ve done. It warms th’ cockles o’ 
my heart. When I’m really dead, in 
maybe a week from now, they’ll be no 
funeral, ’cause it ’ll be all over.”

He faced the flower-smothered cas­
ket, wiped a tear from an ancient eye, 
and once more faced the twitching 
faces of his acquaintances.

“ That’s all I got to say, folks,” he 
continued. ** And now my lifelong 
friend, Jedge Whitmore, Jestice o’ th’ 
Peace at Earlybird, will make a few 
remarks an’ read th’ will. After which 
th’ funeral services will proceed.”

HE seated himself beside the coffin.
A man leaning against a tree in 
the yard started to clap his hands, 

then blushed furiously as a companion 
grabbed his wrists.

Judge Whitmore rose to his feet, al­
most lost his balance, and bore him­
self up by grasping the back of his 
chair. He blushed with embarrass­
ment as the gathering snickered. The 
worthy judge had sampled many a hip 
flask before and after the barbecue.



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. “ I 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 - JJ me—

“ 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.

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

“ Huh 1” 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 

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 Ranch, 
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 Foster1” 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.

THE 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 erection of a new” 
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.



After which the mourners became 
invited guests once more, and returned 
to their merry-making.

A stranger, smiling doubtfully, ap­
proached Justine after the final scene. 
He lifted a new Stetson hat, so that 
Justine could see his curly brown hair, 
trimmed city fashion. He seemed 
muscular, and certainly was graceful 
and well knit. Decidedly good look­
ing, too, in a frank, boyish way. He 
was dressed in an olive-drab shirt, with 
riding breeches of the same color, and 
new leather puttees.

“ Permit me to introduce myself, 
Miss Davant,” he said, his smile in­
creasing in confidence as he looked 
into the steady, brown eyes. “I am 
Benjamin Camp — ordinarily called 
Ben Camp.”

Justine bowed wonderingly.
“ My appearance here at this mo­

mentous time is an accident,” Mr. 
Camp continued. “ Nothing was told 
me about the—er—funeral by the peo­
ple from whom I heard about this 
region, and it was a complete surprise 
to me when I arrived this morning and 
found myself one of the—er—specta­
tors. A rather unusual proceeding, 
Miss Davant.”

“ Utterly asinine,” said Justine 
somewhat snappishly.

Ben Camp smiled. ° Unique,” he 
modified. “ I suppose, now, that any 
business a person may have to transact 
here should be placed before you, Miss 
Davant. I heard the reading of the 
will.”

“ Well-1-1,” Justine looked thought­
ful, " I don’t know about that, Mr. 
Camp. I haven’t consented yet to com­
ply with the provisions of my uncle’s 
will. I hardly know where I stand, 
you see. What is it that you want, Mr. 
Camp?”

“J UNDERSTAND that there is a 
[ little cow camp somewhere on Ball

Bar Ranch called Faraway. An 
abandoned camp.”

** Yes. It was abandoned about two 

years ago. We don’t let the cattle 
range over that way now because of 
difficulties between Uncle Foster and 
Giles Rebble, who, in partnership with 
his cousin, Carey Backus, owns Hazy 
Valley Ranch.

“It’s not very good range, anyway, 
so Faraway has been abandoned, per­
haps for good.” -

“ So I was led to believe. Miss 
Davant, I’d like to rent Faraway, get 
permission to fix up the cabin and spend 
the summer there. Would there be 
any objection, do you think?”

“ I can’t see why there should be. 
The cabin is of no use to Uncle Foster. 
Speak to him about it, Mr. Camp.”

“ You don’t imagine it would—er— 
disturb his rest?” Ben Camp smiled 
whimsically.

“ Try him, anyway,” suggested Jus­
tine.

Ben Camp returned to the girl with­
in the minute. “ He refused to con­
sider the matter,” he reported. “ He 
says that you may as well consider 
him dead and assume all responsibility 
at once.”

Justine Davant’s pretty face red­
dened. Her brown eyes flashed indig­
nation. But she made no comment on 
Uncle Foster’s suggestion.

“ What do you plan to do at Far­
away, Mr. Camp?” she questioned.

“ I just want to loaf and rest and 
enjoy nature,” Ben Camp told her. 
“ I’ve a hobby, too, that I mean to fol­
low as an excuse for living there. 
Might one be allowed to cut trails 
through the chaparral—if there is any 
chaparral ?”

“ There is a great deal of it. All of 
one hillside is covered with it. Of 
course you could cut trails. The more 
the better, I should say, since the chap­
arral is all but impenetrable.”

“Fine! Just what I want, Miss 
Davant. And the rent?”

“ Well-1-1—ordinarily I should say 
nothing. But as the cabin really be­
longs to Uncle Foster—to Ball Bar 
Ranch—I should like to know what 



you’re going to do there before telling 
you to go ahead. Your reference to 
trail-cutting sounds very mysterious to 
me.”

“ I 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. “ I shall be de­
lighted to stay.”

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

have Justine Davant interested in his 
unusual calling.

NOT 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 



the girl. “ He’s never done any­
thing half so crazy before. There was 
always some sense to his eccentricity 
before. I’m desperately worried, Mr. 
Camp. I know I’m sound of mind, 
and yet—"

“ Forget that,” he chided her. “ If 
I were as confident of always being as 
sane as you are, I’d be content. If 
there is insanity in your family, it’s due 
to skip a generation.or two.”

“ I thank you, I’m sure,” she told 
him, with just a trace of nervousness 
in her laugh. “And I’ll not brood 
over such a thing. I’ll just go on and 
run the ranch, as Uncle Foster expects 
me to. He told me long ago that he 
meant to will the ranch to me when he 
died. But he never before hinted at 
the other condition to the will—that 
I marry Bert Abbie within a year. 
Couldn’t I have that stricken out on the 
ground that uncle wasn’t himself when 
he made the will?”

" W OU don’t want to marry this 
J Abbie, then?”

Camp’s face seemed to 
brighten immediately.

“ Why, I’ve never given the mat­
ter a thought, Mr. Camp. I was 
nearly knocked flat when I heard of it.”

“ Do you like Abbie?”
“ Immensely. We’ve always been the 

best of friends. But that has nothing 
to do with it.”

** Of course not. But I doubt if you 
can have that condition stricken from 
the will, Miss Davant.”

“ But what am I to do if Uncle Fos­
ter dies without changing his will? 
Aunt Aradne can’t run the ranch. 
And now I can’t have the property un­
less I marry Bert. It’s absurd!”

** Perhaps you may be able to make 
your uncle understand your feeling in 
the matter, so that he’ll change the 
will.”

“ Uncle Foster never changes any­
thing. Oh, dear me, let’s talk about 
something pleasant. Tell me about 
your animal pictures. Do you know 

everything about wild things?” she 
asked admiringly.

“ Hardly,” Camp returned. “ I learn 
something new every day. It’s an ab­
sorbing study.”

Justine Davant sighed pensively. 
“ It must be so,” she said. “ Will 
you teach me? I’ve always been in­
terested in the animals about here.”

The minutes slipped by swiftly, with 
the two enthusiasts exchanging ex­
periences. They were sitting quite 
close together now, and they didn’t 
seem to realize that, in their eagerness, 
they had been edging toward each 
other along the bench. The bullbats 
zoomed through the night air, now and 
then adding their peculiar cry to the 
sound of their wings.

And now Justine was telling Ben 
Camp about a traditional hoard of 
Spanish pesos that was supposed to be 
hidden somewhere close to Ball Bar 
Ranch.

CHAPTER IV.
SPANISH GOLD.

“AS the story goes,” Justine began, 
“ a party of Spanish emigrants 
were on their way up from 

Mexico. That was about 1830, so far 
as is known. They were religious en­
thusiasts and were planning to form a 
colony near one of the Spanish mis­
sions that the old Franciscan Fathers 
had established in California. They 
became lost in these mountains, while 
trying to find a passage through them 
to the Pacific Coast. Then they were 
set upon by Indians and slaughtered. 
They fought for days, withstanding a 
fierce siege, until they were all wiped 
out, with the exception of one man, 
who feigned death and later escaped.

“ In some manner he managed to 
get through the mountains to a mission 
on the coast. He told the padre in 
charge of the mission that the leader 
of the party had hidden a great amount 
of gold and silver coins when they were 



first attacked. But this leader had 
been killed, and the survivor didn’t 
know how he had disposed of the 
treasure. The padre returned with 
him into the mountains, accompanied 
by a number of Spanish soldiers and 
Indians. The place where the battle 
took place was located, and we think 
it was what later became Ball Bar 
Ranch. But no trace of the treasure 
was found, though it must have been 
hidden close to the battle ground. That 
is,” she finished, “ if there is any truth 
at all to the story. It may be just a 
myth.”

“Of course you people have searched 
for the cache ?” asked Camp.

“ I’ll say we have! Uncle Foster 
has devoted many years to it, and I’m 
guilty, too, of digging around and 
searching for signs. Besides, other 
people have searched for it—the Reb- 
bles, for instance. But nothing’s ever 
been found, so far as we know. Not 
even the precise location of the battle­
field. Personally, I’ve about decided 
it’s a back-country story, with little or 
no foundation of truth.”

Just then a dark figure loomed up 
beside them, and a voice said gruffly.

“ Settin’ out pretty late, ain’t yeh, 
Justine? It’s after 'leven o’clock.”

The owner of the voice was Bert 
Abbie, foreman of Ball Bar Ranch, and 
Justine gasped at the new proprietary 
tone that he had used.

" Well, Bert,” she asked calmly, 
“ what’s the idea? I didn’t know that 
you ever interested yourself in the 
hours I stay awake. Have you met 
Mr. Camp?”

“ Yeah, I met ’im,” growled the 
foreman, his tone implying that the 
remembrance was distasteful. “ I think 
yeh oughta be abed, Justine. These 
here nights are cold, and yeh ain’t 
wrapped up sufficient.”

*‘<’M quite comfortable, thank you,” 
J she said.

" It’s entirely my fault,” said 
Ben Camp, rising hastily. MI did 

realize that it was growing late, but I 
was too selfish to bring it to Miss 
Davant’s attention. In fact, I was en­
joying the conversation so much that I 
was afraid she would realize how time 
has slipped away and leave me. Can 
you blame me, Mr. Abbie?”

Mr. Abbie didn’t answer. " Them 
candles are jest barely splutterin’,” he 
complained. “ Yeh’d been in th’ dark 
soon. Then I reckon yeh’d got wise.”

“Come, Mr. Camp,” said the girl, 
ignoring Abbie. And mischievously, 
perhaps even a little flirtatiously, Jus­
tine linked her arm in Camp’s and led 
him toward the house. Bert Abbie 
scowled after them, then sulkily went 
about extinguishing the candles.

A night’s sleep did not serve to erase 
the foreman’s sulkiness. He was un­
usually silent at breakfast, and, for the 
most part, kept his dark, brooding eyes 
fixed on his plate.

Justine was amazed. She had known, 
of course, that Abbie considered him­
self more or less in love with her, for 
women are seldom unaware of such 
matters. But she had had no idea that 
he would aspire to become her hus­
band. He was somewhat uncouth, al­
most illiterate, and she doubted if he 
ever -would have considered himself 
good enough for her had not this 
strange situation developed.

Well, she’d show him!
“ I’m going to guide you to Far­

away,” she told Ben Camp, as they 
rose from the breakfast table.

“ You’re sure it won’t be incon­
veniencing you?” Camp asked.

“ I'm sure I want to do it,” Justine 
retorted, in a voice loud enough for 
Bert Abbie to hear.

The foreman’s rather low brow 
showed a decided scowl as he left the 
kitchen to continue the ranch work for 
the day.

Chapped and spurred, Justine joined 
Ben Camp at the horse corral. She 
noted his dexterity in throwing the 
one-man diamond-hitch on his burro’s 
pack. Then, her saddle mare, Mus­



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.

IT 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 canon. 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 *nature. 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 
and slide; and the movement would 
have 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 
watchers could not guess.

“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 reen­
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.

THE 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 
canon.

“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 



of the old adage that necessity is the 
mother of invention,” the girl ex­
plained. ” When the boys were bring­
ing that stovepipe over here they lost 
two lengths of it on the rubble slide. 
The rocks at once covered them, and 
the boys couldn’t locate ’em anywhere. 
They were too busy to return for more 
pipe, so they simply elevated their 
stove so that the two remaining joints 
were sufficient to reach up through the 
roof. I call that stove Mohammed. 
The mountain wouldn’t come to Mo­
hammed, you remember, so Moham­
med went to the mountain. You stand 
on that box to cook.”

Ben Camp laughed cheerfully.
Justine decided that she ought not 

to stay and help him put things to 
rights, for there was housework to be 
done at home. She held out her hand 
when she was ready to set foot to 
stirrup.

Ben Camp looked deep into the se­
rene brown eyes of the future owner 
of Ball Bar Ranch. For the first time 
since meeting her he felt a strange em­
barrassment. This untrammeled, un­
tarnished girl of the mountains had 
taken a strong hold upon his imagina­
tion. He wanted to hold that brown 
little hand indefinitely.

“ I’m not deserting you,” she 
laughed. “ I’ll be riding over this way 
as soon as I can. You’re going th make 
a naturalist outof me, you know. Can 
I bring you anything when I come? 
A couple of joints of stovepipe, for 
instance ?”

“ I wouldn’t lower Mohammed from 
his throne for anything,” Ben told her. 
“ No, I think I want nothing, thank 
you. And if you should need me for 
anything, ride over after me, or send 
some one.”

“ Why, I don’t know that I shall 
need you,” she said hesitatingly, and 
her long lashes covered her eyes.

“ I don’t like the way Abbie is act­
ing,” Ben Camp told her.

“ Oh, that!” she scoffed. “ I’ll put 
an end to that soon—when I get Uncle

Foster alone and persuade him to 
strike out that stupid clause in his will. 
He’s perhaps forgotten even now that 
he’s supposed to die next week. Poor 
old Uncle Foster! Good-by, now!”

And her hand slipped out of his and 
grasped the saddle horn.

Next moment Mustard’s hoofs were 
thudding along Faraway Creek.

CHAPTER V.
AN ENCOUNTER ON THE TRAIL.

IT was only natural that Justine Da­
vant should be deeply interested in 
a man like Benjamin Camp. Her 

years at Ball Bar Ranch had been a 
period of intellectual starvation. Uncle 
Foster Ballard and Aunt Aradne were 
uneducated people. The orphan girl, 
city bred, had been lonely, living with 
them.

It was the same with the Ball Bar 
cow-punchers. Such girl friends as 
she had, lived far away, for Ball Bar 
was remote. The girl loved the big 
outdoors, ranch life, and the wilder­
ness of the West. But she craved other 
elements in her life that Ball Bar and 
vicinity could not supply, some one 
with whom she could talk about things 
that did not have their sole foundation 
in ranch life. At last, it seemed, she 
had trapped a fellow human with 
whom she could form a sympathetic 
companionship. And the fact that he 
was a man and good looking, did not 
lessen her degree of satisfaction in her 
find.

As she left the rubble slide behind 
her and passed out at the head of the 
little valley, a horseman rode into the 
trail before her from the timber. In­
stantly she recognized the big cutting 
horse that Lambert Abbie rode. Ab­
bie himself was astride the animal, loll­
ing bonelessly in the big, high-cantled 
saddle.

Justine’s brown eyes flashed and her 
red lips formed a straight, defensive 
line. But when she addressed the fore­



man her tones were gentle and 
friendly.

“ Hello, Bert/* she greeted him. 
“ Whither away?”

“Didn’t see a bunch o’ old muley 
cows with their calves over toward 
Faraway, did yeh, Justine?” he asked.

“ Not a sign of ’em,” she replied. 
“ There are a hundred or more two- 
year-olds grazing in Rubble Slide Val­
ley, though.”

“Yeah — I ain’t bothered about 
them. It’s them old cows I’m after. 
Git that fella fixed up over at Far­
away ?”

“ Yes. The cabin’s in fairly good 
shape, Bert. A few shakes on the roof 
will be all that’s necessary in the way 
of repairs. I’m going to take that 
short crosscut saw and a froe to him 
to-morrow. He’s going to fell a sugar 
pine and make some shakes.”

Justine wondered why she had told 
this half lie. She had not mentioned 
to Ben Camp the matter of the froe 
and the crosscut, and he had said noth­
ing about felling a sugar pine. The 
idea had popped into her fertile brain 
a moment before she spoke.

“'T’AKIN’ pretty good care of *im,
£ ain’t yeh, Justine?”

“ Why not ? He’s our guest, 
isn’t he? Why shouldn’t I be hospi­
table?”

“ How much rent yeh chargin’ ’im 
fer Faraway cabin?”

“ None at all, Bert. It isn’t worth 
anything.”

“ Not to us, but it is to him. Hadn’t 
he oughta pay fer somethin* that he 
wants and c’n use?”

Justine did not fail to note the use 
of the word “us.” Her lips were 
straight again. _

“ I consider,” she said, well aware 
that her words were cruel, “ that asso­
ciation with him will amply repay me 
for the use of Faraway.”

“ Oh, so yeh like to 'sociate with ’im, 
eh?”

“ I do, indeed. He’s educated, re­

fined, companionable. I’ve longed to 
know an educated man like Ben Camp 
all of my life at Ball Bar. I intend to 
see him often. We have a great deal 
in common.”

Bert Abbie’s rugged face had turned 
beet red. His brooding eyes showed 
sparks of anger. “ Yeh oughta be 
ashamed of yer self, Justine,” he re­
buked her. “ Chasin’ round th’ coun­
try with a man that’s a perfect stran­
ger, bein’ alone with ’im in that cabin, 
an —

“ Stop right there, Lambert Abbie!” 
Justine interrupted in a dangerous 
tone. “ I never in my life expected to 
hear such an insulting speech from 
you. I could kill a stranger for such 
an insinuation as you’ve just made. I 
believe I could kill you if you repeated 
it. Something’s the matter with you, 
Bert, you’re not yourself to-day. I’m 
riding on now.”

She put pressure on Mustard’s reins, 
and the little mare moved forward 
along the trail, champing the wheel of 
her half-breed bit.

But Bert did not swing the big sorrel 
out of the path.

“ Listen, Justine,” said he. “ Don’t 
make a fool out o’ yerself. Yeh know 
yeh gotta marry me in order to inherit 
Ball Bar Ranch. So why not git used 
to th’ idea an’ look at th’ thing in a 
sensible light? Yeh like me, yeh know 
yeh do.

“ Yeh know, I reckon, that I have 
loved yeh since th’ day yeh come from 
San Francisco, after yer father died. 
So why act like yeh’re doin’, Justine? 
Ain’t I good enough fer yeh ?”

There was such genuine misery and 
pleading in the man’s husky voice that 
Justine could not find it in her heart 
to be cruel now.

“ Bert,” she told him, “ it’s not that 
I don’t like you. You know that I do. 
But I don’t love you. I’ve never thought 
about you that way at all. I’m too old- 
fashioned to marry a man that I don’t 
love. I know it’s being done every day 
but none of that for me. I’m really 



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. “ I 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 VI.
NOCTURNAL PROWLERS.

BEN 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 

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 



a sharp explosion. He sat up, rubbing 
the sleep from his eyes, grabbed his 
electric torch and trained the beam on 
his watch;

“Twenty-three minutes after one,” 
he muttered sleepily. “Don’t forget 
that to-morrow, young fellow.” .

Next moment he was snuggling into 
the blankets again.

SHORTLY after dawn, he break­
fasted, then crawled, breathless, 
through the chaparral.

The trap had been sprung.
He removed the plate-holder from 

the camera and set his trap once more 
in the same place. Since he had no 
dark room in which to work, he must 
wait until night had fallen before de­
veloping the plate. But at last, that 
night, he took the plate from the hypo­
clearing solution with trembling' fin­
gers.

With a whoop of sheer joy he stud­
ied the exposure.

An immense bear was staring him 
straight in the face. Big-jowled, vi­
cious-looking, his little eyes bored di­
rectly into Camp’s. There was not the 
slightest evidence of fright in them, 
for he had been snapped in the fraction 
of a second before his senses reg­
istered the terrifying explosion.

Suddenly Ben Camp cried out again, 
louder than before. He had not at 
first realized the value of this exposure. 
For by every sign and token, he now 
knew that he had caught an immense 
silvertip, or grizzly, a species of bear 
almost extinct. Never before had Ben 
Camp gained a picture of a grizzly in 
his native haunts.

He danced about like a boy, the drip­
ping plate in his hands. “ Old Ephraim, 
by golly!” he yelled in jubilation. “ Old 
Ephraim himself! Oh, I must get more 
exposures of that bear! I’ll dog the 
life out of him. I’ll snap him from ev­
ery angle. He may not care for pub­
licity, hut I’ll hound him like a cub re­
porter!”

It was indeed a big day for the young 

naturalist. The grizzly bear, the most 
ferocious of all bears, the largest, the 
rarest/was an animal that any scientist 
in Camp’s particular line would have 
been proud to shoot.

No cannonlike explosion disturbed 
his slumbers that night. He was astir 
early, cooking his breakfast, chopping 
wood, feeding his horse and burro. 
When the sun was bright on the cabin 
he made a print from the negative, 
and “fixed” it. It made a wonder­
ful picture, the big bear as natural as 
life, one huge forepaw thrust forward 
and planted, his piggish eyes glisten­
ing and full of intelligence, his massive 
shoulders hunched above him like the 
hump of a buffalo.

The print ready for inspection, he 
wrote a note to Justine, directing her 
to fire three revolver shots if she found 
him absent. He pinned it to the door 
with a pine splinter, and, taking up his 
rifle, started toward the chaparral, to 
visit his “ line of traps.”

About eleven o’clock, while he was 
crawling along on hands and knees, he 
heard a faint revolver shot from far 
off over the lake.

There came a second and a third, 
then silence. And Ben Camp knew 
that Justine Davant was waiting for 
him down at the cabin on Faraway 
Creek.

JUSTINE DAVANTS red lips 
formed a little O as her unbeliev­
ing eyes stared at the photograph 

of Old Ephraim.
“ First rattle out of the box,” crowed 

Ben Camp, delighted at her emotion. 
“ Bet you never saw him in the woods.”

“ Never,” replied Justine, in an awed 
little voice. “ I—I never saw such a 
bear.”

“He’s a grizzly! Old Ephraim, to 
the pioneers who crossed the Great 
Divide, and who had to deal with him.”

“ Why, I never knew of one being 
in this country!”

“ That’s the wonderful part of this 
game,” Ben Camp told her. “One 



never knows what he’s going to catch 
in a camera trap. We don’t know what 
strange animals are roaming the forests 
at night, slinking along the little-known 
trails, attending to their nocturnal busi­
ness.”

“ Oh, may I have this print to show 
to Uncle Foster and the boys?”

“ Certainly. As many as you want. 
I’m going to print mofe to-morrow. I 
—er—expected you yesterday.”

“ I simply couldn’t come—there was 
so much housework that needed doing. 
But I’ve made up for my remissness; 
I’ve brought you a short one-man 
crosscut saw and a froe. Can you 
make shakes?”

“ I’ve seen them made miany times.
Guess I could manage it.”

“ I’ll help you. I know all about it.” 
Justine laughed at her own presump­
tion. “ Let’s fell a sugar pine and get 
at it right away.”

“ You tempt me,” said Ben Camp. 
“ But I really must be getting back into 
the chaparral. I don’t know when Old 
Ephraim may take it into his head to 
leave this neck of the woods.”

“ Then let’s let the roofing go for 
to-day,” the girl suggested promptly. 
“I’d rather hunt bears than make 
shakes, anyway. Wait till I picket 
Mustard beside the creek, and I’ll be 
with you.”

“ That’s fine!” Ben Camp said, in 
elation. “ You’ll find it difficult travel­
ing,” he remarked, glancing at her 
worn, fringed chaparejos. “ But so 
long as you’re not trammelled with a 
skirt, I guess you can make it.”

“ Watch me!” she boasted. “ I can 
go anywhere you can, and maybe then 
some.”

“ Then some ” it proved to be. The 
girl of the mountains was as agile as 
an eel. Crawling, wriggling along in 
a prone position, breasting through the 
dense, prickly bushes, she soon showed 
Ben Camp Just how to do it.

“ I give up,” he puffed, after half 
an hour of slow, torturing progress. 
“ Le’s rest. You’ve got the advantage 

over me. You’re smaller, and there­
fore miss more obstacles than I do. Be­
sides, you’re showing off.”

JUSTINE laughed, lay flat on her 
back under the dense branches, and 
wiped her fiery red face with her 

handkerchief. The sun beat down 
mercilessly. There seemed to be not a 
breath of air in that vast sea of locked 
chaparral. Her young bosom heaved 
as she lay there as naturally as if she 
were in her snug little bed at Ball Bar 
Ranch.

Ben Camp watched her. Her utter 
disregard of stupid conventions pleased 
him. He admired her confident man­
ner, her poise, her freedom from 
prudery. In fact, he liked almost 
everything about Justine Davant

An hour later they had penetrated 
the chaparral, and came out, panting, 
at the western end of the rubble slide.

They were clear of the chaparral 
now. The slide, with its peculiar, 
roundish stones stretched before them 
to the forest beyond. They had passed 
completely around the eastern end of 
the lake.

“If you crawl through here a bit and 
then come out to the edge of the slide 
again,” she told her companion, “ you’ll 
see the remains of Uncle Foster’s trail 
across it. And I think, too, that we’ll 
find easier traveling.”

THE girl’s estimate of distance 
proved correct. They were ex­
actly abreast the western end of 

the rubble slide when they finally 
emerged from the tall chaparral. Jus­
tine pointed to a string of rotting logs 
that thrust their butts out from the 
mass of round stones.

“ That’s what’s left of the trail,” she 
announced. “If the rubble were 
pitched off it, it would still be a trail 
for a considerable distance. It’s near 
the middle that the big slides occurred.” 

Ben Camp stepped close. Then of 
a sudden he threw himself on his knees 
and stared at the ground. It was bare 



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.

44 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 
—looking 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.

44 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.”

“ I 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 

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.”

“ I’ll 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 VII.
MAROONED.

“ 1 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 



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 1” 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

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.

SHE 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. Canon after 
canon, 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 



exasperated girl. But immediately she 
was her old serene self again. “ But 
what’s the use in worrying? What 
must be must. You’ll have me on your 
hands for at least two days, even if it 
stops snowing and raining. Longer if 
the storm continues. So what do you 
say we make the best of it ?”

“ Of course. There’s plenty of grub. 
Plenty of blankets, too, so long as we 
keep the fire going. We’ll be snug as 
bugs in a rug. But—”

“ Yes, I know. Men are so puritan­
ical. The best of ’em are,” she added, 
as a sort of present-company-excepted 
apology to him. “ Lambert Abbie will 
be raving at my immodesty. Aunt 
Aradne won’t say much, but her dole­
ful look will convey volumes. Uncle 
Foster will nearly jerk his chin whis­
kers out, but he’ll forget all about it 
an hour after I’ve returned. But I 
don’t care!”

She tossed her head in a girlish ges­
ture. “ It can’t be helped. So we’re 
just going to forget it and make the 
best of a bad situation. And, so long 
as snow is falling instead of rain, we 
needn’t sit here in this stuffy cabin. 
Let’s get out and scout up a lot of 
firewood and pile it in a dry corner. 
Then we’ll get at rebuilding Rubble 
Slide Trail for Old Ephraim to in­
vestigate.”

“ Perhaps we even may be able to 
reconstruct it so that you can cross,” 
he suggested.

“ Anxious to be rid of me already, 
eh?” she laughed. “No, Mr. Camp, 
there’s not a chance. The slides in the 
middle are too big for us. Come—let’s 
get busy. I’m atingle to be accomplish­
ing something.”

BEN CAMP smiled grimly. He 
was quit£ aware that Justine Da­
vant knew he was not anxious to 

be rid of her. In fact, a delicious thrill 
was coursing through him. The idea 
of being in close companionship with 
this adorable girl for at least two days 
gave a rosy color to his leaping 

thoughts. And his face must have mir­
rored the delightful turmoil in his 
mind, for Justine accused:

“You like it, don’t you—even 
though you don’t approve?”

“ I’m glad that you realize I like it/* 
was his straightforward answer.

Then Justine, realizing that the 
trend of conversation was bordering 
on dangerous ground, blushed as she 
remembered that it was she who had 
directed it that way.

Ben Camp’s pack seemed to contain 
everything necessary to wilderness use 
and comfort. Soon, carrying a pick 
and shovel and an ax, the two were 
toilsomely working their way up to the 
western end of the rubble slide. They 
reached the beginning of the trail and 
set to work at sending the accumu­
lated stones rolling down into the 
soggy valley, and rearranging the 
logs that had once formed a solid path­
way across the treacherous slide.

Ben Camp was watching the girl 
ahead of him as he labored. She was 
using the pick to displace the larger 
stones, and her movements thrilled 
him. She worked like a “ shovel 
stiff,” with no hesitancy, no feminine 
awkwardness such as most women dis­
play when handling tools designed for 
men, and with a free play of her mus­
cles that was pretty to see.

Suddenly he heard an unfamiliar 
ring from the point of her pick. She 
stood motionless a moment, then wield­
ed the pick once more, whereupon the 
metallic sound was repeated.

Then the girl stooped swiftly and 
tugged at something with her hands. 
She turned in his direction a face sud­
denly flushed, and there was a strange 
little squeak of excitement in her voice 
as she called:

“Ben! Ben! Come here, quick!”
He ran along the rehabilitated trail 

and stood over her, his blood pounding 
because she had called him Ben.

“ Look!” she cried, wide eyes fixed 
on him. “What is it? I found it 
among the round stones in the trail. I



—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.

“ Oooh!” 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 pesos I”

CHAPTER VIII.
A SHOT IN THE NIGHT.

THEY 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 
“dag s,” 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 

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 rubbl$ 
slide. They would naturally take to 
such a place when attacked, don’t yon 
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. It 
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 
first.”

The snow was still falling, and the 
night was calm and cold. The forest 
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, 



middle-aged man, dressed in cowboy 
costume.

Justine sprang to her feet “Giles 
Rebble!” she cried.

rlE cattleman came to a dead stop 
just beyond the door and stared 
at her. Finally he smiled.

4‘ Why, hello, Miss Davant,” he re­
turned. “ This here’s an unexpected 
pleasure. I reckon I ain’t seen you 
for a couple o’ years. How ’bout it?”

“ It may be that long,” replied 
Justine. “ How have you been ?”

“ Oh, so-so. I got caught out this 
afternoon in the storm. I was tryin’ 
to haze out a little bunch from th’ 
other side o* th’ lake. Had no idea she 
was gonta blow when I left Hazy Val­
ley, so I drifted out late. I got caught, 
miles from th’ ranch house. Seein’ a 
light in Faraway Cabin, I thinks* I’ll 
see what’s goin’ on in here, and maybe 
get a shakedown for th’ night. But I 
didn’t expect to find—er—you.”

“No, I suppose not,” the girl'said 
stiffly. “ Mr. Camp, allow me to 
present Mr. Giles Rebble, of Hazy 
Valley Ranch—Uncle Foster’s most 
dearly beloved enemy. Mr. Camp is—is 
stopping here for a time, Giles.”

The cowman shook hands with Ben, 
grinning broadly. “ Yer uncle’s most 
dearly beloved enemy, eh?” he 
chuckled. “ That’s good.”

“ I want you to make yourself at 
home here, Mr. Rebble,” Camp said. 
“ It’ll be a matter of sitting up all 
night, I guess, since sleeping accom­
modations are limited. But, thank 
heaven, I’ve a deck of cards. Of course, 
being thorough Westerners, you both 
play?”

Both the girl and Rebble nodded.
When the meal was over, and the 

aluminium dishes washed, they 
gathered round the rickety table and 
played casino till the small hours of the 
morning. Then Justine, worn out, 
curled up in Ben Camp’s blankets, and 
the men talked in lowered voices till 
dawn was close at hand.

Then suddenly, from the chaparral 
beyond the lake, there came a smart 
explosion.

Giles Rebble rose from his cracker 
box seat in surprise. “ What the 
devil?” he barked.

Justine stirred in the blankets, 
turned over, and made no further 
move.

“ Funny,” said Ben Camp; and as 
he walked to the door to peer out, he 
glanced surreptitiously at his watch.

It was seventeen minutes after five. 
Had Old Ephraim fired a flash up 
there in the chaparral ?

Rebble looked at him keenly as 
Camp, shaking his head, returned from 
the door. Then his glance coasted to 
a corner, where the yellow legs of a 
spare camera tripod protruded from 
under an upended packbag which Ben 
had thrown over it to protect it from 
the drip.

“ Mighty strange—mighty strange!” 
the cowman mused, still studying the 
naturalist’s face. “ Can you imagine 
who fired that shot, Mr. Camp ?”

“ It may have been only a limb 
snapping off from the weight of the 
snow,” suggested Ben.

Giles Rebble shook his head solemn­
ly. " No, it wasn’t that,” he stated 
confidently. “ There was powder be­
hind that shot, Mr. Camp.”

CHAPTER IX.
THE RUBBLE SLIDE.

THE storm had abated when morn­
ing came. Giles Rebble was free 
to ride on to Hazy Valley, to the 

west, but Justine Davant was still held 
prisoner by the bog.

She and Ben Camp waved good-by 
to the cattleman as he rode off through 
the grim, black trees, balls of snow 
shooting backward from the hoofs of 
his galloping bay. When he had dis­
appeared the girl faced her companion.

“ Well,” she remarked, “ he seemed 
suspicious, didn’t he?”



“ About what ?”
“ Us—and the explosion early this 

morning.” She smiled at his aston­
ishment. “ Yes, it wakened me, but I 
played dead. Rebble made a mistake 
in stating that he had been trying to 
hose 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 ’ll be wet and slippery under 
that chaparral. You’ll get soaked.”

E)espite 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. I’ll look for Giles Rebble’s 
cows—if any.”

He unslung the leather case from 
his shoulder and passed it to her.

AN 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. 
“ I’m 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 dose 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 exasperation. 
“ 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 



ridden from Hazy Valley this morn­
ing. That means they’ve an outfit with 
’em, and—■”

“And what?”
“ And are here for an indefinite stay. 

Hunting for something, I’d say—not 
cattle. Maybe cannon balls.”

" I think you’re getting close to the 
truth,” Camp praised her. “Yeah, 
you’re getting hot.”

For perhaps twenty minutes the 
young adventurers kept in hiding, oc­
casionally watching the strange pair 
across the lake. Then the cousins 
mounted their horses and rode off 
through the woods.

THEY scoured the other side of the 
lake with the binoculars once 
more, and seeing nothing of the 

cousins, they set out along the edge of 
the chaparral toward the rubble slide. 
Before long they were once more ply­
ing pick and shovel, but now they 
studied every stone carefully in the 
hope that it might turn out to be a 
cannon ball, shaggy with red rust.

They had been at work about an 
hour when, from far off over the slide, 
there came a long-drawn u Who-hoo!” 

They straightened their aching backs 
and listened.

“ What now ?” asked Justine of the 
surrounding silence.

The call was presently repeated, and, 
on impulse, Justine answered it. “ It 
may be some one in difficulty,” she ex­
plained.

Her cry brought an immediate 
response, and for a long time there was 
silence.

Then a figure hove in sight, ap­
proaching across the slide. It was the 
figure of a man, and he was afoot and 
walking with vast difficulty. He was 
crossing the slide on what remained of 
the old trail, and his task was danger­
ous and exasperating.

As the two watched him they saw 
him slip several times, as the round 
stones rolled beneath his feet. Twice 
he went down entirely, and on one oc­

casion he sprawled flat, clutching 
wildly upward, while an avalanche of 
stones went bowling down into the 
valley from under his body.

“ He’s taking a desperate chance,” 
the girl commented grimly as she 
watched the man’s slow, precarious 
progress toward her.

“ Turn the binocs on him,” suggested 
Camp.

“No need,” she replied shortly. 
“ It’s Bert Abbie.”

“ Coming to rescue you, of course.”
“ Beyond the shadow of a doubt. 

And isn’t it nice of him! However, I 
certainly admire his courage. I 
wouldn’t attempt to cross this slide for 
anything. Look! There he goes!”

And going he was. He was shoot­
ing feet first down the steep slide, and 
below him and above him the stones 
were bounding down, some of them 
leaping into the air like tennis balls, 
threatening to crush his skull. They 
saw his clawing hands—clawing at 
nothing that would hold. They saw 
his desperate efforts to plant his feet 
where there was no solid thing to plant 
them on.

“Oh! Oh! He’ll be killed!” wailed 
Justine.

Then miraculously the sliding body 
stopped short. Over it poured the 
round stones, their smart clacking, as 
they struck one another, reaching the 
watchers’ ears. They fairly boiled 
over him in their mad race for the 
valley, and he was lost to sight.

Justine’s face was as white as paper. 
She threw an arm before her eyes as if 
to shut out the cruel spectacle. Ben 
Camp’s lips were set in a firm, straight 
line, and the sight made him sick.

But suddenly he cried: “ Look! 
Look, Justine! He’s getting up!”

THE cow-puncher had indeed made 
a superhuman effort, and his 
head and shoulders came up from 

the mass of rocks, reminding Ben 
Camp of a gopher emerging from his 
burrow. Buried waist-deep in the 



niggerheads, he reached forth his 
hands in an effort to stem the deadly 
tide.

Justine turned away her head again.
“ He’s making it!” Ben Camp 

cried suddenly. “ The slide has 
stopped above him and is tending 
toward his left. He’s all fight.”

Justine looked then. Something, 
perhaps one of the larger stones which 
was embedded deep, was holding in its 
place, and had turned the tide away 
from the unfortunate man. The roar­
ing of the rushing stones now filled the 
air, as literally thousands of them went 
bounding downward; but, temporarily 
at least, Lambert Abbie was safe.

Presently they saw him lifting 
stones away from his body. One after 
the other he drew forth his imprisoned 
legs. Then, deliberately seating him­
self on the slide, he as deliberately 
went shooting to the valley floor below, 
riding on the crest of the new slide 
that this created.

They saw him pitch headlong on the 
snow at the foot, leap to his feet, and, 
limping, stumble away from the ava­
lanche with all speed possible.

“Thank heaven!” cried the girl. 
“ He can’t be badly hurt.”

The two left their tools and hastened 
along the trail to the hillside spot that 
was covered with the new growth of 
chaparral. As speedily as possible, they 
made it down the hill to the foot of the 
slide. And as they hurried on they saw 
Abbie limping toward them across the 
snow-covered grass of the valley, his 
feet now and then sinking in the boggy 
soil so that he extricated them with 
difficulty. They faced one another 
finally at the foot of the hill.

“ Bert!” panted Justine Davant. 
“ Why did you try it?”

THE' foreman of Ball Bar Ranch 
looked a little sheepish as he 
grinned at them. But he im­

mediately forgot his embarrassment 
and the throbbing pain in his leg, and 

launched forth upon the matter that 
had caused him to take such a risk.

“Justine, what does this mean?” he 
demanded harshly.

Justine withdrew her sympathy at 
once. “ What does what mean ?” she 
countered coolly.

“You know. What’re you doin’ 
here with this fella?”

“ Bert, I warned you once regarding 
such insinuations!”

“ But you was here all night!”
“ I couldn’t cross Rubble Slide Val­

ley because a cloudburst overflowed 
Faraway Creek and made the valley an 
impassable bog. You know, as well as 
I do, that a horse—”

“ Yes, I know all that. You needn’t 
tell me. But why didn’t you start home 
before the storm?”

“ Simply because I didn’t choose to. 
And that’ll be enough of your imper­
tinent questions, Bert. My stay here 
was unavoidable. I’m not such a fool 
as to try and cross that slide, as you 
did, and I didn’t care to walk in the 
mire, even if I could. That’s all, thank 
you. Except that I think you are 
utterly stupid to make my affairs yours 
to the extent that you thought you 
ought to come for me despite all risks.”

Lambert Abbie glared at Benjamin 
Camp, who returned the venomous 
look with a cool, indifferent stare.

Then Abbie swung about on the girl 
again. “ If you knew what’s hap­
pened,” he said, “ you wouldn’t wonder 
at my cornin’, and wouldn’t try to be 
so smart.”

“ And what is this momentous 
event?” she demanded.

“ Yer Uncle Foster has flew th’ 
coop,” the man replied. “ Gone— 
vanished. It was yesterday. His horse 
come home alone, all lathered up and 
trailin’ his reins, and th’ saddle was 
splattered with blood! All splattered 
with blood—and there was a bullet 
lodged in th’ back o’ th’ cantie. A .45 ’ 
Maybe you feel like laughin’ that off, 
Justine Davant!”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.
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Novelette—Complete
CHAPTER I.

RAPIDS OF DEATH.

AT Haute Terre portage, just be- 
Z\ foje the Brulee River makes its 

* > wide, swift sweep and straight­
ens out for its entry into Treaty Lake, 
the voice of the rapids, which has been 
a mere murmur, almost to be confused 
with the wind in the trees, changes 
swiftly from its warning whisper to a 
hissing, sibilant, menacing slap and 
rush. Some trick of echo flings it back 
up river and bids the voyageur beware.

In the midst of the rapids is tfie 
Cauldron, ever boiling. Further down 
are the two rocks called by the habi­
tants “Les Deux Femmes”—“The 
Two Women”—between which it is 
hard to steer safely. Then comes the 

cascade where the bank on each side 
narrows and heightens to a gloomy 
gorge, where green-black waters, 
streaked with foam, like liquid marble, 
fall to a wild pool in which eddies lash 
and savage billows climb, spouting 
spray, flinging spume.

After-that it is not so bad—if one 
gets through to talk about it. There 
are few, even of the hardiest liars, who 
brag that they have shot Brulee Rapids. 
Liars do not like to be laughed at

Joe Walsh, of the Mounted, had al­
ways wanted to try it. It challenged 
him, appealed to the spirit ever rampant 
in him to pit his youth, his strength, 
his nerve and coordination, the very 
quality of his soul, against the hissing 
surges, the chances of..the whirlpool 
and the fall. He had looked them over 



more than once. He took desperate 
risks often and enjoyed them, but he 
was not entirely foolhardy.

He decided it might be done with 
two men and you had to be just as 
sure of the other as of yourself. Now, 
as Jean Paquet steered the canoe out 
of the main current toward the landing, 
Walsh wondered if he would do. If 
he had a fault it was that of personal 
initiative and he itched to tackle the 
wild white water. Haute Terre portage 
was long and hard, a narrow, scram­
bling, rocky trail that wound up over 
a high ridge, the way beset with thrust­
ing bowlders and stumps, trees so close ' 
that it took clever maneuvering to 
swing pack or canoe between them. 
Hard and slow but safe.

There were men at the landing. Five 
had disembarked from two canoes. 
One of the up-ended craft was just 
visible among the trees, going up the 
trail on the back of a carrier, followed 
by two others with duffel. On the lit­
tle beach, waiting for the rest to get a 
fair start there stood a big, heavy­
set, bearded man, his fists on hips with 
hairy bare arms to the elbow. He 
spoke to his companion, pointedly ad­
dressing his remarks so that they would 
be overheard by the Mounty and his 
companion.

“ One time we got ahead of the 
Mounties, Lenoir. They hate to lose 
the right of way. Figger them red 
jackets make ’em cock-of-the-woods.”

“ Black Baldwin,” said Paquet in a 
low voice as he backed his paddle, his 
tone so charged with bitter dislike that 
Walsh looked at him in surprise. He 
had heard of Baldwin and been expect­
ing to see him sooner or later. Some 
said he was head of the gang that had 
stolen furs from many trappers when 
absent on their trap lines. Two had 
been found murdered, long after all 
sign of evidence had become useless.

“ Look who’s here,” Baldwin went 
on jeeringly. “Jean Paquet. You 
joined the police? You ought to stay 
closer to home, stick around more if 

you want to keep thet gal you’ve bin 
sparkin’. She’s too pritty to be left 
alone. She ain’t bin. I’ll tell her you’re 
trailin’ me in.”

Walsh could see Paquet trembling 
with rage and set a hand on his knee 
for caution.

“ Go ahead with your portage,” he 
said to Baldwin crisply, “ or let us 
through. This is government busi­
ness.” Baldwin spat in the water.

“Yah!” he jeered. “I know who 
you are—Whirlwind Walsh. You’ll 
hev to whirl some to get ahead of me. 
I’ve no use fer you or the redcoat 
you stall with. I’m takin’ my turn an’ 
time on this portage an’ you an’ all the 
government can’t hurry me. Any mes­
sage for Rose, Paquet?”

“ Let’s go, Jean,” said Walsh quiet­
ly. “ We’re wasting time. The rapids 
have never been run, but I’ve a notion 
you and me can tackle them. How 
about it?”

Paquet’s dark eyes glowed, met the 
blue, sparkling gaze of the Mounty. He 
wanted to beat Baldwin in. He was 
not afraid of him, any more than he 
was afraid of the rapids. Now, with 
Walsh along, he was in just the mood 
for trouble.

Baldwin could not hear what was 
said, but he saw their intention as they 
swung out, into the downstream cur­
rent.

GOOD-BY,” he mocked. .\n’ a
damned good riddance, redcoat. 
I’ll comfort Rose, Paquet.”

Jean took out his rage in a few boil­
ing strokes, then settled down to work. 
There was Gascon blood in Paquet. In 
Walsh’s forbears, bora in turbulent 
Ireland, it was hard to tell what viking 
blood ran swift and strong. They were 
well paired.

Walsh set his paddle deep over the 
curving bow, Paquet turned his blade 
at the curving stern and the graceful, 
light canoe with its skin of bark that 
a rock would rip as a knife rips paper, 
swung out again away from the land-



tag and the beginning of the blazed 
trail.

They said no more. It was action 
they wanted, a gamble, a test of 
strength and skill, and already they 
were in the grip of the central current, 
gliding fast to the beginning of the 
curve with the chant of the white water 
welcoming them in what might be a 
tribute of victory or a dirge.

They had need of all they possessed 
of prowess, both physical and menial. 
A faulty stroke, a miscalculation of 
pace and space and they would never 
get out of the rapids alive. Eye, hand, 
brain and heart had to work together 
in perfect accord and judgment at the 
right moment Sinews of steel, mus­
cles of rubber, the perfect eyes of men 
which, when perfect, are far better than 
animal eyes, more adjustable, more 
sensitive to reaction. The two were 
dependent on each other.

Their eyes were bright with hope as 
they rounded the bend and picked then- 
way through that maze of water. 
Green undulations shouldered over hid­
den rocks. Gleams of white hinted at 
reefs and spoke of swirling eddies, 
angry flashes of white foam showed 
where death lurked as they went sweep­
ing on, born on a flow of the powerful 
current Quick paddle dips alone saved 
to swerve them aside from the quick, 
deadly thrust of a surging leap of 
water, uncoiling, striking like a serpent

White water as far as they could 
see. White water spotted with the 
backs of bowlders that no age of flow 
could render smooth, carving out the 
softer parts, leaving sharp fins and 
ridges where the stubborn granite stood 
whetted to keen-edged fangs.

An Indian, standing at gaze, close 
to an illegal trapline, out of the man- 
decreed season that he, as the natural 
heir of this wild kingdom, disregarded, y 
was still as a tree trunk in shadow. 
Hts eyes became luminous as he looked 
at the two madmen careering down the 
shouting river. He knew both, and he 
deemed them both mad. Risk like that,

3 A

for the sheer love of daring, was not 
in his nature. They would die.

TIE bed of the river began to nar* 
row, to coop up the waters, to 
enrage them, pile them up in a 

wild protest against the obstacles that 
held them back from the lake with 
which the laws of nature compelled 
them to mingle.

The spray was slightly tinged by the 
green twilight from the towering over­
hanging trees. ' Tfie coils of current 
were sable, flecked with malachite. By 
them, their shape, their speed, the men 
had to judge, without mistake, the con­
tour of the river bed. A giant’s broken 
stairway over which the torrent poured, 
impetuous and unrestrained, fighting 
every fathom of the way with tre­
mendous force compressed by the nar­
row gorge, the deep rifts and the gullies 
in the bottom.

The dip of their blades was swift, 
strong and precise as the swoop of a 
gull or a kingfisher. They were not 
for speed, the river gave them that as 
it fled like a stampede of wild horses, 
stamping, rearing, shrieking with up- 
flung manes. A wave of water soared 
and a stroke sent the frail craft clear 
of the rock as the curving billow sank 
and showed the ledge that seemed to 
leap up at them and then-retreat

Jean, watching Walsh, his back, the 
play of his shoulder muscles, made 
helm and they leaped clear, the light 
craft turned like a living thing. Every 
second was packed with danger. Their 
jaws were tight clamped, little muscles 
bulged out, cords and knots played un­
der their skins as sinew and tendon 
responded. Their eyes gleamed with 
excitement. They were gambling with 
death, but they were living and reveling 
in the play.

The Cauldron showed, a seething 
maelstrom, the voice of the river deep­
er, louder, the gloom intensified. 
Spray leaped up in a wild slaver. The 
canoe slewed and swerved, bucked, 
leaped high, fought and struggled in all



its lithe length. It seemed to undulate 
as, guided by the deft strokes, it 
writhed its way over the boiling pot. 
Now came the two rocks, twin pillars, 
broken, water-lathed stubs of columns 
barely ten feet apart. Between them, 
submerged, was a sort of saddle, mis­
shapen, that caused the spout of water 
that broke over it to twist dangerously.

Walsh’s blade touched one pillar, 
grated against it, almost had it torn 
from his hands by the violence of the 
erratic pull of the current. The stern 
was tossed by a rush of solid water 
and Paquet barely held it free of the 
opposing rock.

Now the gorge loomed in high, 
mossy walls on either side. They had 
to leap true, and dart out at right an­
gles to the cascade, to land fairly on 
even keel, ready to plunge in their pad­
dles and guide the canoe beyond the 
wild pool below.

The sweat poured off them, yet they 
were cool, calculating every hazard, 
their keen glances searching the dusk 
of the deep ravine, noting every curl, 
every break of the furious tide. Walsh 
stroked and set the bow straight as a 
rider puts his steed to the hedge. 
Paquet’s blade, sidewise for rudder 
leverage, held the canoe so as its prow 
shot clear and, for a quivering pulse­
beat, they seemed poised on the brink, 
then were flung forward as if from a 
catapult.

They came down, to be instantly 
seized by the savage jumble of swirl­
ing eddies. Breaking pyramids of 
water, tossed and hurled them about. 
The canoe shuddered through its length 
as its rounded keel barely missed a 
hump and they dug with all their might 
to keep away. A blind billow slogged 
the bows. Another came and the canoe 
tipped over, went whirling along up­
side down like a leaf as they fought 
it* the turmoil. Walsh came to the 
surface, swimming powerfully, but bat­
tling without progress. He saw Jean’s 
head appear, blood showed and his eyes 
closed as he sank. Walsh dived after 

him, knowing the other had struck a 
rock. He could not see in the tumultu­
ous seething madness of the pool, but 
his groping fingers touched cloth and 
dug in. Up to the surface again, 
pounded, swept here and there, bruised 
but making desperately for an eddy 
that led to slack water.

Almost exhausted he dragged Pa­
quet, already regaining consciousness, 
with him. It was fortunate that Paquet 
had kept senseless. A limp tow was 
far better than a man half realizing 
what he was doing, thinking himself 
drowning.

z

IT was not a bad blow, for a man 
like Paquet. He sat up, grinned 
ruefully and retched, while Walsh 

hurried to where the canoe had been 
flung ashore. Jean joined him as he 
lifted it and together they examined 
closely the beautifully joined seams. 
Means of mending were close at hand, 
bark and spruce gum. But first they 
gripped hands.

The friendship of men forgives 
faults, but when it is based upon re­
spect it is built upon a rock, enduring. 
Paquet, admiring Walsh’s strength, 
loved him for his spontaneous grin in 
the face of odds, the acceptance of a 
challenge. He respected him for his 
official position.

A man had to have nerve to be a 
Mounty, but he needed tact, intelligence 
and a knowledge of human nature to 
be successful. Walsh felt his own 
judgment vindicated. It was good to 
find a friend who stood the test. 
Friendship, he knew, was like a sword; 
unless it was used in conflict one was 
never sure of the weapon. He was sure 
of Paquet. He would do to take along. 
Breed he might be, but it takes mixed 
blood to make a thoroughbred.

Their mission had been a simple one. 
This was a trapping country, but there 
had been rumors of a strike of gold 
in the hills beyond Lac St. Pierre and 
Walsh had been sent to investigate, 
with Paquet as guide.



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 coopera­
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 

brother. Not as. to a mounted police­
man.

“ I 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.

" I 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.

SOON they saw ahead the placid 
vista of the lake, mellowing in 
twilight. On the opposite shore 

the bells of the Mission sounded soft­



ly. An amphibian plane was heading 
south to Fort George. The shadows 
of the wooded islands stabbed the lake 
with deep reflections. Fish leaped. 
But they did not notice these things. 
They saw only the two canoes, one of 
which held Baldwin, a quarter of a 
mile from shore.

“ How’s the head ?” asked Walsh. 
Their delay had lost them the advan­
tage of the swift passage, but it was 
not over yet.

“ It weel be cure’ as soon as we pass 
him,” said Jean, and they bent to their 
work. They had lost their duffel in the 
pool, and it gave them the lighter craft, 
but Baldwin had two men with him, 
and it was a hard-fought race. For al­
most a mile they stroked on even 
terms, beam to beam, first one and then 
the other gained a little. Two hun­
dred yards from shore Paquet gave a 
grunt and Walsh started the spurt. 
Their blades flew in the overhead 
stroke of the voyageur, the water 
seemed to boil at every surging lift of 
the paddles. They shot ahead and held 
the lead, grounding on the shelving 
beach. Walsh left Paquet to stow the 
canoe and went to the Post.

“ So there was nothing to the 
strike,” said Sergeant Garvey. “I 
thought so. I’ve got war talk straight 
from Ottawa, Walsh. We’ve got to 
clean up the gang that’s stealing pelts 
an’ making away with the trappers. 
Got to make good.

Walsh nodded. He did not talk 
about his hunches.

“ I’ve a bit of a lead,” he said, think­
ing of Paquet. “ I’ll follow it up.”

Garvey nodded. He knew his cor­
poral and did not cramp him, though 
he felt that, like a young blood horse, 
he sometimes needed a curb. By the 
time a man is a sergeant in the Moun- 
ties he has learned many things in the 
way of handling men.

“ Hop to it,” he said. “ Means pro­
motion for all of us.”

Promotion, to Walsh, meant a good 
deal. Self-justification meant more 

than increase of pay and importance. 
Black Baldwin, whether he was guilty 
or not, was the sort of swaggering 
bully he disliked. But his hunch, the 
needle of the corporal’s mental com­
pass, pointed to him unerringly. He 
saluted and went to the trading store, 
which was also saloon and dance hall, 
designed to bring all profits to the com­
pany.

A bright scheme to keep good trap­
pers in the service and hold a debt over 
their heads, while providing them 
amusement at their own expense.

It was supper time. Walsh meant 
to eat later at the Post, but he knew 
that many men would be at the bar in 
the trading store. It was probable that 
both Paquet and Baldwin would be 
there. Rose Belleau he had seen. Girls 
to Walsh had meant little. He was not 
woman shy, he liked to talk to them, 
admire them, dance with them, and jest 
with them, but his own life lay ahead, 
clear of what he felt might be a limit­
ing alliance.

This was essentially a man’s life 
with little for a woman to share. A 
Mounty’s pay was sufficient for one; 
it was the service attracted him, not 
wages. It would be too small for two, 
and he had not the nature of Paquet 
in that respect. Not yet, at all events.

But he knew Rose Belleau for a girl 
who fascinated many, though not de­
liberately. She would not have much 
use for Baldwin, he fancied, a big, 
swaggering, boasting bully of a man, 
almost a giant, uncouth in his cups, 
wanting to be cock of the walk, and 
take all he coveted.

BALDWIN outmatched Paquet in 
stature, but not in spirit. Yet, if 
there was a clash, and if Baldwin, 

as usual, was surrounded with the ras­
cals that made up his camp and helped 
to bring in the furs he sold every 
spring, furs that might or might not 
be stolen, it was likely to go hard with 
Paquet. The victory did not always 
go to the fearless.



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 h'ad 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 viciously. An­
other struck as Baldwin did, so that he 
staggered and then went down before 
the concerted, cowardly attack.

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? I’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 figure 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.”

THERE 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 



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.

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.



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
cling 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:

44 Keep out of it, Jean. This is my 
fight. Nd knife-play 1”

TWO 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, half 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 stunned 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.

Paquet 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 melee. 
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 gun. 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 



heavily where he sprawled on the floor. 
Paquet had come back and picked up 
his gun, standing beside his friend, his 
own 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 
alone.”

“ Mon Dien! I agree/ weeth you, 
won ami,” said Jean. /Ks for me, I 
do not forget.” He spoke earnestly, 

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.

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

CHAPTER III.
MURDER 1

HE 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 ’ll 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 



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 turn 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. Two 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 ’ll 
have to be buried. Keep a stiff upper 
1‘P”

“ 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 stem resolve. He 
felt a certain responsibility for the dis­
aster. “ I’ll not come back until I get 
him,” he added.

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. I 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. “ Now come with 
me.”

IN the guarded alley they found a sign 
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 photographed 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 



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

der the very nose of the law, as one 
might sneak a bone away from be­
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 
he 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 arched 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 habitants. 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.



“ 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

len. 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!”

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

wall.
“ I sold one to Paquet,” he said.
“ I 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.

“ If I do not catch him before he 
gets through the forest,” he said, “ it 
will be a long job. I suggest coopera­
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 
George, anxious to assist. 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, linked 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 man. 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 that 
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 



task. Baldwin would not meekly sur­
render ; once he knew he was trailed he 
might fight back.

Walsh did not underestimate him, 
putting himself in Baldwin’s place, the 
gallows ever looming like a shadow 
across his path. If he was Baldwin he 
would set a watch to see if he was 
followed. It was Baldwin who was 
wanted; there was nothing definite 
against the rest. Once they en­
tered Mouche River the pursuers 
would be in constant peril, and Walsh 
loved it, as the blooded horse loves the 
Crater-jump and the high fence.

His manhood thrilled to it, inspired 
by worthy cause. He did not speak to 
Jean. Lighter though he was, Paquet’s 
skill matched Walsh’s strength. They 
balanced their efforts, and the light 
canoe seemed to dance across the 
water. The few lights in Treaty 
Landing were left far behind. Star 
reflections twinkled to the dip of their 
blades, a loon called and dived and 
called again in a jeering note they did 
not heed.

At last they were forced to glide for 
a space in the silver of the mirrored 
moon as they neared the dark gap 
where Mouche River came in. They 
felt the strength of its current and dug 
their paddles deep, with muscles tens­
ing willingly to the test.

CHAPTER IV.
AMBUSH.

THERE was no challenge, though 
every moment Walsh expected to 
see the brilliant flower of a gun­

flare show in the blackness, to hear the 
shot ringing over the water; or not to 
hear it—to be deaf forever to all 
things. This was the risk of the game, 
the chance that spiced it.

Then they were in the tunnel, be­
neath overhanging boughs. Ahead, 
wjiite water showed in pallid gleams, 
and they heard the sound of its hurry. 
They dared not go too far. They had 

to halt at the first portage and search 
for signs of a landing by their prey. 
Walsh was glad he had Paquet with 
him. Good as Walsh was, he did not 
have the local familiarity that gave 
Paquet instinctive knowledge of where 
they were as they fought against the 
tide of the swift stream. Their eyes 
were used to the darkness, the rapids 
were not dangerous, and Walsh saw 
every swirl in time, conscious of Jean’s 
ready rudder-blade back of him.

Had it not been for the death of the 
sergeant he would have been jubilant 
They were at grips with fate; life and 
death hung on the throw of a dice. It 
was their wits pitted against those of 
the nien who, the moment they knew 
they were pursued, would plan relent­
lessly to outwit or destroy them. His 
sheer joy in the job in hand was leav­
ened with hate, seasoned with reckless­
ness and anticipation.

“ Psst!” came from beside him as 
they neared a curve. He withheld his 
stroke and Paquet steered the canoe 
into slack water. They were at the 
first portage. There was a two-foot 
bank of dirt. The flash of Walsh’s 
torch showed no sign of a prow mark, 
of any landing, but they painstakingly 
made sure. Nothing.

The next portage was seven miles 
on, leading to a chain of lakes. It 
would be close to dawh when they 
made it. It had been a long day for 
them, what with traveling the Brulee, 
the excitement of the night, and lack of 
rest. Walsh had eaten at the wedding 
feast and Paquet was also fed, but both 
knew the handicap of tired men in a 
stern chase. Jean knew a spot by a 
small inlet, a mile ahead, where they 
could get a little sleep. The others 
had to rest eventually. Baldwin was 
not much use in one canoe, and all had 
been carousing. They would not go 
very far. Walsh wanted to find out if 
he and Jean had been sighted in the 
brief space they had driven the canoe 
through the moonlight paths.

They swung their craft to the inlet, 



lifted it from the water, made a fire 
from 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 tbe 
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.

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.

“ T HAVE seen worse,” Jean said 
1 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. There 
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 every7 effort to 
overhaul Baldwin before he got too 



far away. And Baldwin might decide 
to try again to wipe out the two of 
them.

It was so easy for men to die, to dis­
appear in the wilderness; hard to prove 
murder without actual witnesses. 
Walsh had the evidence of Baldwin’s 
crime with him, in the knife. Without 
it little could be done toward a convic­
tion. A dozen men had heard Walsh 
order Baldwin to leave. He would not 
be the only guilty man walking free in 
British Columbia.

Paquet returned, bringing selected 
strips of bark which he set down care­
fully and weighted with stones to iron 
out the curl. They ate before they set 
to work, talking between bites, talking 
again as Paquet removed the damaged 
spot, trimmed the patch and Walsh 
heated the pitch and gum, then helped 
him put the new bark in place. It was 
not gossip, but the terse conversation of 
two men intent upon dangerous busi­
ness.

“ I theenk they make for Lac 
Platte,” said Paquet. “ They maybe 
go up P’tite Riviere to Lac Vert. It is 
somewhere there that they stay when 
they are in the woods. Beyond Lac 
Vert is the theek forest.”

“They won’t travel very fast for 
awhile,” Walsh said. “ There will be 
only one man for one of the canoes, 
and they’ve got a lot of stuff with 
them. Heavy, most of it. I saw the 
bill at Renard’s. Ammunition enough 
for a dozen men.”

“ Perhaps there are one douzaine,” 
suggested Paquet, with a grin that 
Walsh returned. “They weel have 
hard work on the portages.”

The sun was high when they put out 
into the stream once more. The rib 
of the canoe by the damaged place was 
sound; the repairing had not been a 
very hard job, but it took time. They 
set themselves to their task with strenu­
ous muscles, bucking the stream, spurt­
ing at every chance in smooth or slack 
water, reaching the second portage. 
Here they found plain signs of land­

ing. Walsh studied the tracks. Paquet 
quested about, following other indica­
tions that led to where they had hid­
den one canoe in the brush, caching 
part of their supplies in a spot Walsh 
did not bother to disturb. They were 
on the trail, and were probably gaining 
on their quarry—but they were at least 
six precious hours behind.

Walsh took the duffel pack with a 
tumpline strap about his forehead and 
climbed the steep pitch first, carrying 
his carbine at trail. Paquet had his 
rifle slung over his shoulder as he came 
after the Mounty, looking like some 
strange creature of the woods with his 
head, arms and torso hidden in the 
canoe he bore.

It was hot and the sweat rolled off 
them as they traversed pitch after 
pitch, ridge after ridge, crossing 
swampy places where they sank to their 
calves, plagued by the flies that, inured 
though they were to such things, took 
vicious toll; black flies, mosquitoes, 
“ no-see-ums,” as the Indians called 
the tiny sandflies, and the savage deer 
flies that, when they bit, took with 
them their morsels of flesh instead of 
merely stinging. Walsh fought them 
off with a green bough as a fan, and 
Paquet had some protection beneath 
the canoe, but it was an ordeal not 
slightly to be gone through.

AHEAD, showing clearly in the 
L moist places and softer spots, 

were the tracks of Baldwin and 
his two followers. The print of the 
man who had stood in the alley be­
tween the store and warehouse was 
unmistakable. Walsh stooped and 
measured it, though it was not neces­
sary; both he and Paquet knew it well. 
There was the suggestion of heaviness 
on the outside of the right foot. It was 
the print of Baldwin, the man who had 
killed Garvey, thinking perhaps it was 
Walsh, but at any rate knowing it was 
a Mounty.

Lac Platte was finally in sight, long, 
narrow, winding and shallow, its water 



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 two, of 
them to an eigfcteen-foot birchbark. 
The quiet water 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- 
died 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, unriffled, 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.

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 Old Bill had been 
a good 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



Paquet. “ Why, I do not know, but 
it make my flesh creep, it breeng.to 
mind all the silly tale, an’ for a moment 
they seem true.”

can’t help those things,” 
Walsh told him. “ They’re 
instinctive, handed down 

from old times, they say. I’ve kin in 
Ireland who believe in banshees, and 
there are plenty to-day who go by 
omens and warnings.

“ I’ve got a tickling scalp myself 
right now, that has got nothing to do 
with my will. It’s just the sort of night 
to suit a killing; there’s the cabin 
where one was brought off; the owl 
looked like a ghost trying to tip us off; 
we’ve got men who’d like to get rid of 
us; the whole thing ties up in a bun­
dle.

“ Just the same I’m going to take a 
look at that cabin, mainly because I’ve 
a notion I’m just a little afraid of it. 
We won’t find anything. But it’s go­
ing to be a wild night before long, and 
it’s starting to rain already. A roof 
will be handy. It’s better than camp­
ing in the open, and there’s no sense 
at all in trying to follow trail to­
night.

“ It took me a long time to learn 
the other man tires just about the time 
you do.- It isn’t going to be simple to 
trail them through the forest, and that 
is likely where they are this minute. 
Taking it easy. We’ll need a fire to­
night, and it’s less likely to be seen in 
the cabin. It’s not the killing of a man 
in a house that makes it spooky—it’s 
the knowledge of it. There are few 
houses in the big towns where some 
one hasn’t died.”

“ Not murdered,” said Paquet. 
“ Moi, I go where you go, camarade. 
But I do not like that owl.”

The rain began to come down in 
earnest. The tree tops were beginning 
to lash angrily. Little waves were 
growing steadily on the lake with curls 
of white that revealed their crests. 
They shipped water more than once as 

they paddled to the promontory and 
made a landing, carrying up their craft 
some distance, transporting their duffel 
to the deserted cabin where wood rats 
scuttled at their entry.

There was wind-drift against the 
door, but at least it closed, though the 
latch was broken, as if the place had 
once been stormed. It was of heavy 
planks, and at first it stayed in place, 
while they hung up the lantern they 
had brought with them and started to 
make themselves as comfortable as they 
could.

The window had a shutter which 
they shut and barred. There was some 
rough furniture, a built-in bunk, a 
sheet-iron stove, old clothing and blan­
kets of the dead trapper that had been 
moth and mouse eaten, cooking uten­
sils, traps and stretchers. There was 
wood enough to cook with. They had 
their own bedding, though it had been 
drilled with bullets.

Walsh saw Paquet’s eyes bulging as 
they sat at the table to eat. Jean was 
facing the door, which began to slowly 
open a short way and close. The owl 
hooted again.

“ By gar, I have what you call 
hunch 1” he said. “ Thees is not a good 
place for us. There is sometheeng out­
side that wants to get in.” And the 
rising wind howled round the shack' 
like a banshee, while a torrent of rain 
flung itself against the walls and roof, 
and lightning winked blue and vivid 
through the cracks in the shutter. 
Then came a roll of thunder, far off 
but ominous of storm.

Walsh’s Gaelic blood curdled, but he 
controlled it with his reason. Never­
theless, the situation was eerie, the air 
full of static, and he did not blame 
Paquet, whom he knew to be stanch 
enough when it came to action.

“If there’s any one outside, we’ll 
soon find out,” he said, getting up from 
the table and throwing the door open, 
intending to seek some means of keep­
ing it closed. There came a livid blue 
flare of lightning that turned the dark
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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 tw» canoes deep in the water, 
filled with men, 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.

THROUGH the wailing of the tem­
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 
tiie wind and the hiss of the rain.

In the dim light given by the 
screened lantern he saw that Paquet
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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 



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 perilously, 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 

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 cooperate with the trail­
robber as they had done. The first de­
lay had given them their chance—and 
now they had lost it, forever.

TOGETHER 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.”
“ I keel. 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 



crossed '■himself. To 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.

** I 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, 
high up. Paquet grinned.

“ It was not Gaspard, but the other,” 
he said. “ It is nothing. Jus’ in the 
flesh.”

He stripped off his coat, rolled up 
die sleeve of his shirt, still grinning. 
The bullet, answered by Jean’s deadli­

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 returned 
and dressed the arm. He threw blanks 
ets over Gaspard; when the storm less-i 
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.

THEY 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. Between 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.



Close to dawn Walsh opened the 
door and found the storm leaving, 
blown south. The thunder merely 
muttered in the far distance, the light­
ning faintly winked. They managed to 
get the canoe in the lake despite the still 
angry waters of the storm-flogged lake, 
and put out.

Halfway across, the wind that head­
ed them faltered a bit. There came a 
gray and yellow sunrise. The sky 
turned blue, the air was clear as crystal.

They made for the skeleton tree that 
Walsh had marked. There was elo­
quent sign there of a hurried landing. 
The outlaws had not taken many pains 
to cache the canoe, but had hastily set 
out through the dense woods, guided 
by the lightning, seeking to make the 
fiiost of their regained start.

But they had gone stumbling. As 
light had come they had grown more 
careful, but the two hunters still read 
their sign without much trouble. At 
first there had been prints where feet 
had broken through rotting logs, 
broken-off snags and twigs and moss 
as the men clambered over deadfall; 
crushed bushes that showed bruised 
stems and leaves. Later the quarry 
had tried to select less tell-tale going, 
but even on carpets of needles, disturb­
ance betrayed them, though now and 
then both Walsh and Paquet were tem­
porarily at fault, casting about in 
circles until they picked up the trail 
again, and then went on at a steady 
pace that seldom slowed from a dog­
trot save when the tracks grew dim 
or fallen tree trunks checked their 
progress.

Once, long ago, the floor of the for­
est had been glacier ground, riven by 
eruption, grooved deep by waterflow. 
Now, long centuries after, these ine­
qualities prevailed despite the depth of 
leaf-mold, the carpet of needles, of 
moss; ravines crossed the path, ridges 
opposed it.

The pair held on until noon when 
Walsh called a brief halt for food and 
rest, and a smoke. He believed they 

had been steadily gaining. What wind 
there was blew against them. He had 
hardly hoped to get any indication from 
it unless the men ahead lit a fire for a 
meal; and they probably had not.

While* they rested Paquet drew a 
rough map of their surroundings. It 
was the custom of friendly trappers to 
show each other similar maps of ter­
ritory they had explored and Paquet 
never forgot such charts. They were 
not accurate as to distances or loca­
tions, but there were always a few bear­
ings and general directions.

He calculated that they were about 
a third of the way through the forest 
belt north of the lake. Sunset should 
find them almost as far again. Travel 
after dark, even with Walsh’s electric 
torch, was impracticable. They could 
not hope to sight their men before they 
were welt into the barrens. In the 
ridges beyond it, lived a dwindling 
tribe of Indians with whom, Jean 
thought, Baldwin and his men would 
try to obtain refuge.

Baldwin had once had a squaw from 
the main village, a daughter of a sub­
chief, paying for her liberally in a wan­
ton moment. Before he had got tired 
of her she had sickened and he had sent 
her back where the treatments of the 
shaman, the medicine man, probably 
comforted, but did not save her. 
So Baldwin was still in good standing, 
which would hardly have been the case 
if she had lived to experience his in­
evitable though delayed cruelty.

The Indians, if they received the ref­
ugees at all, would hide them, erase 
their trail, and lie about them even to 
a Mounty.

Paquet had his doubts about finding 
their quarry in time, but he did not 
voice them. It made no difference to 
Walsh; he would carry on until he 
caught them; and, too, he had certain 
hopes he did not as yet mention to 
Paquet, disliking to suggest means that 
might never materialize. Ultimately, 
he would land his man. If he had to 
fight his way through odds to get him, 



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 future use, husbanding 
matches though Walsh carried flint and 
steel. i

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 modem days 
■with modem 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.

THEY 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, 

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 bom 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 
to race before it. 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 vans 
that held the inflammable stuff that 
was their life blood.



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 bis 
store, though he had lost his son-in-law 
and his illicit trade. Baldwin would 
escape trial and conviction.

THESE 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 

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 othe^ 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

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.

THERE 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 arid 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. You 
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, 
feeling 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 
Sind he struggled feebly, croaking in a 
hoarse voice to be set down. Walsh 
did so, keeping an arfh about the other’s 
waist as they waded in, hip deep, arm­
pit deep.

There were beasts swimming all 



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!” her said. 
° I owe you life once more, caniarade." 

Walsh answered with his arm about 
the other. Paquet’s went about him.

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.

“ I 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.

THE 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 



slow progress. They saw the hogback 
at last, looming up through smoke that 
rose sluggishly. On top of it the ver­
dure was scorched, but the trees would 
struggle through, enough foliage left 
to feed them. There the burned men 
got milk-juice and balm and anointed 
the worst places before they headed on. 
Walsh shot a brace of rabbits. The 
place was swarming with still bewil­
dered game that had found refuge 
there. Jean knocked over some ptarmi­
gan to take with them into the barrens, 
though they ought to find more birds 
there feeding on the berries that were 
beginning to ripen. There would be 
easy shooting for them with pistols. 
Paquet’s guns were serviceable, if they 
iwanted to risk their being heard.

Walsh had a theory that Baldwin 
and his gang would be taking it easily, 
in the belief that nothing could have 
escaped the flaming forest. As they 
worked along the hogback, on toward 
the upland plateau of the barrens, they 
saw that a thin strip of trees to wind­
ward of the spot where the fire had 
been started was still standing.

This they reached at last and rested 
in it, a pair of objects looking far more 
like scarecrows than men resolved upon 
tiie capture of criminals. Walsh’s tunic 
was red only in patches, Jean’s shirt 
was charred shreds, they were burned 
and smutted; but their faces were reso­
lute, their eyes steadfast as they con­
sulted on the best thing to do.

There was not much choice in the 
matter, it seemed, except their deter­
mination to carry on. But Walsh still 
rode his hunch that their enemies 
might not be far away, might be gloat­
ing over the smoldering, smoking scene 
which they thought held the inciner­
ated remains of the Mounty and Pa­
quet or, at the very least, had checked 
them effectually. The fugitives would 
cross to the ridges at their leisure; so 
Walsh selected a tall tree for an ob­
servation tower and climbed it. It was 
not an easy job, but the task held its 
reward in full measure.

The barrens, at that season, save for 
the absence of tall growth, seemed to 
belie their name. There were copses 
of birch and alder, and patches of 
shrubby undergrowth, much of which 
was thick with berries. Between lay 
uneven stretches of rocky land, surface 
mineral, scattered bowlders of all sizes 
in a confusion that suggested they had 
been left there by the final melting of 
a glacier. These bowlders ranged from 
the size of a man’s head to blocks as 
large as average houses. Occasionally 
they were piled up high, and some were 
on natural slopes and hillocks. Wher­
ever there was soil the early summer 
growth, of bushes and bunch grass 
flourished.

Walsh surveyed all the expanse with 
the field glasses he had almost uncon­
sciously retained during the flight 
through the fire, even as he had saved 
the canteen which, refilled, they now 
shared between them. His rifle had 
hampered him too much, but the rest 
was essential equipment to which he 
had clung as if to life itself.

He saw, far away, twenty miles or 
more, the blue curves of the hills where 
Baldwin’s Indian friends were en­
camped and he scanned them in vain 
for any sign of men on the march in 
that direction. That was not a good 
locality for sky sign to show. There 
was little dust, little loose, dry soil to 
fling up; but he felt that if they were 
moving he would sight them, and he 
ranged the landscape with the power­
ful lenses carefully, section by section.

CHAPTER VI.
BLOODY KNOLL.

IT was noon and the shadows were at 
their shortest, the visibility excel­
lent. The haze that hung over the 

burned area did not affect the view, for 
a light wind was still blowing from 
the north. Lac Vert would have helped 
to hak the flames, but, in one swift 
glance to the south, he saw rolling 



masses of smoke that proclaimed the 
conflagration not yet under control. 
By now scores of men would be fight­
ing it for their own protection, digging 
trenches, scraping the topsoil down to 
mineral, backfiring, dynamiting. Some 
who knew that he had gone north, and 
why, might guess how the fire had 
started.

He looked south again, but quiver­
ing, heated air, steamy vapors, and the 
more distant smoke limited his efforts. 
He swung the glasses back to the bar­
rens from his tree post, saddling a 
crotch, one arm linked about a branch, 
rocking slightly in the breeze, like a 
sailor at a masthead.

Here was something that was new. 
The blue, faint vapor of a starting fire 
on a knoll about half a mile away.! The 
spot was ramparted about with a jum­
ble of rocks, and he could not see the 
figures he knew must be there, getting 
ready for a noonday meal, in all their 
fancied immunity. Walsh took care­
ful survey. All would look different 
from the ground, and he must not miss 
his bearings. The fire might, very 
likely, only last until coffee was made. 
Half a mile was not far, but he and 
Jean would have to go under cover 
every foot, every inch of that distance. 
They had rifles on the knoll with which 
they could pick them off, once sighted, 
or hold the pursuers beyond pistol 
range until dark masked their flight.

He went down the tree carefully. 
Any unusual motion might attract at­
tention, even at that distance. Not 
many things would account for a tree 
suddenly shaken. With such odds, a 
surprise attack was vital. He slid down 
the trunk with new energy flowing 
through him, his eyes shining.. Jean 
Paquet caught the swift contagion of 
his mood. Hurts were forgotten, dis­
comfort vanished. Jean looked mute 
inquiry and Walsh nodded, speaking 
then in a whisper, as if he feared his 
very words might carry back against 
the wind to where those men were 
watching the preparing of their meal, 

lounging, smoking, jesting about their 
escape and dastardly revenge.

“ Half a mile. I’ll show you where. 
Got to snake up on ’em. Give each 
other plenty of time after we separate, 
before we jump ’em.”

“ Bien!" Paquet’s dark orbs glowed. 
They tested again the cylinders of 
their guns. A hitch, a faulty cartridge, 
even a miss, might lose the game for 
them—and they meant to win it. Had 
to.

They started out, finding cover easy 
for the most part, being screened by 
the bowlders and rock masses. They 
wriggled through the bushes like In­
dians on hands and knees, or on their 
bellies like snakes praying that there 
would be no alarm, hoping desperately 
that Baldwin and his crew would be in 
no hurry to trek in the heat of the day.

The sun poured down, the rocky ter­
rain was heated; but it was cool along­
side the torment they had suffered in 
the forest. Fragments of their charred 
clothing dropped away, traces of blood 
began to mark their slow progress. 
They had emptied the canteen and left 
it behind lest it might give out some 
chink of metal against stone. The stiff 
brush scratched them. Several times 
they lay with held breath as they start­
ed hares and grouse. Thorny briers 
clutched at them, scratched their flesh. 
Sweat dripped from them.

From time to time Walsh took care­
ful survey, raising his head, studying 
the rock masses among which they 
crept. The taint of the wood smoke 
helped for a while, but that died out.

They figured Baldwin had four men 
with him: Lenoir, who had been 
named an accomplice by the murdered 
trapper’s dying hand; Sayers and 
Nicholson, all of whom had been at 
Treaty Landing. One man was un­
known, a member of the band left at 
the Lac Vert rendezvous while the 
stolen furs were traded in to Renard. 
The others the lake had accounted for 
—the lake and Walsh’s shooting. The 
man killed by Paquet — Gaspard’s 



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.

THEY 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
gle his way up among the rocks. He 
had 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
known 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.

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 

, his pipe. 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 in plain sight for the mo­
ment, and he saw the outlaw gazing at 
him in astonishment and dismay at 
sight of the set, stem face with gray 
eyes blazing there like sun or polished 
points of steel, staring with fear at Jhe 
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 



spurted pale flame in the sunlight and 
then fell from his hand, on the top of 
the bowlder where he had been lean­
ing.

The yell he started died in his throat 
as he pitched forward, a bullet between 
his eyes.

Walsh went into whirlwind action, 
leaping to the top of the natural bar­
ricade, catching up the dead outlaw’s 
gun. He stood exposed for a split- 
second before he leaped down. He 
glimpsed Jean opposite, heard the bark 
of his gun. Both Walsh’s own wea­
pons discharged at the figures that 
sprang to their feet and fired back in 
a savage fusillade.

Two of them frantically hunted 
cover among the rocks, but Baldwin 
stood erect, shooting to kill the Mounty 
as Walsh jumped in and took up the 
duel.

For a few moments all was flame 
and sound. The roar of heavy guns, a 
curse, groans where one man dragged 
himself away, shot through the belly. 
Paquet was down but still shooting, 
partially protected.

Walsh saw Baldwin sway and knew 
he had scored. He wanted to cripple 
Baldwin, though he knew the other 
meant to slay him. He felt a shock 
in his left forearm that numbed it, 
tearing through the muscle and ren­
dering it useless. Baldwin was stag­
gering back from a bullet that crippled 
his right shoulder, his gun shifted to 
his left hand, as he roared oaths 
through his black beard.

Baldwin’s lead went low. It took 
Walsh above the left knee, hitting the 
bone. He pitched forward, to fall on 
his elbow. Walsh fired to kill now, 
believing himself gone, meaning to 
take the murderer with him. Agony 
shot through him from his crumpled 
leg that was spurting blood. Baldwin 
was steadying himself to deliberate 
aim, sidewise to Walsh, when he sud­
denly toppled, weak from nerve shock 
and the wounds that Walsh had un­
knowingly scored. As he went down, 

the Mounty’s slug crashed through his 
left wrist.

FILMS of powder gas fouled the 
quiet air, floated off, merging with 
it. The outlaw hit in the belly 

was still moaning and then became sud­
denly quiet. Walsh fought off the 
dizziness in his brain, looking desper­
ately about him. They were all down, 
save for the man who sprawled over 
the rock.

Baldwin’s great bulk was writhing, 
but he could not raise himself. One 
outlaw was huddled back of a bowlder 
where Jean Paquet had dropped him, 
drilled through the heart. Paquet was 
down—dead, Walsh feared, as wrath 
sent energy out from his glands, charg­
ing his muscles. The fifth man was 
moving. Walsh had winged him with 
his second shot before he faced Bald­
win. Now the outlaw squirmed to a 
half-seated posture, backing against a 
baulk of stone, weakly trying to lift his 
gun, aiming at Jean.

Walsh fired and the man collapsed.
The sun, nearly overhead beat down. 

The shadows slowly began to lengthen. 
The reek of powder passed, but the 
smell of blood was strong in the air. 
Flies gathered. High up, a carrion bird 
appeared, herald of others who would 
flock into the feast. Walsh, prostrate, 
slowly gathering energy, saw it and 
for a moment there was a gleam in his 
eyes that quickly faded out.

He had to do something about his 
wounds before he bled to death. The 
one in the leg was the most serious. 
And Jean must be looked to. Baldwin, 
too. He had his man and he did not 
want death to interfere.

He could not stand, would not be 
able to move from the place. Baldwin 
was hitching himself along on his el­
bows, arms, hands useless.

“ Jean 1” There was fear in Walsh’s 
voice and in his heart, fear for his 
comrade, the first sign or note of it 
that had manifested itself since they 
had started out together. “Jean!” 



He could not reach him, could not 
crawl until his leg was bandaged, but 
even while the very life leaked out of 
him his first thought was for the gal­
lant Paquet.

“By Gar!”
Never were wofds more welcome. 

He saw Paquet gathering himself to­
gether, one side of his face covered 
with blood, his voice hoarse. There 
was blood on his shirt, drenching his 
side. But he got to all fours, then to 
his feet and, gun in hand, came weakly 
and groggily across to Walsh, stopping 
to look at Baldwin, who cursed feebly, 
cursed as he begged for water.

“We get them! Oui. I am heet, 
but only a reeb. This, over the ear, it 
groove the bone, but when the head­
ache go it weel be cure’. Ah! You 
are hurt bad, mon'timi”

Walsh gritted his teeth against the 
throbbing torture in his leg.

“ Not bad enough. Help me straight­
en out this damned leg and get a 
bandage on it.”

Between them they made a fair job 
of it. They had nothing on them that 
would do for bandages, but Walsh 
managed a tourniquet that quieted the 
spouting vein. Jean looted bandannas 
from the dead outlaws, ripping off the 
not too dirty sleeve of one man’s cotton 
shirt. They treated Walsh’s forearm, 
bound up Jean’s scored ribs where a 
bullet had glanced along them.

“Look after Baldwin, will you?” 
asked Walsh. “ I don’t want to lose 
him. Give him some water.”

There was enough of that in the out­
laws’ canteens. Walsh and Jean had 
used it for wounds and thirst, but 
Paquet grudged it to Baldwin.

“ It’s an order, Jean,” said Walsh. 
“ He’s going back. Alive.”

Baldwin swore, even as he gulpedjhe 
water, swore as his wounds were given 
first aid. Jean came back to where 
Walsh was propped up in partial shade, 
a worried look on his face, limping 
badly.

“ I theenk they heet me in the foot, 

also,” he said simply. “ I deed not 
notice, but—”

He sat down, holding his foot. It 
was not bleeding much, but when he 
took off his moccasin they saw that 
a tendon had been hurt. Now it had 
given way.

“ We are all in the same feex now,” 
he said. “ And I had theenk jus’ now 
I could go back an’ breeng help.” He 
shrugged his shoulders.

“ You couldn’t have got through the 
forest, Jean. It wouldn’t have been 
any good.”

BALDWIN, revived a little, began 
suddenly to laugh. The mirth 
was almost hysterical, but he 

checked it.
“Looks like we’re all meat fer the 

birds,” he croaked out. “ But we ain’t. 
There’s just one chance. I’ve got 
friends in the hills. Injuns. You’ve 
got yore hands, Jean Paquet. Yonder’s 
wood. Make a fire an’ smoke-signal 
’em. I’ll tell you what to send. If 
you do that I’ll make a bargain with 
you. I go clear an’ they’ll look out 
fer you.”

“ The law makes no bargains, Bald­
win. You stole Lawlor’s furs. You 
stole Paquet’s and plenty more. We 
know you killed Lawlor. We’ve got 
good proof of that. You’ll hang for 
murder.”

Baldwin laughed again, less cer­
tainly.

“ Much good your proof will do you. 
I’ll not hang. Take up the chance I’m 
givin’ you an’ you’ll live. Otherwise 
we’ll go out the slow way, together. 
You’re a stubborn fool, Walsh, but 
you’ve got to see reason.”

“ A fine chance you’re offering, 
Baldwin,” said Walsh. “As good as 
your word.”

“ It’s the only one. No one knows 
where we are. No one can cross that 
burned forest for days.”

“ Where you tried to bum us alive. 
You raised hell there, Baldwin, but 
you’ll be in a real one before long.



You’re wrong. There is another 
chance, and a better one. I sent to 
Fort George. They know you went 
north. I saw your canoes making for 
the mouth of the river. They’ve got 
a Survey Service plane there. Amphi­
bian. They’d come to the fire any­
way. They’ll be looking for us. We’ll 
light a smoke—for them. The forest 
is closed, but the air is open. You 
overlooked that bet.”

Baldwin glared, speechless, gaping 
through his beard.

Jean crept, collecting wood, making 
the fire, wetting his fuel for smoke. 
The steady signal mounted into the 
clear sky where the birds, as if they 
sensed what it meant—life still ex­
istent—wheeled to the north, winging 
over the range.

The hours dragged. Fever mounted 
in them, stiffness and throbbing pain. 
The bravado went out of Baldwin, 
facing death one way or the other, with 
all his false courage dissolved out of 
him. They stared at the sky over the 
forest, as Walsh had gazed from the 
tree-top. There was nothing there. 
Only the vapors still rising from the 
trees, the dun smoke beyond. Baldwin 
begged for water that they all craved, 
the three of them remaining. Three 
men on the knoll were beyond thirst. 
Jean gave him a mouthful from time 
to time, as much as they dared take 
themselves. It was liquid life. There 
was food, if they could swallow it; but 
the water would not last long. And 
something might have happened to the 
plane. Eventually they would be found 
—but too late ?

Baldwin saw it first. Paquet was 
replenishing the fire. The wood the 
outlaws had gathered was being used 
up. To get more meant incredible ef­
fort for Jean, only able to crawl.

Walsh, fighting off waves of pain 
and fever, saw the outlaw’s eyes dilate. 
He turned his head, called to Paquet. 
The smoke went up in a slightly waver­
ing column.

THE

Over the forest, flying high, dipping 
and swooping in the faulty air, came 
the Service amphibian—fast. It had 
sighted the smoke, was planing down, 
its shadow brooming the barrens. Pa­
quet grasped a coat at Walsh's order 
and blanketed the smoke in an S. O. S.

The shadow of the plane swept over 
them. They saw the pilot’s head, the 
wave of his arm as he passed. He 
banked and circled, looking for a land­
ing.

“ It packs pilot and observer and two 
passengers,” said Walsh. “ He prob­
ably came alone, expecting to take some 
one back. He will. There’ll be just 
room for the three of us—including 
you, Baldwin.”

They could hear the murderer grit 
his teeth, glance at his helpless arms. 
Then the sound of the motor died 
down, throttled, as the flier, used to 
rough landings, found a risky landing 
space.

Ten minutes more and his still 
helmeted face appeared as he climbed 
over the rocks, gun in hand, his eyes 
bulging as he took in the scene. He 
spoke to Walsh.

“ Looks like I got here just in time, 
corporal,” he said. “ I was out map­
shooting when your runner got through 
to Fort George. Had a little trouble 
to fix after I got in, and I sure had 
one sweet time getting through that 
smoke. To say nothing of the air- 
pockets. You can bet I flew high. 
What’s the orders?”

“ You’ll have to manage to drag me 
to the plane,” said Walsh. “ Paquet 
can hobble with your help. He can 
walk,” he added dryly, nodding at 
Baldwin.

“ The rest stay here,” said the flier 
soberly. “ We’ve no room for 'em an’ 
I’m not flyin’ a hearse, though it’s ten 
to one they’ll send me back for ’em. 
This the man you came after?”

“ That’s my man,” said Walsh, with 
utter contentment, despite his wounds. 
“ Black Baldwin.”

END.



Shady Rest
Dodging an assassin’s bullets, Bob Stuart battles insidious and corrupt 

forces in the mad and treacherous little Berkshire village.

By WILL McMORROW
Author of "Madman’s Buff,” "Man o* Dreams,” etc.

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

BOB STUART, irresponsible but 
likable youth, has run through his 
uncle’s inheritance in Wall Street, 

but discovers another, later, will by 
which his uncle Josh left him his estate 
in the Berkshires. The former will 
had left it to his housekeeper, Mrs. 
Barnaby, and she had converted it into 
a village, Shady Rest.

Bob picks up a decrepit flivver and 
starts to survey his domain. Entering 
the village, a sign which reads “ The 
poor and needy are welcome. The 
drunkard, the blasphemer, the cigarette 
smoker must not enter here.” Jake, 
the town constable, and two helpers 
throw Bob outside the gates. As he’s 

returning, with the light of battle in 
his eyes, a large, oily, mellifluous per­
son intervenes, and, on finding out 
Bob’s identity, introduces himself as 
Mr. Mortimer, mayor and real estate 
man.

Bob proceeds up to the big medieval 
stone castle atop the hill, which had 
been Uncle Josh’s pride. There he 
finds a beautiful slender blonde, who 
turns out to be Anne Barnaby, 
daughter of the housekeeper, who had 
died the year before. Anne is, as far 
as she knows, the owner of Shady 
Rest. Bob hesitates to mention his 
discovery of the later will, and she in­
vites him to visit her. From the fliv­
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ver, Bob gets his suitcase—which has 
been opened and thoroughly ransacked. 
Lang, the Pecksniffian 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.

X.

BOB plunged ahead, regardless of 
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, 

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 posse 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.

“ I 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 oi em­
ployees.

4 A'



They strolled up the path to the 
castle. Lang met them inside the en­
trance.

“ Mr. Mortimer,” he recited, stand­
ing at attention, “wishes to see you, 
miss, when you are at liberty. He is 
waiting in the keep.”

“ Oh P she dapped, her hands. “ I 
do hope it’s about the sale. Tell him 
Hl be right down when I’m dressed.”

She waved to Bob and skipped off 
toward the Gray Tower. Lang turned 
his hairless face slowly, and his fleet­
ing glance took in the shotgun.

“ Did you encounter Dan, sir?” he 
asked. “ I heard shooting.”

“ He got away,” Bob explained. 
“He seems to be quick on the get­
away.”

Lang looked unblinkingly ahead. 
“ Quite so, sir.”

He revolved on his heel, stalked off 
across the courtyard, chin up, arms 
rigidly curved, and with a stiff, wooden 
gait that reminded Bob more than ever 
of the movie conception of a butler.

In the White Tower, Bob reloaded 
the empty barrel of the ancient shot­
gun, and stood it against the wall. He 
went downstairs to the shower, got rid 
of the effects of his dusty dash after 
the elusive Dan, and returned to the 
upper room, where he dressed care­
fully and with close attention to the ty­
ing of a colorful four-in-hand, as a 
man should who expects to dine with a 
good-looking girl.

The mirror above the chest of 
drawers reflected the puckered brows 
and serious mouth of one determined 
on a course of action irrespective of 
consequences. Twice Bob had it on 
the tip of his tc^ue to tell Anne the 
truth about his visit, and both times he 
had been interrupted—the last time by 
the whistle of the shadowy Dan’s 
bullet

Now, Bob had his mind made up. To 
declare himself the owner—then, with 
a large and generous gesture, tear up 
the will and scatter the pieces at her 
feet He could picture the gratitude
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in her eyes at this evidence of his noble 
nature. AU Mortimer’s blah about 
kindness and good works couldn’t 
match that

BOB brushed his hair, slammed 
down the brush and stalked 
through the “bridge of sighs.” 

As he pushed open the balcony door, 
Mortimer’s rich and sonorous voice 
floated up to him.

“ A coincidence, my dear Miss Bar­
naby, that at the very moment we were 
discussing the—ah—possible sale of 
the property, a letter should await me 
from the gentleman himself, offering 
this—ah—rather generous, I might al­
most say foolhardy offer. This is a 
contract he sent me for your signature. 
As your—ah—attorney, in a sense, I 
have looked it over thoroughly with an 
eye to your interests, and I must admit 
it is a most profitable transaction.”

Bob looked over the balustrade, at 
the group gathered about the dark oak 
table—Anne, wide-eyed and interested, 
Mortimer standing with a plump finger 
pressed down on a typewritten contract 
form, Jake leaning impassively against 
the wall, and Lang standing like an 
erect sentry in the middle distance.

“What is his name?” Anne asked. 
Mortimer picked up the contract.
“Ezra Deekin,” he replied. “He 

left that blank, however. I might add, 
the pecuniary — ah — reimbursement 
being important, he is paying one thou­
sand dollars down on the contract. I 
have received his certified check for 
that amount, which I have converted 
into cash.”

Anne looked doubtfully distressed. 
“It doesn’t seem much for all this 
place, does it? I know mother ex­
pected to get more than seven thousand 
dollars for it. Still, as you say, there 
isn’t any market for a place such as 
this.”

“ My dear Miss Barnaby,” Morti­
mer patted her on the shoulder, shak­
ing his head sympathetically. “ I grieve 
to think of the place going for seven 



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.”

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 CASTEE.

MORTIMER 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.

“ I 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 in­
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 
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 I”



“ Oh, not as bad as that,” Bob said 
hastily. “And even if Josh—■”

" And you ”—Anne’s chin tilted 
contemptuously—“ accepted my hos­
pitality, pretending it was just a 
friendly visit, while you laid your 
plans to— Oh!”

She turned away, hurrying swiftly 
to the door. Bob overtook her in the 
courtyard.

“ Listen, Anne! I only declared my­
self back there to protect you from 
selling—”

She turned in the doorway of the 
Gray Tower in a flash of indignant 
tears.

“ Don’t talk to me! I think you 
are the most contemptible man I’ve 
ever met!’’

The door slammed violently in Bob’s 
face. He walked slowly back to the 
keep.

None of the three men had stirred 
from the room.

Mortimer cleared his throat ponder­
ously. “ May I—ah—examine that— 
ah—extraordinary document, my 
friend?"

“ You’ll see it when it’s probated,’’ 
Bob said glumly. “ Until then I’ll keep 
my own hands on it. I don’t feel much 
like discussing it now.”

The big man picked up the contract 
and pen, folded the one and adjusted 
the other, stowed them away in a 
pocket of the cream-colored flannels, 
and folded his arms, glowering at 
Bob.

“This is a highly unusual procedure, 
my friend—most unusual.’’ It was evi­
dent that Mortimer’s accustomed flow 
of oratory had returned with a rush, 
aided and abetted by an acute dislike 
for this blunt young man. “ To have 
prevented Miss Barnaby from obtain­
ing the—ah—necessary f fends to es­
tablish herself in more congenial sur­
roundings away from the constant 
menace of that unfortunate Dan—to 
have come here in the guise of an hon­
ored guest, to deceive a young and 
trusting girl, secure in the belief— We 

will say no more of that, sir. I cannot 
think that your action was altogether 
honorable—I might say indecent—”

“ Oh, dry up!” Bob pushed by to the 
stairs.

He had a glimpse of the three men 
on the floor below, as the door of 
the bridge closed behind him; three 
silent, staring men—Mortimer, the 
statesman, business man, philanthro­
pist, true to type in every detail of 
manner and make-up; Jake, the consta­
ble of fiction, complete even to the sil­
ver star inside his coat and the revolver 
butt parting his coat tails; Lang, the 
exaggeratedly stiff and wooden-faced 
butler of the stage and screen—all per­
fect.

Too perfect—almost. Bob half ex­
pected to see a curtain come sliding 
down across the stage and break up 
the tableau, sending mayor, consta­
ble and butler hurrying to their dress­
ing rooms to become their natural 
selves again.

BOB sat on the window seat and 
gazed moodily over at the blank 
windows of the Gray Tower for 

the best part of an hour, waiting for 
Anne to appear so that he could ex­
plain that matter of the will and his 
position.

Things hadn’t gone as smoothly as 
he had intended they should. The no­
ble gesture of renouncing his claim to 
Shady Rest had not come off. He 
couldn’t blame Anne for it. No one— 
particularly a young lady accustomed 
to having her own way and being boss 
of her environment—would have en­
joyed being suddenly told that she was 
a pauper and a tolerated guest where 
she had been playing the hostess.

But Bob felt he was right in ob­
structing that sale. If he intended to 
keep the place it would have meant 
legal untangling and a refund of the 
deposit, and no end of trouble for 
Anne.

If Bob intended to hand her his 
heritage, he didn’t want to see her sell 



it beforehand for perhaps a quarter of 
its real value.

It seemed to Bob that Mortimer was 
at fault in not being able to dispose of 
the place at a better price. “ Darned old 
windbag!” Bob complained bitterly. 
" If he spent more time looking after 
her business and less on his bums and 
boloney signs, he’d be better off.”

His course was obvious: to pack up 
and leave Anne in possession. If he 
did that, maybe she would believe in 
his good intentions. On the other 
hand, he hated to leave her alone in the 
castle with the madman, Dan, prowling 
in the vicinity. Lang was as good as 
nothing, in Bob’s estimation, as a pro­
tection.

Bob packed his few belongings in 
the kit-bag, waited around until dusk 
for Anne to appear in the courtyard, 
and then went in search of the house­
man, leaving the packed bag ready on 
the bed.

He walked through the covered 
bridge, ghostly and silent in the light 
from the colored windows, and 
through the gloomy keep to the rear 
door. Smoke curled from the stove­
pipe on the roof of the kitchen shack 
upward along the high stone wall of 
the inclosure.

Bob shoved his head in the open 
door and looked around. Pots and 
pans were in orderly row on the wall, 
plates piled on the table, and the elec­
tric refrigerator door was ajar, as if 
preparations for the evening meal had 
been interrupted.

The sound of a car starting in the 
courtyard in front of the keep brought 
Bob hurrying around the corner of the 
building. He was in time to see Anne’s 
roadster swing through the gateway 
underneath the portcullis and vanish 
over the bridge with a rattle of planks.

Bob looked after it wonderingly.
“ Beg pardon, sir.” Bob swung 

about toward Lang, who had ap­
proached in his customary soft-footed 
manner. “ Miss Barnaby wishes me 
to tell you that she is leaving Shady 

Rest for good, and she hopes you will 
make yourself quite at home with your 
inheritance.”

“ I see.” Bob turned away slowly.
" Thanks.”

“ By the way, sir ”—Lang looked 
off into the distance—“ Miss Barnaby 
was good enough to pay my wages for 
a week in advance instead of giving 
notice. Mrs. Lang has already left I 
am leaving shortly.”

“ But, look here,” Bob objected, 
"there’s no rush about it Some one 
ought to stay and keep that nut Dan 
from burning down the place. I’m go­
ing myself—”

"No doubt the constable will be on 
hand, sir. Sorry, sir, we have made 
our plans. I must go now. You will 
find the refrigerator well stocked, sir.” 
He wheeled around and glided stiffly 
away, leaving Bob abruptly and re­
spectfully to his own devices.

" Well, I’ll be darned if that isn’t a 
hot one!”

Bob was conscious of an absurd im­
pulse to follow the houseman and take 
a running kick at that wooden figure. 
He was curious to know how that 
wooden figure would act when proper­
ly aroused.

Instead, he wandered through the 
open door of the Gray Tower. In the 
lower room the faded red bathing suit 
was crumpled in a chair by the shower. 
In the room above that Anne had oc­
cupied, Bob caught a glimpse through 
the stair railings of a disordered bed 
holding a cardboard hatbox and a lit­
ter of paper and ribbons and scraps of 
clothing.

HE ventured up, feeling like a blun­
dering intruder in this scented 
sanctuary. The place bore evi­

dence of hasty packing. Another paste­
board hatbox gaped openly on the 
floor, a heap of torn letters lay on the 
lace of the dresser top, a tiny, high­
heeled slipper of lizard skin peeped 
from beneath the bed beside a discard­
ed lip stick, the hollow of a dainty pil­



low held a crumpled 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 unfinished $

—would help to while away some of 
the time, Claire, here in my dreary 
principality on the bill, so if yon can 
come for even a short visit, I would 
love to have you. The pool isn’t like 
the one at school, of course, but there’s 
a tennis court—and, oh, I almost for­
got Junior went to Hooper Prep, 
didn’t he? Ask him if he knew Bob 
Stuart and all about him. Tall and 
rather good-looking in a kind of ath­
letic way and awfully nice—but you 
needn’t tell Jun—

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

It 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 bad 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 click of 
the batton the electric bulbs above the 
doorway and beside the portcullis 
gleamed whitely inside their round 
globes, attracting an immediate flutter 
of soft-winged moths.

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

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 
die 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 
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.

STUMBLING 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 



rusty sporting piece was not in the 
room. Some one—presumably Lang, 
fearful of venturing forth unarmed 
with the madman at large—had appro­
priated the weapon while Bob was in 
the Gray Tower.

Standing empty-handed in the cen­
ter of the lighted room, Bob considered 
the several aspects of the situation. The 
shotgun had not been the best of fire­
arms for carrying on a long-distance 
warfare with the armed and murder­
ous Dan, but it was better than noth­
ing, and at close quarters was calcu­
lated to do considerable damage. With­
out it Bob would be the hunted instead 
of the hunter.

Dan could not break in with the 
postern and portcullis locked, but at 
the same time Bob could not reach 
Mortimer or Jake and notify them 
that Dan was in the vicinity—not 
without great risk of being ambushed 
on the way.

It was a risk he would have to take, 
banicing on the impossibility of one 
man’s being able to beleaguer four 
sides of the castle. If Dan was watch­
ing the front, Bob might slip out the 
back, if he could scale the wall, and 
chance a run for it.

He left the light burning behind him 
and made his way through the dark 
bridge to the silent keep and out the 
rear door.

In the kitchen shack, nestling against 
the rear wall, Bob had seen a house­
hold stepladder. Stretched between 
two low poles close by had been a 
length of clothesline, thin but reason­
ably strong. Bob succeeded without 
showing a light, in finding both step­
ladder and rope, and climbed to the top 
of the shack, hauling up the ladder 
after him.

The roof of the shack brought the 
top of the wall within eight or ten feet. 
Bob placed the ladder in position, 
climbed up and fastened the clothesline 
to one of the stofie merlons that 
formed the battlements. He slipped 
through the embrasure and lowered 

himself — not without burning his 
palms — to the ground, landing in a 
clump of berry bushes that fringed the 
wall.

He picked his way cautiously 
through the trees and down the slope 
toward Kindliness Road, paralleling 
the driveway. He expected at any mo­
ment a crash in the underbrush and a 
charging attack, as he pushed through 
the swishing bushes or stepped on a 
rotten twig in the dark.

He came out on Kindliness Road a 
stone’s throw from the lights of the 
Home. In the other direction there 
were lights, too—in the distant Com­
munity House — but the Home was 
closer.

Bob turned that way along the con­
crete road that was a faint white 
streak in the blackness of a moonless 
night.

Opposite the dark outline of the cot­
tage, with its single blaze of light from 
the front room, Bob stopped for a sec­
ond or two before venturing in. The 
place was strangely quiet, considering 
its accustomed activity. In the utter 
silence he could hear the cricket chorus 
in full sway, the scraping of the radio 
that had been let run unattended in­
side the house, the rhythmic croaking 
of the frogs in the moat up the hill. He 
had a queer feeling that everybody had 
vanished, leaving him alone in this 
weird village.

He mounted the creaking porch' 
steps and stopped, the exclamation that 
rose to his lips half an oath and half a 
prayer.

“ Good God!”
He stood frozen in place, his eyes 

taking in with photographic clearness 
the details seen through the open door 
—the bolts of silk in torn wrappings 
piled to the ceiling, the heaped wooden 
cases of all shapes and sizes that made 
the big room look like a warehouse, the 
litter of broken bottles and glasses, the 
battered, cheap furniture, now reduced 
to kindling as if a terrific struggle had 
taken place—the two men who lay 



sprawled in ungainly postures amid the 
wreck.

ONE lay in an ominously still bun­
dle in a corner where he had 
fallen, his faoe hidden against 

the blood-spattered flooring. The other 
man’s shoulders were propped against 
a broken chair, his hairless face up­
turned io the light that gleamed slimily 
on his smooth baldness. He would 
have seemed asleep, with his lax hand 
uncurled from the butt of an auto­
matic, except for the dark stain that 
was being blotted up by the dusty rug 
beneath him.

"Lang!” Bob jerked forward in 
horror. " What has happened?”

As he leaned over Lang, the wound­
ed man’s eyelids flickered open.

“ Knifed me—swine—for my split 
—I fooled him, the big dumb-bell—”

“ Who did this, Lang?’* Bob’s hands 
worked to open the man’s coat “ Was 
3t Dan ?”

“ Dan!” T.ppg’s manner of the per­
fect butler seemed to have dropped 
from him like a forgotten language. 
“ There ain’t—any Dan—Jake’s alibi 
to keep you indoors—kid you along. 
That rat—Slippy—done it—over in 
the corner—got his—”

“ Lie still, 1’11 fetch a doc—” Bob’s 
sentence ended in a horrified silence as 
he uncovered the man’s chest. No doc­
tor, or college of doctors, would call 
hade that fading spark now.

The erstwhile houseman’s rattling 
whisper was urgent “ I’m through— 
coinin’ clean—emeralds—Ezra Hale— 
my old boss—stones—get the shells— 
©r the shotgun—pocket—”

“ What do you mean, Lang—the 
shotgun?”

He caught sight of the rusted bar­
rels of the shotgun in the heap of 
wreckage, hauled it forth. But Lang’s 
eyes were dosed now.

“ Shells — pock — pocket—watch—

His mouth gaped blackly in the 
light. No other sound came from it 

Bob shivered as he explored the side 
pockets of the dead man’s coat, find­
ing the handful of shells Lang had 
spoken of, and when Bob stood up and 
broke open the shotgun to see if it was 
loaded his hands still trembled slightly. 
One doesn’t step in from a summer 
evening into the midst of murder, with­
out some effect on the steadiest of 
nerves.

He picked up the automatic, found 
it empty, and overcame ins reluctance 
to search that limp figure again The 
search brought forth an automatic hol­
ster, a roll of bills with a fifty-dollar 
gold certificate on the outside, a pen­
knife, a scribbled notebook — but no 
cartridges.

Bob dropped the stuff on the rug, 
depositing the useless automatic with 
it. He seemed to feel a chill that was 
not the chill of the night air stir the 
roots of his hair.

A butter that worked for almost 
nothing and carried a loaded automatic 
and a roll of fifties on his person, a 
constable that fired from ambush and 
manufactured a tale of a madman t£> 
keep Anne and Bob indoors while the 
constable went about his nightly activi­
ties, a room piled high with merchan­
dise trucked in under cover of dark­
ness, two dead men under the blazing 
electric lights—there were some decid­
edly sinister activities afoot in Shady 
Rest.

The rumble of an approaching car, 
traveling fast, brought Bob out to the 
porch. The approaching lights swung 
around the curve of Kindliness Road, 
and the brakes shrieked to a stop be­
fore the house. Bob vaulted the low 
porch railing and melted into the 
shadows, his hands gripping the shot­
gun tightly, as the heavy tread of hur­
rying men sounded across the floor.

First a dull silence as the newcomers 
viewed the scene. Then, in the harsh 
chorus of voices, Bob recognized Jake’s 
snarling tones.

" Whitey! He was here last! 
Bumped both of them off, he did! And 



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.

HE 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 

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 silhouette 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 Tower. 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!”



The man, still crouched over, spun 
around his finger-tips level with his 
ears below the rakish Panama hat. It 
was the solitaire player, Whitey.

CHAPTER XI.
TRAPPED.

THEY faced one another for the 
space of several breaths, pallid 
cheek and narrowed eyes con­

fronting the determined young man 
behind the unwavering barrels in the 
doorway.

“Well?” Whitey’s hand twitched 
nervously in the air. “You’ve got 
me. What’s the next move?”

“Find what you were looking for 
this time?” Bob countered calmly.

Whitey shook his head without re­
moving his eyes from Bob’s trigger 
finger. “You know damned well I 
didn’t, or I wouldn’t be here. You’ve 
got them on you or ‘ Baldy ’ Lang has. 
They’re not here anyway.”

“ I don’t know what you’re talking 
about,” Bob motioned with the shot­
gun, “ but I’ll find out. Stand up and 
turn around so I can see what artillery 
you’re carrying. Move slowly, and 
keep them elevated.”

Whitey obeyed to the letter. “I’ll 
save your time,” he said, over his 
shoulder. “ The rod is in the right­
hand hip pocket.”

Bob Shifted the shotgun to his left 
hand and plunged his right into the 
pocket indicated. But the man in front 
was as quick as a cat. A twist side- 
wise, a lightning movement of 
Whitey’s hand to his armpit and out 
again, and Bob found himself staring 
blankly into a ring of blued steel, 
Whitey’s other hand gripping the shot­
gun barrels, holding that weapon away 
from his body.

“ Drop it I” he rasped. Bob’s hold 
relaxed. In this unexpected reversal 
of positions he detected a menacing 
note in Whitey’s voice that had been 
lacking in his own. This pale youth 

was prepared to shoot without ques­
tion.

“ Back up, now, and sit down on the 
bed there! We’ll have that talk, but 
you’ll do the talking.”

Bob backed up, did as he was told. 
He felt both angry and ashamed to 
have been taken in by so obvious a 
dodge.

Whitey let the shotgun clatter to the 
floor and stood safely clear of a sudden 
rush on Bob’s part. “Now, what’s 
your racket?”

“Racket?” Bob scowled. “I don’t 
quite get—”

“ Come on,” Whitey urged calmly. 
“Don’t play dummy. I’m not a bad 
guy to be friends with. You may need 
a good word from me when the pinch 
comes. I’m askin’ a nice, plain ques­
tion. What’s your end of this deal? 
You’re in it with the rest of the mob. 
Open up. Spill your little tale to old 
Whitey, the friend of the poor and 
needy.”

“ I don’t quite—who are you, any­
way ?”

“ I’m the guy behind this gun here, 
that’s ready to go off with a loud bang 
any minute. Also, I’m the guy that 
asks the questions, and you’re the baby 
that answers them. I’ve got the rest 
of them sized up, but not you. Once 
again, so’s there won’t be any mistake, 
what’s your end of the Jake-Lang- 
Gamer-Big Nick racket?”

Bob shook his head. “ I don’t 
know whether you believe me if I tell 
you I’m not mixed up in any racket. 
I never met any of those gentlemen 
until I came here.”

“ I see.” Whitey’s expression was 
sarcastic disbelief. “ You just popped 
in here by chance, Shady Rest bein’ a 
kind of health resort right at the pres­
ent moment. It don’t go. Come again 
an’ make it better.”

“ Look here!” Bob repressed his 
impulse to hurl himself forward and 
chance that ring of blued steel. “You 
may be used to dealing with liars and 
crooks—”



“ Easy,” Whitey cautioned. “Tm 
askin’ civil questions. You’re the phi’s 
third cousin or somethin’. Sure. An’ 
Lang Is the hutler., an’ Jake’s the town 
constable, ah’ Gamer’s the hard- 
workin’ garageman. AH labeled nice 
and respectable. You may be straight 
an’ you may he crooked. What I’m 
gettin’ at, Mr. Third Cousin, is what 
your game is in Shady Rest.”

“ I own the place,” Bob said. “ It’s 
been willed to me—was willed to me 
long ago—and I came down here io 
look it over., naturally enough. Not 
that I consider it any of your business.”

Whitey looked interested. “ Got any 
proof ? Not too fast. Just keep your 
right hand down and use your left. 
I’m not invitin’ a barrage.”

Bob dished his wallet from his 
pocket “It’s in there—other iden­
tification too, if it makes any difference 
to you.”

“ Toss it over.” With his free hand 
Whitey emptied the wallet on the 
window seat, keeping Bob covered, and 
picked out one paper after another: 
driving license, visiting cards, letters. 
When he came to the will he read it 
through, nodded, and replaced the pis­
tol in its holster under his arrqpit

“ I kinda thought you were all 
right,” he muttered, and handed Bob 
hack the wallet and its contents, “but 
I had to make sure.”

HE sat down on the padded window 
seat and grinned at Bob’s amaze­
ment. “You probably figured I 

was one of the mob. So you’ve in­
herited Shady Rest! Do you know 
what you fell into, besides the prop­
erty?”

“ Plenty of excitement, I’ll say,” Bob 
frowned. “ Now that you know who 
I am, perhaps you won’t mind—”

“ You’ve fell into,” Whitey went on, 
disregarding the interruption, “ one of 
the neatest little mobs of big-time 
crooks it’s been my pleasure to work 
with in a long time, and one of the 
cleverest layouts a man could wish for.

The guy that thoqght it up had brains. 
I’m only a poor slob of .a private dick 
myself—”

“A detective?”
“ Sort of,” Whitey admitted. “Pri­

vate investigator for the Jordania In­
surance Company, an’ doin’ a little 
peekin’ around comers to see what be­
came of a certain pile of jewelry. 
You’ll have to take my word for it I 
don’t carry a badge on my hat nor in 
my clothes either. For fhe same 
reason that I use my own name— 
White, that I’m used to—instead of 
calling myself Alpheus K. DeSoto or 
Cyrus T. Abercrolligan. With the 
mobs I deal with, sometimes it’s good 
dope to answer your name <qmck an’ 
without too much time out for thought. 
What I’m gettin’ at is, you an’ me will 
have to work together on this. Ari’, 
first of all, I’ll give you fhe low-down 
on some of these gents’s far as I can.*’

He held up a tobacco-stained fore­
finger.

“ Startin’ with Number One, wefll 
take the town constable, Jake. Cot 
the star an’ gun an’ everything an’ 
that makes him a real hick cop. Only 
he isn’t. His real' name is Sidney 
Jacobsson, an’ he’s one of the toughest 
gunmen that ever sawed fhe bars offan 
a jail window. He’s full of poison, 
an’ if he bit himself he’d die in agony. 
Check!”

Another finger popped up beside fhe 
first.

“ Then we come to friend Garner, 
the village blacksmith, an’ a hard- 
boiled chestnut he is. His specialty is 
hi-jackin’ liquor trucks, but he’s broad­
minded and don’t mind tryin’ his hand 
at swipin’ a load of silk or tobacco and 
•drivin’ it off. Manslaughter, racketeer­
ing, an’ two terms in Elmira. Cherie 
Mr. Garner !”

“ Good Lord!” Bob breathed. “ Do 
you mean to—”

“ Number Three,” Whitey went on 
smoothly. “Lang—Baldy Lang. Nice 
lad. Worked as a footman in a mil­
lionaire’s house. Choked his boss with 



a bath towel one day, an’ beat it with 
a half-wit chambermaid, who calls her­
self Mrs. Lang, an’ everything in sight, 
totalling about eighty grand. He came 
here to lay low, an’ that’s my main 
reason for being here too. I’ve got 
the best of jail references, an* I’m sup­
posed to be an expert ‘scratcher * for a 
forgery mob, taking a short vacation 
while die cops—”

“ Wait!” Bob came out of his dazed 
silence with a rush. “ Lang—he’s 
dead! Slippy killed him down there 
at the Home.”

Whitey was on his feet in an instant. 
“It’s broke then! I was afraid of 
that, but I thought I had plenty of 
time! Lang has the stuff on him. 
Listen! I’ve got to get my hands on 
those emeralds before they get wise 
and search him. You slip out the 
north gate. There’s a State police de­
tachment at Grove Cen—”

“You’re too late,” Bob broke in. 
“ They’ve already discovered Lang and 
they’re looking for you just now.”

He told of the incidents at the 
Home in the hollow. Whitey listened, 
glancing sidewise at the floor in the at­
titude of a man waiting for the sound 
of a footfall.

“ Did he say where the stones were 
hid?” he asked eagerly.

“ He mentioned something about 
emeralds, but he was going fast and 
died without further explanations.”

“ He would, damn him!” Whitey 
said savagely. “ Here I’ve been play­
in’ tag with an undertaker’s wooden 
overcoat for three weeks, an’ just 
when I get a line on him an’ get set 
for a pinch. Are they wise to me— 
know who I am?”

“I don’t know. I heard Jake say 
something about your double crossing 
them and getting away with the stuff.”

“No such luck. But they haven’t 
got here yet.” He leaped to the door 
that led to the bridge, shot the heavy 
iron bolts home top and bottom. 
“Where does that lead to?”

Bob followed the direction of the 

pointing finger. “The roof of the 
tower. There’s a kind of a parapet up 
there.”

Whitey scrambled up the iron lad­
der, lifted open the trapdoor. “We 
may need it, if they rush this dump.”

“rXO y°u mean they’re liable to 
I y make a regular siege of it?”

Bob asked. “They wouldn’t 
dare arouse the whole village.”

Whitey grinned on one side of his 
pallid face. “Don’t you believe they 
won’t They’ll play a machine gun on 
this dump like a hose when they get 
wise we’re here. They want me, an* 
they want you, too. You know too 
much about Shady Rest for Jake’s 
comfort. He tried to shove you out 
the first day, an’ he’s been takin’ shots 
at you off and on since. I heard him 
an’ Tony, the ex-convict an’ fence that? 
runs the Community Store, talkin’ 
about it. They’ll want to take you for 
a ride, especially now, since you’re 
buttin’ into their deal with the Barnaby 
girl.”

Bob, who had picked up the shotgun, 
sat down again on the bed and looked 
blankly at this glib informant.

“ But—but do you mean to say,” he 
gasped, “ that everybody in this village 
is a crook or an ex-convict ?”

“Righto! You’re gettin’ the idea. 
Hi-jackers, crooks, gunmen, fences, 
big-time panhandlers, counterfeiters, 
dope peddlers—all welcome to Shady 
Rest, with the boloney signs and the 
charity camouflage to keep out the 
guys they don’t want. A whole village 
full of every kind of crook that’s 
lookin’ for a place to hide out; run by 
crooks, and almost owned by crooks 
until you showed up to spoil that deal. 
Shady Rest—shady but not much rest­
ful. An’ they’re two honest guys in 
the whole deck—you an’ me to-night. 
There was three until the skirt blew 
out on us.”

“ Mortimer must be blind,” Bob ex­
claimed hotly, “not to know what is 
going on right under his nose!”



“ Mortimer f * Whitey chuckled 
quietly. “ Mortimer don’t know? 
That’s a hot number, too. Why, he’s 
the lad that started the game! He sold 
old lady Barnaby the kindliness-help- 
the-downhearted gold brick in the be­
ginning. He’s the front an’ Jake’s the 
works. Old ‘ Singsong ’ Bert, one of 
the slickest con men that ever talked an 
old lady out of her life’s savings. He 
was in the stir for bigamy and fraud 
when you were wearin’ diapers. Don’t 
look for nothin’ from that baby. Better 
get that gun set an’ the shells handy.”

Bob nodded grimly. “ You don’t 
expect Mortimer to interfere if they 
should capture us ? Even a confidence 
man might have limits—”

“ Not that kind. If you was drown­
ing he’d throw you a rock—an’ wait 
for you to come up the third time to 
grab your watch. Get set. I’m goin’ 
to put this light out”

CHAPTER XIL
SIEGE.

HIS finger jabbed at the black but­
ton of the brass plate on the wall, 
and Bob had the sensation of 

being plunged into a pit of darkness. 
Whitey’s hand touched Bob’s arm.

“ We’ll play blind-man’s buff with 
them for awhile. Slip up the ladder 
with me and we’ll look around.”

Bob felt his way after the silent­
footed Whitey up the iron rungs to 
the.level surface of the tower roof. It 
was lighter there, and leaning over the 
waist-high parapet they could see the 
top of the wall as a shadowy line ten 
feet below them, the dark patch of lawn 
just distinguishable from the darker 
blur of the trees crowding to its edge. 
In the hollow the light still shone from 
the window of the Home—from the 
room that held its immobile tableau of 
crime. From the far Community 
House more lights showed, unblink- 
ingly.

Once more the depressing quiet 

seemed to have wrapped its smothering 
folds about Shady Rest, accenting the 
peaceful night noises—the creek-creek 
of the insect chorus, the grunt of a 
sedentary frog in the rank-grown moat, 
the shrilly faint and shuddering laugh­
ter of an owl searching the tree tops.

“Do you suppose they’ve beat it?” 
Bob whispered.

“ Not them,” Whitey muttered de­
cidedly. “They’re just gettin’ set. 
Lay low. We’ll hear from them soon 
enough an’ it ’ll be plenty. Jake wants 
me in the worst way—eighty grand 
worth of Ezra Deckin’a emeralds that 
Lang got away with an’ Jake thinks I 
got—I wish I had! An’ Mortimer, old 
Singsong Bert, won’t sleep peaceful 
until he knows you’re laying in a ditch 
in the next State with identificatien- 
marks cut out of your clothes an’ no 
questions asked. Boy! You sure 
spoiled a nice party he had arranged 
with the will of yours. He had one 
of the swellest layouts here a gang 
could want an’ if he could buy off the 
girl— Lay low!”

Bob had heard the noise, too—the 
grating of approaching footsteps on the 
path up the hill. They came nearer 
without hurry or pretense of conceal­
ment; the sound stopped at the edge 
of the grass-padded lawn and a white­
clad figure glimmered beneath them.

Mortimer’s throaty barytone floated 
up.

“ Are you there, Mr. Stuart?”
“ No use keepin’ still,” Whitey whis­

pered in Bob’s ear. “ He knows you 
sleep here an’ he’ll get hep you’re wise. 
Stall him along.”

Bob took a firmer grip on the shot­
gun. His finger itched to send a load 
of bird-shot instead of a soft answer,

“ What is it, Mortimer ?” he asked.
“ Sorry to, ah, disturb you at this 

hour,’’ the big man apologized smooth­
ly, “ but I have a rather important mat­
ter to discuss—quite important, I might 
say. If you don’t mind opening the 
postern door we can dis—” .

“ Let’s not,” Bob retorted, “ and say 



we did. I’ve got a hunch the air is 
better up here on the roof. You can 
say what you have to say from the 
outside.”

“ My dear fellow,” Mortimer’s voice 
betrayed shocked surprise, “this is 
most cavalier treatment. Surely you 
cannot think that my designs are other 
than strictly friendly and honorable.”

“I don’t know what your designs 
are.” Bob slipped the safety-catch for­
ward on the shotgun. “ Mine aren’t 
friendly at all, Singsong Bert, or what­
ever your right name is. I have heard 
too much about you lately. I’ll give 
you about two—”

He was about to say “ two minutes 
to be on your way ”—a more generous 
time-limit, apparently, than he was to 
be accorded himself, for it was exactly 
at that moment that he ducked from 
the blinding glare of a light that played 
on the White Tower from the edge of 
the trees, while the smashing rattle of 
a machine gun ripped the still air. to 
shreds.

He threw himself to the rooftop out 
of range of the particles of spattered 
lead and chipped stone that flew in 
every direction. On the other side of 
the tower a second gun roared into ac­
tion, drowning out the shouts of the 
attackers and the ragged volley from 
their automatics. Overhead something 
sailed like a tossed ball, missed the top 
and landed in the court below with a 
blast that shook the tower.

“ Come on I” Whitey shouted above 
the deafening bursts of sound. “ Get 
below before they blow us to hell outa 
here!”

Bob rolled after him to the trapdoor 
that had been opened, and, dragging 
the shotgun behind, slid down feet 
foremost as a second bomb, better 
aimed than the first, exploded on the 
roof in a blaze of fire and fury.

WITH the searchlight on the walls 
of the tower, the room below 
was partly illuminated. Whitey 

jumped to one of the narrow, slitted 

windows that overlooked the‘front, and 
took careful aim. V/ith the pressure 
of his steady finger the light went out 
and a sharp yelp of pain added a new 
voice to the uproar.

From below came the splintering of 
wood as the postern door was battered 
in. The glass of the casement window 
nearest Bob tinkled down, stinging his 
his cheek, and the plastered wall op­
posite became pitted with tiny black 
holes.

Whitey came away from the narrow 
window with blood staining his hand. 
His lips moved blasphemously, but the 
words were lost in the din.

“ Get you ?” Bob called.
“Just scraped me. Our turn to 

move. Where’s 'at door lead?”
Bob shot the bolts back and flung 

it open. The flare of another grenade, 
bursting in the court, showed the bridge 
and the open door beyond leading to 
the keep. They hurried through to 
the balcony.

“ This way!” Bob shouted. “ There’s 
another tower! We can hold them off 
for awhile!”

Whitey scurried for the winding 
stairs. Bob lost no time in vaulting 
the balustrade and dropping to the floor 
below. At the foot of the opposite 
stairs he waited for Whitey, and when 
that breathless person stumbled up, 
Bob pushed him ahead up the stairs. 
Whitey was evidently a good man with 
a gun even if a poor cross-country run­
ner. Bob felt for the railing, to follow.

Triumphant shouts and the scuffle of 
feet sounded from the courtyard in the 
direction of the postern gate, and a re­
newed burst of firing around the White 
Tower. The great chandelier in the 
center of the keep blazed into light— 
caught Bob halfway up the stairs in 
plain view, showed Mortimer standing 
in the doorway, his finger still on the 
switch and his back to Bob.

“ Quick!” he boomed over his shoul­
der. “ Cut them off this way—”

The temptation, even at a distance 
that would only pepper the white-clad 



figure, was too much for Bob. Both 
barrels roared-^-not louder than Morti­
mer did, however, as that worthy made 
a swan-dive through the door. But 
Bob was given no time to enjoy the 
mayor’s painful and undignified in­
juries. The heavy, scowling coun­
tenance of the man called Nick was 
plunging toward the stairs, his ex­
tended hand jerking with the recoil of 
a flame-spitting automatic.

Luckily, his target was half hidden 
behind the iron-work of the stairs and 
moving fast. Fortunately for Bob, 
too, a man running has at best an er­
ratic aim. Bob reached the balcony, 
and out of sight of Nick, stopped in 
the open doorway leading to the bridge, 
and ejected the empty shells.

Fumbling in his pocket Bob jerked 
out a shell and jammed it into the 
breech as Nick’s bullet-head showed 
up. Bob should have sensibly followed 
Whitey along the line of retreat into 
the Gray Tower, but it seemed the 
proper time to lessen the number of 
pursuers by one.

He swung the gun forward with­
out waiting to get it to his shoulder and 
jerked the trigger. There was a click 
and nothing more. Bob hurled the 
weapon at the snarling face on the 
stairs, and leaped backward through 
the doorway, his hands scrambling for 
the bolts in the dark as he slammed it 
closed.

He bumped against Whitey in the 
blackness of the passage.

" Thought they had you,” Whitey 
grunted. “ What happened ?”

“ Gun missed fire and I had to slam 
Nick with it. But I tickled Mortimer’s 
hide. He’ll be picking buckshot out of 
himself for a week.”

He turned inquiring to Whitey as he 
pushed open the second door. The 
electric lights were bright on the ceil­
ing. A bullet crashed through the win­
dow and starred the mirror over the 
dressing table.

“ Switched them on to have a look 
around,” Whitey panted hurriedly.

“They know we’re here anyway. I 
had to take another crack at those 
stones. Hid around the dump some­
where—no time now, though. Grab 
hold!”

Together they pushed the heavy bed­
stead against the oak door, sent the 
dressing table and a chest of drawers 
tumbling down the narrow stairway 
that led up from the lower room, block­
ing that means of access. Whitey, 
crouching under the light with the auto­
matic held hip-high, covering the door, 
turned to Bob a pallid face that was 
a mask of grinning fear.

“ We’re cooked, kiddo. But I’ll get 
Jake first or Mortimer. We ain’t got 
a look-in here.”

A deafening reverberation shook the 
inner door. “ That’s the first door. 
You duck out of the way. Yotr ain’t 
got a gun. I’ll douse the light an’ 
empty this gat when the door goes. 
They’ll be in each other’s way an’ I 
may get a break—but it’s every guy for 
himself now.”

The narrow eyes that glinted over 
his shoulder widened in an unbelieving 
stare. Slowly, as if lifted by a tight­
ening and invisible string, his quivering 
hand rose, pointed at the stone floor 
behind Bob.

“ Look!_ I’ll be—it’s—”
Bob whirled around—to see the di­

sheveled blond hair and white face of 
Anne Barnaby, almost at his feet.

CHAPTER XIII.
CRASHING THE GATE.

° A NNE!”
For a couple of precious sec­

onds, while the room vibrated 
with the battering blows that were 
rained on the yielding oak door, Bob 
stood stock-still, taking in the details 
of this startling development — the 
square slab of dressed stone gaping up­
ward from the level floor, a glimpse of 
rusted, racheted iron beneath it, Anne’s 
head and shoulders in the opening, call­



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!”

“ I 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 

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 tunnel, 
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.



“ They’ve got some one watching each » one.

UP the path from the two lamps 
that glowed on the road, a man 
raced toward the castle, passing 

within a few yards of the fugitives in 
the cedars. And, as he ran, he shouted 
to those in the castle.

“ Hey! Snap out of it, you guys I 
This way, Nick I Tony! Mortimer says 
there’s another place—”

Bob did not feel it necessary to wait 
to hear what Mortimer said. He could 
guess it. “ Let’s go! Hold tight to me, 
Anne 1”

The three hastened downhill through 
the brush, Bob’s arm helping and 
guarding Anne from the lashing tree­
branches. At the road a hoarse voice 
challenged from the dark.

“ Hey, there! Who the hell are—”
Whitey’s automatic crashed in an­

swer. Bob’s arm tightened about 
Anne’s waist, pulling her with him as 
he sprinted along the smooth concrete 
toward those twin lamps. Answering 
shots came from the rear and from up 
the hill as the men in the castle poured 
out. The headlights of a car parked 
by the road toward the Community 
House flashed blindingly in the faces 
of the three people who were escaping.

The headlights showed something 
else immediately in front of the refu­
gees—the bulky outline of a five-ton 
truck, loaded with bales and boxes un­
der its tarpaulin. The lamps were lit 
—they were the ones Bob had seen 
from the hill—and the engine was 
thrumming softly as if the driver had 
left it for but a moment to join in the 
hunt.

Bob swung Anne onto the step be­
side the wide, leather-covered driver’s 
seat, as Whitey came up, in a series of 
dashes, stopping to send a bullet 
screaming toward the flashes from the 
black shadows tumbling out into the 
road.

“Other side!” Bob yelled. "Jump 
aboard!”

He leaped up beside Anne, and as 
his left hand gripped for the wheel his 
right was jamming the rasping gears 
into first. The heavy truck lurched 
forward, gathered speed as he threw 
into second, roared down the road to­
ward the figures that spat fire and 
leaped aside as the juggernaut swayed 
down on them.

Glass from the punctured windshield 
flew back in tiny particles that lodged 
in Anne’s hair, something burned in a 
red-hot line across Bob’s knuckles on 
the wheel—and the road ahead showed 
empty.

Anne’s hair whipped across Bob’s 
face. “The gate!” she called in his 
ear. “ The gate is closed!”

Bob’s mouth tightened to a thin line. 
The north gate was closed, he knew—< 
the scrolled and ornamental iron-work 
of the double gates appeared, gleam­
ing in the light of the truck lamps. He 
knew also that by this time the pur­
suers would be piling into their cars to 
give chase, that there would be no time 
to stop and batter open the locks. He 
was riding a battering-ram that would 
have made a hole in the side of a fairly 
substantial brick house, let alone burst 
open a pair of tall iron gates. As to 
what would happen to the truck and 
driver—

The gleaming gates seemed to hurl 
themselves toward him from the dark­
ness. His right arm went out, swept 
Anne downward under the partial pro­
tection of the dash-board and bent his 
head, instinctively shrinking from that 
impact of hurtling steel on resistant 
iron.

It seemed to him, in the instant of 
that terrific crash, as if the road itself 
had up-ended and smashed down on 
the top of the cab, splintering it about 
his ears, as he fought to hold that 
swerving wheel.

Then they were through, the water 
from a broken radiator cascading in 
a scalding shower, the tom tarpaulin 
fluttering in tatters, the lights of Grove 
Center, two miles away, twinkling

5 A 



through the empty frame of the wind­
shield, as they bowled down the long, 
sloping State road to friends and 
safety.

Jammed into the ruined hood of the 
truck was a twisted iron gate railing 
that carried a jagged fragment of 
wooden sign:
... leaving Shady . . . folk. The 
wicked man, the sinful . . . Come 
Again . . .

It was still there when they rocked 
into peaceful Grove Center with 
Whitey clinging to the running board 
and making whoopee at the top of his 
shrill voice.

CHAPTER XIV.
LADIES PRESENT!

* M V J E win,” the investigator said 
Yy dolefully, “ an’ we lose.”

He looked around the dis­
ordered keep, still pungently reminis­
cent of smokeless powder in the gray 
light. Outside, in the court, a huddle 
of men, Jake and Big Nick among 
them, were being ushered none too gen­
tly into a touring car maimed by gray­
clad State troopers.

“ A month’s work wasted,” Whitey 
complained bitterly, “ an’ nothin’ to 
show for it, except a bunch of yeggs 
with no more reward attached to them 
than would buy me a new lid for the 
one I spoiled. Mortimer’s the guy. 
They nabbed Mrs. Lang just now, but 
she don’t know nothin’. If Lang wised 
anybody to where they were it was 
Mortimer—the big cow—an’ Morti­
mer’s the only one guy missin’ from 
the mob. Likely he beat it soon’s you 
peppered him with that bird gun. An’ 
now they’re gone an’ I’m plain outa 
hick.”

“What are gone?” Bob frowned. 
He was thinking of something else— 
a very important personal matter that 
had nothing to do with Mortimer. u I 
don’t follow you.”
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“ Ezra Deekin’s emeralds,” Whitey 
snapped disgustedly. “ Why d’ya sup­
pose I’ve been buzzin’ them quick-trig­
ger bimboes for the last hour? They 
ain’t got ’em, that’s a cinch. An’ Lang 
ain’t got them in his clothes either. 
Eighty grand! Eighty thousand ber­
ries’ worth of stones that “Baldy” 
Lang grabbed the day he tied the bath 
towel on old man Deekin. An’ seven 
thousand cold smackers’ reward wait­
in’ for the lucky guy that finds ’em. 
It wouldn’t be me, of course. If it 
was rainin’ twenty-dollar gold pieces 
I’d get hit right away with a bag of 
pennies1”

He lit a cigarette, flicked the match 
out the door. “You own the dump 
now, don’t you?”

“ I don’t know,” Bob considered. 
“ Miss Barnaby, maybe. Why?”

“ Because if you should run across— 
an’ it ain’t likely, I guess—a little heap 
of emeralds an’ a diamond or two, say, 
about a small fistful, remember there’s 
thirty-five hundred bucks in it for you 
an’ maybe more. I’m goin’ to beat it 
now to Grove Center with that bunch 
an’ get in touch with the main office. 
I got bad news for them.”

He slipped out the door, his bat­
tered Panama, which he had recov­
ered from the debris of the White 
Tower, tilted as rakishly as ever over 
one prominent ear.

“ Wait a second!” Bob fished around 
in the ruins of a spinet desk against the 
wall, found an envelope, and slipped 
the will into it. “ Is Miss Barnaby 
still there in Grove Center?”

“Yeah. I promised her I’d drive 
her car down there for her. She’s 
blowin’ back to the city, she says.”

“ Give her this ”—Bob handed over 
the envelope—“ and tell her I’m—well, 
just give it to her.”

He turned to the winding stairs, 
along the Bridge of Sighs and into the 
room in the White Tower, intending 
to locate his kit bag. He found it, 
rather battered, but unopened, under a 
white snowdrift of fallen plaster. He 



picked it up and made his way down 
the littered stairs to the court, and out 
under the raised portcullis.

Beyond the lawn and the banked 
trees Shady Rest displayed its broad 
acres in panoramic view: the quiet lake 
glinting in the morning light, the 
smooth, concrete roadways sweeping in 
from the South Gate, where stood the 
lone figure of a State trooper barring 
curious sightseers, the neat row of 
bungalows, the expanse of cool woods, 
level meadows, farmland.

A promising place, Shady Rest, 
when all was said and done. With a 
little fixing up the Community House 
would serve as an office, lots could be 
staked out—small bungalow sites were 
easily salable in this country—the 
Home made into a real cottage, some 
of the outbuildings stuccoed and reno­
vated into pretty cottages, the castle 
wall torn down for material for stone 
chimneys and foundations, the lake 
made a real garden spot for the home 
buyers, the farm made a paying propo­
sition.

Lord! A fellow could do something 
real with a place like this—a fellow 
that had the energy to go to work and 
develop—

Bob snapped out of it, grabbed up 
the bag and plunged down the patK 
The car he had arrived in still reposed 
wearily by the side of the drive. He 
tossed the kit bag into the tonneau and 
set to work to make the wreck run.

HE was still working, lying on his 
back, his feet exposed as he ex­
plored the innards of a reluctant 

clutch, when Whitey called to him.
Bob crawled out from underneath. 

The “ private investigator ” was 
breathless and bursting with words as 
he tumbled up the hill.

“ Shells — Mortimer — shells — 
shot the shells—”

“Take it easy.” Bob grabbed his 
arm. “ You’ll have a stroke or some­
thing. What do you mean—shot the 
shells? What shells?”

“ You shot them off!” Whitey broke 
away, waving his hands wildly. 
“ Where’s the gun—the shotgun?”

“ Why,” Bob said calmly, “ it’s 
where I threw it at Big Nick when it 
wouldn’t go off. In the keep. Why, 
wait a min—”

Whitey had darted toward the cas­
tle. Bob followed him, wonderingly, 
caught up with him in fhe keep as the 
investigator broke open the breech of 
the gun and grabbed for the unexplod­
ed shell. He dug at the paper wadding 
with a penknife.

“ What’s the idea?” Bob questioned. 
“ I told you that one was no good.”

“No good!” Whitey turned the 
shell upside down and let a tiny cas­
cade of shimmering green trickle into 
his perspiring palm. “ Eighty thou­
sand grand! Why, you darned fooL 
those are Ezra Deekin’s emeralds you 
were shootin’ around! Lang tried to 
tell you where they were. In the shells 
in his pocket!”

He swept the Panama from his head 
-with a hilarious gesture. “ Hey! Boy, 
are we good? They’re all here—all 
except about six grand of diamonds 
an’ I know where they are! Come to 
life! You got three thousand five hun­
dred bucks cornin’ to you from the Jor- 
dania Insurance Company fast as they 
can write a check! Get me?”

“ And they—they were there all—”
“ Sure.” Whitey dropped into a 

chair. “ Gosh! You gave me a turn. 
I could see you blazin’ away at them 
yeggs last night with eighty thousand 
dollars’ worth of ammunition. Lang 
hid them there. Then he took the gun, 
too, for camouflage when he got ready 
to beat it. He figured they might stick 
him up to see what he was totin’ away. 
He was supposed to split with Morti­
mer an’ Jake for hidin’ him out, but he 
kept puttin’ it off. Then he tries to 
make a slide an’ Slippy bumps him 
off.”

Bob looked at the glowing green 
lights that Whitey was carefully count­
ing into an envelope. Thirty-five hun­



dred dollars! It sounded like thirty- 
five million to Bob just then.

“ But how on earth did you get wise 
to where they were?”

Whitey grinned happily. "That's 
the best part of it, kid. That’s where 
you earn your dough. You see, when 
Lang emptied out the two shells an’ 
filled one with these rocks an’ the other 
with some measly diamonds, he must ’a’ 
been in a hurry, for he forgot to take 
the powder outa the other. An’ be­
fore I forget to tell you, Singsong 
Bert was layin’ in that truck when we 
drove him to Grove Center. The cops 
found him—”

" Mortimer!”
" The guy hisself,” Whitey crowed. 

" As full of bird shot as a pincushion 
an’ only half as comfortable. Only 
they weren’t bird shot, but about six 
thousand dollars’ worth of small dia­
monds! He wanted them an* he got 
’em. Talk about joy! They’re pick­
in’ them outa him now an’ he’s havin’ 
the time of his life”

" Well, I’ll be darned!” Bob whis-
THE 

tied his surprise. " You mean to say 
I peppered his anatomy—”

“ S-sh!” Whitey pointed toward the 
doorway and blushed for the first and 
last time in his career. “ Ladies pres­
ent!”

Bob waited, gazing into tearful 
brown eyes. Anne flung herself for­
ward, in her extended hand the type­
written sheet he had sent.

“ I won’t take it!” she said spirited­
ly. “It belongs to you! You’re just 
being foolishly generous! You—you 
must keep it!”

“ But listen, Anne. I have no 
right—”

“ Say,” Whitey suggested from the 
doorway. “ What are you two scrap­
ping about? Split it—like we done the 
reward—fifty-fifty, see? Any church 
pastor can draw up that contract!

“ An’, say, folks,” he popped his 
grinning face in the doorway again. 
“ With thirty-five hundred berries in 
the kick, wouldn’t this be a swell place 
for a honeymoon?”

It was.
END.

U U U
The Haunted Forest of Classis

’THE ancient forest of Classis on the outskirts of Ravenna is the same as it 
• was in the days of Guido da Polenta, an old Lord of Ravenna renowned 
for. his magnificence and cruelty. Beginning in the marsh at the Church of 
San Apollinaire Nuovo the forest extends along the sea for fifteen miles.

Local tradition avers that a clearing in the heart of the forest, on the 
first Friday in June of every seventh year a cold wind begins to blow. It is 
accompanied by a rushing sound that is not the sea. At last one distinguishes 
the crashing of branches, neighing of horses, yelping of hounds, and the horns 
and halloos of huntsmen. Into the clearing rushes the hunt, and the hotly 
pursued quarry is neither wild boar nor deer, but something milk-white that 
runs erect and screams piteously. It is a woman.

The hounds overtake her and pull her down. A hunter on a black horse 
transfixes the dying girl with a boar spear, and while she still lives cuts out 
her heart with his hunting knife a fid throws it to the hounds. Then all vanish.

The hunter was Guido degli Anastagi; the woman Monna Filomena, 
daughter of the Lord of Gambellara. Guido loved her passionately, was pub- 
fidy scorned by her, and, leaving Ravenna in despair, was slain by robbers in 
the forest of Classis. Filomena died soon after, and her soul is doomed to be 

.hunted down every seven years by her lover. Both were buried in the church 
in the marsh. Minna frying.



The Golden Tornado
Storm on the fair grounds—and io the accompaniment of the 

screams of fear-maddened horses, Chet faces death

By BERTRAND
HET was the best boy that ever 
threw a currycomb or dipped 
hocks in bluing water. I met 

him out in the sticks when we were 
traveling abound the country fairs. He 
seemed just another nut like myself, 
with no aim in life but to be near the 
“disappearing victims of this auto­
motive age,” as the newspapers have 
it

You know how it is, if you’ve ever 
been around the county fair circuit; 
all the queer ones who used to hang 
around stables in the good old days, 
all the bums and failures who have a 
hankering after horses, but can’t buy 
one of their own to manicure, all the 
would-be jockeys and touts and wise 
guys get a pail and a pitch fork and 
think they’re happy, playing valet to 
the show stuff. I’m one myself. Can’t

L. SHURTLEFF
shake it. Must have been born in the 
blood.

This Chet had his own peculiar little 
queer spot, and that was a stud called 
.Golden Tornado, a California sorrel be­
ing shown by a steel magnate or some­
thing of the kind, a bird with plenty of 
ready money and a yen for ribbons. 
If that horse was showing in a one-tent 
stand, this Chet would leave a midway 
a mile long to be there and watch the 
sun shine on that golden coat.

We rolled into a burg away out in 
th^wilds, riding in our private car as 
usual—two boards laid across the rods 
under a freight car. I had a hankering 
for breakfast, but Chet, who was my 
particular queer spot that summer, was 
all for taking a look at the horse tent 
the first thing.

There was a tall hick standing on the 



biggest canvas in sight and shouting at 
a lot of rubes with sledge hammers and 
stakes. Chet takes one swift look 
around and calls, “ This the horse tent, 
mister?”

The hick turns a whisky-red face on 
Chet and glowers. It’s plain to see 
that he’s a native and this job is get­
ting his nanny. Being no more than a 
small-time horse trader, he doesn’t rec­
ognize Chet and me for what we are, 
and thinks we’re just a couple of plain 
bundle stiffs.

"What’s it to you?” he snaps, 
throwing us a breeze that smelled like 
Milwaukee did fifteen years ago.

Chet is too much of a man in spite 
of busted shoes and worn coat to an­
swer him in kind. He just shakes his 
head and says, “ If it is, you’re puttin’ 
it in a bad place. There’s a regular hol­
low here, that ’ll be a catch-basin if 
she rains. Now, right overe there—”

The hick takes a threatening step or 
two and shakes loose the lash of the 
whip he’s holding. " I’m taking a lot 
of advice,” he snarls, “ but I don’t have 
to take it from no bum like you. Git 
out of here an’ git fast or I’ll sick the 
constable on you.”

Chet just grins and mosies along. 
There’s a hot dog stand up already and 
we get our java for an eye-opener. By 
the time that’s gone, Chet seems to 
have thought things over a bit.

“ I’m going back to watch that tall 
bird build himself some trouble,” he 
grunts. “Coming?”

“Wherever you lead me,” I comes 
back, for this Chet had me goggle-eyed 
from following him and I would have 
cheerfully gone to the hoosegow just 
to stick with him.

“If that’s the stall for the Golden 
Tornado,” he calls out a few minutes 
later, * it won’t do. That horse has a 
bit of spirit and he’ll kick those boards 
into match-wood in less than two min­
utes if anything gets him started.”

“ Say, nothing seems to get you start­
ed,” howls the boss, starting for him 
with the whip.

“ Hold on- a minute,” calls Enright, 
the owner of the stud. “ Who is that 
man?”

“ He’s only a bum hanging around 
and shooting his face off in hopes he’ll 
land a job. The town is full of ’em. 
They drop in wherever there’s a crowd, 
to pan anybody who’ll listen for the 
price of a drink. As soon as the con­
stable comes back I’ll have him run him 
in. I’ve warned him already?”

“ Why, it’s the man who stopped the 
Tornado when he broke loose last 
week,” calls a silvery voice. “I’m 
afraid you have misjudged him, Mr, 
Darling!”

“ By George, it is,” says Enright, 
“ the chap who handed me back the ten- 
dollar bill I gave him. He’s no pan­
handler; he understands horses.”

Darling glowered and sneered. Look­
ing at Chet’s shoes he had a hard job 
trying to believe that the kid ever let 
go of a ten-spot unless he saw more 
coming from the same source in some 
other way. You can see from the 
scowl of him that he figures Chet has 
some game for dragging down a big 
thing.

"F\ON’T you think this stall will 
I J hold the Tornado?” asks En­

right.
“ It will if we don’t get thunder. If 

we do, look out.”
The big, red-faced rube shrugs and 

looks at the sky as if he could tell 
whether it was going to storm four 
days ahead. I catches the girl who had 
remembered Chet eying him with a lot 
of wonder in her eyes and I wakes up. 
From the way it looks to me, the boy 
is more interested in golden hair than 
I had ever figgered and I wonders why 
I haven’t tumbled long ago.

About this time the constable heaves 
in sight, and we move again, just to 
save an argument. Chet sees another 
lad, Ben, walking that little bay mare 
of Thollen’s and we drop over to talk 
with him.

“ So' Enright is showing Golden



Tornado here,” grins Ben, winking at 
me.

“ She’s a daisy,” said I, nodding to 
Ben.

“Are you speaking of Miss En­
right?” asks Chet coldly.

“ No, no, nothing like that,” I tells 
him, giving Ben the wink. “ I was 
commenting on Ben’s little bay mare.”

“ If this bay was properly groomed 
and well shown,” sighs Chet, “ she’d 
cop the blue. It’s a pity Thollen doesn’t 
snap wise to himself and let Benny 
take a rest so that he can keep the mare 
in shape. With the lad so sick it’s a 
wonder he does anything for the little 
girl.”

“ Who, me ?” asks Ben.
“ Sure, you. Too much coffee and 

too little sleep. Eats into a kid’s sys­
tem. Bulls bellowing at night and dogs 
barking and the roosters at it before 
daylight. I know what it is. I don’t 
blame you.”

Ben doesn’t look so sick to me, but I 
know Chet well enough to know there’s 
some game afoot. I just nods and looks 
sympathetic.

“ Why don’t you just rest this 
week,” urges Chet. “ Go out in the 
country and sleep in a big barn on the 
new-mown hay. Eat some fresh eggs 
and new milk instead of dogs and java. 
Make a new man of you.”

“ Who’ll take care of the mare for 
me? I don’t want to lose my job.”

“ I tell you what I’ll do,” says Chet 
big-heartedly, as if he’d just thought of 
it, “ you run along and get a little rest. 
I’ll take care of the mare and do it 
right. Won’t charge you a cent and 
you can have the job back when you get 
fed up on new hen’s eggs and fresh 
butter.”

“ How can he do it ?” asked Ben very 
much bewildered, as Chet takes the 
bridle out of his hand and quiets the 
mare while she prances off. “ What is 
he getting out of it?”

“ A lot of disappointment,” I grunts 
and stares after the best groom I’ve ev­
er seen, who is tickled to death to work 

a whole fair for nothing just because 
his horse is only across the aisle from 
Enright’s Golden Tornado.

There isn’t another job to be had in 
the horse tent, though I tries my best. 
I always hated cows, but it’s the best 
I can do unless I shake Chet, and that’s 
about like this Damon bird going off 
without his Pythagoras or whatever it 
was he trailed so thick with.

As I’m staggering along under a bale 
of hay that got landed in the wrong 
place, as it always does at a fair, I 
thanks my stars that the fellow who 
staked the cow-cover knew his vege­
tables. It stands on a rise that will shed 
any water that falls, and more than 
half of the guy-ropes are made fast to 
trees instead of driven stakes. While 
I’m ruminating over what a simp that 
Darling was to pass up the best loca­
tion on the lot for his horses, I happen 
to see Chet with the mare.

Thollen is standing around grinning 
at his work, for the boy has done him­
self noble with the little bay. She is 
so sleek you could shave looking at 
her flank and her white feet are blued 
until they’d shame a fresh-fallen snow­
bank.

“ There he is,” calls Darling loudly, 
grabbing the constable by the arm and 
pointing at Chet. “ Run him in.”

“ What do you want of my groom ?” 
asked Thollen, as the officer shoved 
forward. “ Is there any specific charge 
against him?”

“ He’s a fresh bum,” grunts the boss 
of the horse tent. “ I don’t want him 
around.”

“ Do you throw the private grooms 
of exhibitors off the lot because you 
don’t like them?” asks Thollen, sar­
castic as they make ’em. “ You look 
little better than a bum yourself. If 
my man goes, my mare goes with him.”

Darling took off his hat and wiped 
his forehead, flushing to an even deep­
er red. He can’t offend Thollen be­
cause he is a member of the associa­
tion and can haul half the exhibs off 
the lot.



" I—I didn’t know he was your man. 
If he is, he stays, o’ course. He was 
giving me a lot of useless advice and 
playing fresh this morning, and I did 
not want him around poking his nose 
into things that don’t concern him.”-

“ But the location of that horse tent 
does concern me,” chirps Chet. “If 
we get much rain, the tent ’ll fall down 
on us and it ’ll be your fault for pitch­
ing in the hollow.”

DARLING mutters something and 
hurries away. I had drifted over 
closer to get what’s going on, and 

I’m just going to up-end the bale of hay 
again when the silvery voice cuts in.

“ I understand you are here to stay.”
Chet stands up quickly from where 

he was sitting on a box to polish his 
mare’s bridle. His hat is off in an in­
stant and I’m wondering why I hadn’t 
seen the plain truth any earlier than 
this morning.

“ Yes, miss,” he answers, so polite it 
must have hurt, “ I’m to act as groom 
for Mr. Thollen’s Bay Beauty.”

She takes a look around and I dodge 
behind the bale. They’re as much 
alone in that milling crowd as though 
they’d been on a desert island in the 
movies. She gives him a look that 
would have made the best of them go 
nutty over horses and says softly, “ So 
you think the Tornado is likely to prove 
troublesome if we have thunder?”

“Yes’m, he is a delicate bundle of 
nerves. Remember how he bolted at 
the pop of rifles when he was passing 
that shooting gallery?”

“ Yes. and I remember how he 
jumped when that alligator in the side­
show bellowed as I was passing. If 
vou hadn’t been there to catch the 
Bridle and hold him until I got down—”

“ Oh, that was nothing. That 
wasn’t an alligator. It was a boy out 
m back sawing a string through a hole 
in an empty box. The thing ought not 
to have been allowed on the midway, 
especially so near the horses.”

“ Daddy said, after It happened, that 

he remembered hearing somebody say 
that it might frighten some horse. 
Were you standing there waiting for 
such an emergency, the way you seem 
to be working here in readiness for the 
danger you told Darling might come ?”

Chet laughed that easy, fetching 
laugh of his, and I saw her admiring the 
even whiteness of his teeth.

“Oh, it’s the horses,” he told her. 
“ I like ’em. Always been around ’em. 
Sort of hate to see ’em abused.”

“ Is that why you follow the fairs, 
Chet?”

I saw him get pink at that, but he 
is a level-headed kid and must have 
thought right sudden that she was call­
ing him by his first name as though he 
was a servant. I knowed him so well 
I could see him thinking he’d better 
hang onto himself and remember that 
she most likely called Thollen’s other 
handler “ Ben” just the same way.

“ I like to study how they handle 
’em, miss,” he said very humbly. “ I’d 
never seen horses shown before this 
season.”

“ And why are you interested in how 
horses are displayed ?” Then as he hes­
itated and blushed again under her 
steady eyes, “ I know you’re not an 
ordinary follower of fairs. I’ve been 
watching you for weeks.”

I starts getting that bale of hay onto 
my back about that time. I’m just as 
eager as the next one to watch the fade- 
out part of a good show, but I’m afraid 
Chet will lamp me—and if you’ve ever 
seen the way his biceps bulge, you’ll un­
derstand.

“ I—I’ll tell you, if you won’t let it 
out,” he says at last “ I couldn’t pick 
up as much from these boys if they 
knew. They’re great for running with 
their own kind and keeping mum when 
the owners are around. I’m thinking of 
showing some of my own stock next 
year. I’ve got a little place up in the 
hills of New Hampshire and I’m rais­
ing some colts. I’ve learned what they 
teach about them in books: but there 
is a whole lot to showing horses that 



some of jhe writers of books have never 
learned. I’m getting my information 
first hand because I’ve got to earn my 
living by exhibiting. In order to sell 
my horses I’ve got to take ribbons— 
and I’m learning how it’s done.”

“ I knew it,” she gurgles, with eyes 
sparkling. “ Daddy is sure you are 
■just another of those silly creatures that 
.follow the fairs because they know of 
no other life. He is still wondering 
why you didn’t take the money he of­
fered you for stopping Tornado the 
day he ran away. I—I’d like to apolo­
gize for him, since he is too sure of his 
own opinion to offer one himself.”

“ Oh, I know how he feels, and I 
don’t blame him,” chuckles Chet. “ I’ve 
got a lot of the boys fooled, and they 
see more of me than your dad does. 
I’ve got to expect that sort of thing— 
more or less invited it by dressing like 
this and playing the part.”

I staggered away under the bale at 
that. It looked to me as if the boy 
was going to eat his heart out staring 
at a princess, for this Enright is worth 
a million cold, unless our steer is 
wrong, and the kid will do well if he 
makes enough raising colts to keep 
himself and a sweet little country girl 
«—even if he can show his horses for 
all there is in them, and then some.

I’M so busy tending the moo-moos and 
passing back a lot of answers to the 
boys who drop over from the horse 

tent to kid me about turnin’ milkmaid, 
that I don’t see much of Chet until the 
next morning. Besides, it is hotter than 
New Orleans in July and the cattle are 
taking plenty of water, which means 
paik and aching arms for yours truly.

“ Why would Darling want to dope 
my mare?” asks Chet, as I slip in be­
side him for a chat, having dodged the 
boss of my own tent.

“ Because he’s got a grudge against 
you, vounffster,” I comes back. “ Did 
he try it ?”

“ Last night. I was sleeping here 
on the cot, meaning to keep a close 

watch on her because she seemed to 
be off her feed a bit. About two this 
morning she snorted so loud I woke 
up. There was somebody in her stall 
and she was shying away. I jumped 
over and tore the coat off him, as he 
slipped over the bars. Know the 
checks ?”

I took one look and grinned. It was 
the loud noise Darling had been wear­
ing ever since the show started, a queer 
sort of brown-checked rig such as 
coachmen used to wear at Newport on 
the drive.

Darling hurried past us a few min­
utes later wearing a black and whit'e 
coat with white riding breeches.

“ Hey, Mr. Darling,” I calls, “ is 
this yours?”

He turns even fierier red and 
snatches at the coat.

“ Be careful of it after this; it 
might get you into trouble,” Chet sings 
out as he bolts down the aisle.

Nothing happened that day except 
it got warmer. The crowds thronged 
in on us until you wondered where so 
many hicks could have been hidden out 
in the fields. Things were going so 
well that some new attractions dropped 
in for the midway, shows that had been 
playing to a losing proposition at some 
fair that wasn’t pulling.

I was sitting chinning with Chet that 
evening, when the crowd-caller in the 
latest addition started his work. It was 
a long-drawn bellow that sounded like 
a cow calling for help with her hind­
quarters bogged and a foghorn stuck' 
in her gullet.

GOLDEN TORNADO, the sorrel 
stud, leaped halfway across his 
stall at that first deep grunt. The 

groom who had been combing out his 
tail and fussing around him slapped 
him on the rump and barked at him. 
The stud whirled and sent his heels 
against the corner post of the stall, 
cracking the three-by-four studding as 
though it had been a match, and miss­
ing the groom by inches.



Darling, standing near by with the 
long whip, leaned across the railing 
and slashed at the streak of golden 
light Luckily he missed, or the de­
struction would have been greater. As 
it was, the groom was scared stiff when 
he finally managed to crawl through 
the fence and make sure he was whole.

“ He's afraid of that bellowing,” 
called Chet sharply, seizing the whip 
hand of the tent boss. “ Don’t strike 
him, or there’ll be trouble. That’s no 
.way to handle a real horse, even if it 
does work with livery plugs. He’ll 
break out of there and kill somebody 
if you lash him.”

Enright came rushing through the 
crowd to stop Darling, who was plenty 
sore at that crack about his livery sta­
ble. Chet slipped between two low bars 
and sidled up to the stud, crooning 
softly.

" Easy, Tornado,” he said as the 
bellow began again. “ It won’t hurt 
you, boy. It’s nothing but a rope 
sawed through a box to make the suck­
ers in the crowd think it’s a big alliga­
tor. The little three-foot cuss in that 
tent couldn’t hurt you. Easy, boy.”

You’ve seen how some people can do 
it with horses. Inside of three minutes 
that stallion was just as quiet as though 
that crazy noise was a thousand miles 
away. The whites of his eyes stopped 
rolling in terror, his flanks lost their 
heaving, and he began to nose around 
Chet’s pockets looking for sugar. Even 
when the boy stopped rubbing his neck 
and stroking his ears there was no sign 
of trembling in the golden colt.

" Don’t let ’em get you excited, Tor­
nado, old boy,” I heard him whisper. 
“ That long mistake in the checked coat 
is drunk and doesn’t know horses, but 
I’ll be right here with you. Here comes 
Daisy to feed you ’sugar.”

AS quiet as he had gone in, Chet 
slipped away and went back to 
his own mare. But Enright had 

seen the way he stepped into the stall, 
and now came over to him.

“ Don’t do that again, boy,” he said, 
his voice shaking with nervous excite­
ment. “ That stud killed a man in 
the stable last winter. He’s a bad actor 
when he gets thoroughly aroused. I— 
I think I’ll have him shot, if he keeps 
on.”

"It wasn’t the horse’s fault,” Chet 
comes back. “ He’d have been all right, 
only he was struck. You couldn’t blame 
a nervous horse for being afraid of 
that bellow.”

. " No, no, I guess not, but I get ex-> 
cited when anything happens. You saw 
him last week when he was running 
away. You know what he can do. I 
don’t want Daisy to ride him, but she 
insists.”

“ I’d get them to move that alligator 
show,” Chet advises him. “ It’s not 
the kind of thing to be placed near the 
horse tent.”

“ I did kick,” sighed Enright, “ but 
they said the show had to have ground 
somewhere, and I’d already made them 
move a shooting gallery that they were 
going to open on that side. I’m get­
ting sick of all the fighting in this ex­
hibit business. One more accident, and 
I’ll sell the stud and get out of it.”

I could see the light of desire in 
Chet’s eyes, and I knew he was biting 
his tongue to keep from asking to be 
allowed first bid on the Tornado. But 
he could not let on to Enright without 
danger of having it get around that he 
was an owner, and he wanted to work 
a few big shows before letting the bag 
spill open.

It was hotter than ever in the big 
tent. Horses drooped under the heat 
and people perspired freely as they el­
bowed their way past the many stalls. 
I got so tired of lugging water that I 
sneaked out and landed over at Chet’s 
stall, where the kid was dividing his 
glances between his mare and the show 
of thunderheads along the horizon.

° We’ll get it to-night or to­
morrow,” he muttered. “ Let’s hope 
it comes to-night, when we won’t have 
the crowd under our feet”



But evening came, and the long 
night hours dragged along. All of us 
were red-eyed and sleepy with exhaus­
tion next morning, when the dogs and 
the roosters routed us out. It was one 
of those red sunrises with not a leaf 
stirring and the whole world shudder­
ing in the knowledge of what was com­
ing.

I’m bunking my cow job again, 
when Miss Daisy sweeps in, like a cool 
breeze, in dainty white.

“I’m riding the Golden Tornado 
this afternoon, Chet,” she calls. “ Are 
you coming out to watch me, or are 
you still afraid of thunder?”

“ Both,” grins Chet “ What time do 
you ride?”

“ Two thirty.”
He sighed and turned to me.
“ They won’t make up that fast” 

he said, jerking a thumb at the omi­
nous clouds that began to show an 
angry black under their billowing soft­
ness. “If Daisy is away from that 
stallion when the storm strikes, I’ll feel 
a lot easier.”

“Aw, you are calamity howling 
again,” I says, to cheer him up. “ I’ve 
seen thunderheads for a week with no 
storm.”

“ So have I, but there’s rain and 
wind in those babies, mark my words.”

I didn’t have any come-back, for 
there was the feel of rain in the air 
and the rising black of those clouds 
looked ugly. But the band struck up 
Miss Daisy’s air just then, and the 
Golden Tornado, sleek and shining like 
burnished gold, stepped daintily for­
ward into the roped arena. Before 
the tumult of applause the stud 
pranced eagerly, unafraid of this ac­
customed noise. Arching his neck in 
the pride of his showing, he went 
through step after step of the intricate 
dance that the girl on his back had 
taught him.

I srieaked a look at Chet, and there 
was no sign of thunder-fear in his 
face. He was straining far forward 
to catch every movement of horse and 

girl, and I couldn’t blame him much, 
for the lighter gold of her hair, where 
it trailed down her back in beautiful 
old-fashioned glory, and the dancing 
sweetness of her smile made even me 
think that there might be something 
else in life worth looking at besides a 
fine horse.

All too soon the dance ended, and 
the crowd opened to let her shoot hack 
to the tent in that burst of speed that 
always pleased onlookers.

Just as the horse neared us a low 
matter of thunder rumbled along the 
skyline, and the stud shied. Chet 
caught him in an instant and stroked 
the soft neck, while Miss Daisy slipped 
down.

Then he turned the horse over to 
the groom and stared moodily at fhe 
yellow streak that was showing un­
der the increasing blackness to file 
northward.

“ I’m getting out of this tent with' 
my mare,” he told me. “ If ThoHen. 
comes, tell him Tve put her in a good 
barn. I spoke to the fellow who owns 
it the day I took this job. Be back in 
ten minutes.”

THE wind was whipping up clouds 
of dust from the midway, where 
the throngs had worn off die 

grass. The canvas billowed a bit, and 
I heard the patter of thick raindrops. 
Then the crowd came surging in, hur­
rying to make fhe tents or fhe sheds 
before the real storm struck.

I scurried over to fhe cattle shed, but 
everything was tight. The lad in charge 
of the top had stretched everything 
taut during the morning, and the worst 
we could get would be a little leakage 
through fhe seams, which would do no 
damage at all.

I had just decided that, the horse 
tent was none of my kettle of fish, 
when Chet came racing past me. That 
black blanket of cloud was right over 
us and the autos were throwing on their 
headlights, it was so dark. Under the 
black to the northward that yellow fine 



kept growing and spreading, until the 
yellow glow from it tinged everything.

" She’s going to blow like blazes,” 
he called. " There’s going to be plenty 
of trouble in that hollow.”

The rain came down in a blanket 
then, just as if it had been poured. 
Somebody threw a pailful of water at 
me once, and it was like that, only 
more so. We could see the roof of the 
horse tent begin to draw taut where 
tiie flood was catching in the slack 
above the sidewall poles.

“ Come on,” called Chet.
" Go on*, I’m a cow nurse,” I an­

swers, remembering how the boys have 
kidded me. " Let Darling and all his 
little pets pull the ropes taut.- We took 
ours up this morning.”

“ This is no time for kidding,” said 
Chet, and his face was white. “ It’s a 
regular tornado coming, and there’ll be 
men and horses killed if things aren’t 
handled right.”

I was in a wreck once where horses 
were hurt and screaming. I couldn’t 
stand there and let anything like that 
happen, so I dug after him. Before 
we’d taken ten steps into that deluge 
we were as wet as soaking, but we 
staggered on against the wind, for the 
top of the horse tent was pounding up 
and down and the water was collecting 
in lakes over the heads of the horses.

A flash of lightning almost blinded 
us. Horses squealed. People rushed 
out of the tent, more afraid of the wild­
eyed beasts than they were of the floods 
without. There was little wonder at 
that, for the hollow where the tent 
stood was fast filling with water and 
the straw and sawdust were bobbing 
about on an eight-inch flood when we 
stuck our heads in at the door.

" Who ever heard of putting horses 
in a place like this,” called Chet, sag­
ging onto a rope and motioning to me 
to take in on it at the peg. “ Hey, 
lend a hand, boys, and pull this top up 
snug so that she’ll shed water.”

Thollen grasped Chet by the shoulder 
and demanded, "Where’s my marc?

Why aren’t you with her to keep her 
quiet?”

" Precious little good it would do to 
be with her if she was in here,” shouts 
Chet against the noise. " This tent’ll 
be down on the whole mess if we don’t 
lighten it by shedding off that water. I 
put the mare over in Gray’s barn, where 
she’s as safe as at home.”

The wind picked up the corner of 
the tent and whipped it savagely. The 
walls buckled and swayed as though 
pushed by a wild mob of dancers. 
Another flash of lightning split the 
sky, followed by a terrific battering 
that made Verdun quiet by comparison.

We went from rope to rope down 
the whole length of the tent, around 
the end, and up the other side. As we 
sagged to the ropes the water would 
come pouring off like a young Niagara, 
almost drowning us. We were only a 
bunch of bums and touts and hangers- 
on, but we didn’t give up.

THE first round should have seen 
the tent snug and tight, but the 
stakes were giving as the water 

rose around them and softened the 
ground in which they were bedded. 
Wearily we went the round again, driv­
ing the stakes in fresh places, drawing 
down the flailing canvas, dumping 
those lakes of water down onto our 
straining bodies.

. The water inside the tent came 
higher and higher. When a side wall 
ripped and gave us a view of the inside 
of the tent, we saw Darling standing in 
the center, up to his boot-tops in water, 
still snapping his whip madly at the 
plunging horses.

The Golden Tornado reared and 
slashed at the boarding of his stall with 
his forefeet. We heard the crack of 
breaking timber, even above the roar­
ing of wind and water. The last of 
the crowd spewed out of the tent, leav­
ing the drunken Darling and half a 
dozen hostlers alone with the beasts.

Chet saw that Tornado was going 
wild, and rushed into the tent.



“ Here, boy,” he coaxed, avoiding 
the slashing feet. “ Steady, lad. 
Quiet down, now.”

He was in the pen with the fright­
ened horse and petting him gently. 
When the next crash came the stud 
tried half-heartedly to lurch away, then 
snuggled closer.

The groom came edging in to relieve 
Chet The roof sagged again in an 
unexpected place. Out into the un­
natural night we rushed.

Unseeing, half drowned, hopeless, 
we staggered on again from rope to 
rope. Thinking of Noah’s flood and 
what a job he must have had with the 
animals, I trailed along after Chet. 
Nobody knew why we went. The 
boss was standing there in the center 
of the floor, lashing at the beasts and 
swearing at the top of his lungs, and 
Chet had no hold over us except the 
hold that any leader has over men at a 
time like that

A stake slipped behind us in the soft 
mud. He ran for it, but it was free 
before we reached it It tore loose and 
flayed around like a live thing. The 
wall above it buckled and swayed with 
the repeated gusts of wind and 
whanged against a kicking, squealing 
pair of mares. The slap of the water­
heavy canvas sent them rearing back 
against their hitch ropes. They broke 
loose and tore madly into the center of 
the lighted area, where Darling stood 
snapping his whip in desperation.

Chet threw himself on the flailing 
stake and pinned it to the ground. We 
seized it and tried to draw the rope 
taut. The wind was too much for us; 
it pulled and hauled us about as though 
we had been kids. Another and another 
of the stakes at the side loosened and 
tore free. With a great billowing, 
thrashing, flailing the wall leaped into 
the air to meet the descending roof.

Tons of water, sagging with sudden 
force upon the roof, snapped the center 
halyards. With a shriek of sliding 
wood the clacking rings on the center 
pole started a swift drop. The great 

top billowed for a minute and then 
dropped on the frightened horses.

One after another, the beasts along 
the sides tore loose and came free, 
dashing madly about and adding to the 
confusion. Under the fallen top, 
bodies heaved and thrashed as the less 
fortunate horses tried vainly to get 
away from the terrifying thing that 
sagged upon them.

Chet was everywhere. His knife, 
razor-sharp from long whetting, 
slashed great holes in the canvas, rip­
ping breathing holes for smothering 
horses, cutting vents big enough to re­
lease some of those that were down and 
lying quiet.

“ Daisy!” called Enright^ his clothes 
sodden with water. “ Where are you?”

Chet turned his face toward the 
man. I could see that it was suddenly 
white, through the weariness and 
fatigue. z

“ She’s in there,” chattered Enright, 
pointing at the hump in the center of 
the mess, where the uprights of Golden 
Tornado’s stall told us that the little 
stud was all right.

“ She came running when the storm 
broke. Said she must be with Tornado 
to keep him quiet.”

Chet had a frightened horse by the 
tender nostrils and was leading him 
free, but he turned him over to me in­
stantly.

“Darling, do you hear?” howled 
Enright, shaking the drunken boss. 
“ She’s in there, my girl, caught under 
that canvas.”

“ Can’t help it,” hiccuped the boss, 
reeling unsteadily. “ Can’t go in after 
her. Crazy devil’ll kill anybody what 
goes near him.”

CHET was walking gingerly across 
the swaying mass. The water 
under the top made going dif­

ficult. He staggered and sprawled his 
length, just missing the heels of a mas­
sive truck horse that fought under the 
great load that had come down upon 
him in such a queer manner.



Not another man offered to move as 
Chet did his best to get to his feet and 
go on.

" A thousand dollars—ten thousand 
to the man who brings her out.”

If any of them heard Enright, they 
made no move to follow. I saw the 
knife flash in Chet’s hand, and won­
dered what he was doing. Then muddy 
water and shavings welled up out of 
the hole in front of him and he was 
gone.

“ He’s slipped in,” whispered Ben, 
back from his brief vacation just in 
time to mix in the mess. “ He’ll drown 
sure.”

A sudden flurry of kicks struck 
wood, and we saw the stall that held 
the sorrel stud tremble under them. 
Squeal after squeal of horse terror sent 
shivers down our backs. Then a girl 
screamed somewhere in the center of 
that fallen canvas, and we waited, 
breathless.

Just beyond where Chet had disap­
peared into the hole we saw something 
moving. At first we thought it was 
one of the Shetlands, but they had all 
been at the other end of the tent and 
were safe.

“It’s Chet,” called Ben. “He’s 
ducked under the canvas to travel 
better. Watch hiqi go.”

Inch by inch that thing crawled 
nearer and nearer the shaking stall that 
was rapidly breaking apart. Once I 
thought that I saw a knife blade gleam 
through the canvas and imagined that 
I saw a tiny breath hole cut by the 
figure. Then the inching forward 
began again, while we watched and 
waited.

The wind and tain died suddenly, 
and a silence settled over the wrecked 
fair. Nothing but the dripping of 
water and the thrashing of the few 
horses still imprisoned could be heard 
in the moments of silence that came be­
tween each battering of those hoofs on 
wood.

A post fell with a ripping crash, and 
boards splintered. Enright covered 

his face with his hands and groaned. 
The crawling thiftg reached the shat­
tered side of the stall.

“ Easy there, boy, steady,” came 
Chet’s calm voice. “ Nothing but a little 
wet canvas, lad. Take it easy, boy.”

We knew that he couldn’t be feeling 
as calm as that voice sounded. Right 
through the bars of the stall he went, 
still crooning away there in the dark­
ness as if to a baby. The pause after 
the last flailing of hoofs seemed to 
grow longer. We found ourselves 
waiting for a new outbreak that did 
not come. Then a knife began slitting 
the canvas above the box stall.

“ARE you there, Daisy? Are you 
alive? Daisy?”

It was Chet’s voice and still 
soothing to keep the stud silent, al­
though there was a little anxiety in it 
that he couldn’t keep out. If she had 
not been struck by timber or hoof, she 
must have fainted and fallen into the 
filthy water to drown.

Circling slowly around the wreck of 
the stall he found her body. We knew 
he had come upon it by the anxious 
pause while he felt for a pulse. Then 
the knife slashed wildly above them, 
tearing a gaping hole in. the canvas. 
Out of that hole came Chet, the limp 
body of the girl across his arm, her 
beautiful golden hair trailing full of 
shavings and draggled straw.

Taking courage at sight of them, 
four or five of the boys rushed in to 
help him. There was little danger 
now, for most of the horses were out 
or silenced. Together they carried her 
to the higher ground.

Somebody had found a doctor be­
fore she was landed. He bent over 
her and felt for a pulse.

“ O. K.,” he said. “ Just fainted. 
She’ll be around in a few minutes.”

Chet waved the boys after the sniff­
ing horses that were wondering what it 
was all about. Then he started 
toward the stall in the center again.

“ Don’t go near that devil,” said En­



right “ 1’11 have the constable shoot 
him right there.”

“ It wasn’t his fault,” Chet begged. 
“ You’d have done the same thing. I’m 
going to get him out before he hurts 
himself.”

Terrified at being left alone, the 
stud was starting to kick again as Chet 
picked his way across the top. At the 
sound of Chet’s voice he stopped and 
listened.

A few more slashes of the knife 
freed the stallion, and at last they 
came gingerly out of the melee.

“ Keep him—he’s yours1” said En­
right grimly. “ I don’t ever want to 
see him again. I’m through playing 
around with horses.”

“ I’m not,” smiled Daisy, rising on 
an elbow and looking at Chet with that 
look a man can’t resist. “I’m in­
terested in breeding them up in New 
Hampshire. I don’t think we’ll let the 
Golden Tornado out of the family, 
even if you have given him away, dad.”

The black cloud was all gone, and 
that queer yellow light that had come 
W’ith the worst of-the wind was fading 
fast I turned and tied the filly I was

THE 

holding to the nearest free, , and looked 
around for a dog stand. I was feeling 
pretty cold inside, and old all over. 
You don’t pick , up a pal like Chet but 
once in a lifetime, and all the lure had 
gone out of the fairs for me.

“ Just a minute,” calls Chet, getting 
me by the arm. “ There’s a lot to do 
around the place up there, old-timer. 
Suppose you sort of put yourself out to 
pasture, up on the old place.”

I thought of the nights under the 
tops with the dogs barking, the cattle 
lowing, and the roosters crowing. I 
thought of the smell of sawdust in the 
sun and the jolting of brake-rods and 
the all-gone feeling you get from living 
on hot dogs and coffee. I saw the 
crowds, too; jostling, hot, staring, pok­
ing; the pop cornmen, and the barkers, 
and the merchandise wheels, and the 
gay bunting, and the Saturday morn­
ing feeling after a five-day stand.

Then I thought of horses and colts 
running and frisking around a meadow 
that stretched far off over the rolling 
hills. I’ll leave it to you to guess who’s 
taking care of Golden Tornado’s first 
offspring.
END.



“My confession stands,” he growled uncompromisingly

The Black Ace
Trailing the treacherous and fiendishly clever Dr. Touchon, 

Madame Storey runs into a deadly ambush

By HULBERT FOOTNER
Author of “Tht Marder at Femhunt," "It Never Got Into the Papon," etc.

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT
IN anonymous client retains Mme. 
Z\ Storey, the famous criminolo- 

L gi$t, to obtain evidence which 
will put the clever charlatan, Dr. Jac- 
mer Touchon, behind prison bars. The 
client tells how a." very dear friend ” 
consulted Touchon, who professes to 
practice "psycho-synthesis.” or soul­
building, for discontented and wealthy 
middle-aged women. After he gets 
them to tell all their secrets, he has his 
confederates blackmail them, pretend­
ing to have stolen the records of their 
cases from the innocent Touchon.

Mme. Storey meets Touchon, who 
had been her psychology professor in 

. This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for January 12. 
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college until his philandering with stu­
dents had caused his dismissal. He is 
interested in her, and pretends friend­
ship, though he knows she is investi­
gating him; for he deems himself clev­
erer even than Mme. Storey, and en­
joys the deadly game.

She hires Basil Thome, an actor, to 
shadow Dr. Touchon; and Thome 
finds him signalling to a Francis Fay, 
across Gramercy Park. Thorne gets 
Fay dissatisfied with Touchon, and 
under threats of exposure, Fay makes 
an appointment with Mme. Storey. A 
few minutes before Fay was supposed 
to appear, Dr. Touchon drops in!



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.

AS I dropped into my seat, Scarface 
Z\ was in the act of rushing for- 

d A 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 fairs to desert 
him. He was shaking like a leaf. IJe 
didn’t know what to do.

“ Get in! Get in 1” said Mme. Storey 
sharply. “ Let’s get away from here.” 
She had her own reasons for not want­
ing a general disclosure just then.

He obeyed blindly. Our chauffeur 
let in his dutch with a jerk, and we 
sprang into motion. A policeman 
passed us, running toward the scene. 
Looking through the rear window, I 
saw Scarface break from Crider’s 
arms, 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.”

“ I 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, ajid 
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 laid eyes



on his boss. It is certain Scarface 
doesn’t know that his boss and the fa­
mous Dr. Jacraer Touchon are one and 
the same. But Scarface reads the 
newspapers like everybody else, so he 
saw that it was Dr. Touchon who shot 
Blondy. Suppose that Scarface was 
very strongly attached to Blondy. We 
know that the lad inspired such affec­
tion. How natural that Scarface 
should try to avenge the death of his 
pal!”

I stared at her with hanging mouth. 
“ But,” I said, “ this case is like one 
of those Japanese boxes. When you 
lift the cover there is only another box 
inside! How will it all end?”

" Oh, as to this particular box,” she 
said smiling, “ I think we can depend 
upon it that Scarface’s boss will now 
call him off from the pursuit of Dr. 
Touchon.”

CHAPTER XI.
AN INTERESTING TRAIL.

ABOUT an hour after Mme. Storey 
L and I returned to her house, 

Crider came. “ Scarface got 
clear away from the police,” he said.

** Good!” said Mme. Storey. “ It 
would have been awkward to have him 
jailed just now.”

° That’s what I thought,” said 
Crider, “ so I let him go, even though 
it meant losing him myself. I had to 
decide quickly.”

'* He’s not the sort of young man 
who hides his light under a bushel,” 
said my mistress. “ We’ll find him 
again.”

Crider, self-contained and poker- 
faced as he always is, was clearly im­
pressed by his experience. “ This lad 
is not just the ordinary, mean crook,” 
he said. “ Wait till I tell you about 
him. While he was struggling in my 
arms he was crying: * He killed my 
pall He killed my pal!’ He was not 
thinking about himself at all.”

“Well, one does not exactly hate 
7 A

him for trying to kill Touchon,” said 
Mme. Storey dryly.

“ When I saw the cop coming,” said 
Crider, “ I said to Scarface: ‘ Beat it, 
kid, beat it!’ hoping that it might count 
in my favor if we ever met again. Of 
course I had to make it appear as if 
Scarface had burst away from me by 
main strength, and when he started run­
ning I took after him side by side with 
the cop. Scarface darted around the 
corner into Fifty-Third Street. He 
couldn’t hope to make the long block 
down to Lexington with an armed cop 
behind him, so he ran into a doorway. 
It was one of a row of old walk-up 
fiats that are still standing in that 
street. Such houses always have a door 
on the roof, and you can cross over 
and come down through another house. 
The cop was all alone then. He posted 
me outside, ordering me to watch the 
doorways and grab Scarface if he ran 
out. Then he ran in after him.

“ A few people ran up, but I don’t 
think any of them had seen the at­
tempted shooting. That lot had scat­
tered good and plenty. Anyhow, in a 
minute Scarface came walking out of 
the doorway as cool as you please. In 
his evening clothes and fine overcoat, 
he didn’t look like one who might be 
wanted by the police. ' What’s the mat­
ter here?’ he said. The men on the 
sidewalk just gaped at him. Then he 
saw me and his hand slid into the side 
pocket of his coat. But I grinned at 
him and called out: ‘ Come on, Bob, 
we’re late.’ He grinned back and the 
two of us started walking up the street 
together.

“ We met two more cops running 
down from Park Avenue. They 
stopped us and asked what was the 
matter. ‘ I don’t know,’ I said. ‘ Some­
body told me there was a shooting in 
front of Guillaume’s, and the fellow 
ran in this house with a cop after him, 
But I haven’t seen anything.’ One cop 
ran into the house, while the other 
stayed outside. Scar face and I walked 
on. Those two cops got a good bard 



look in my face. I hope it won’t make 
trouble for me later.’’

“ There will be no complainant in 
this case,” remarked Mme. Storey. “ It 
will soon be dropped.”

“ At the Park Avenue corner we got 
a taxi,” Crider continued. “ I said: 
‘ Where to, fellow?’ He said: ‘ Know 
any place around here where I can buy 
you a drink? Shooting sure is thirsty 
work!’ We laughed. He certainly is 
one cool hand. Well, I took him to a 
speakeasy down in Thirty-Seventh 
Street. I thought it would be a cinch 
for me if we could get drinking togeth­
er. But I mistook my man. He was 
willing to drink, but the more he drunk 
the closer-mouthed he got.

“ I took the line that I was a hard­
working fellow who was a bit fed up 
with a respectable life, and hankering 
for more excitement. That gave me 
an opening to ask him questions, but 
he only answered those that were con­
venient. He didn’t give me any real 
information, but plenty of good advice. 
‘ Keep away from it, fellow,’ he said, 
‘ you couldn’t stand the gaff.’

“‘You seem to stand up under it, 
all right,’ I said. He grinned. He had 
a grand conceit, that lad. ‘ Me,’ he 
said, ‘ I’m a special case. I’ve got a 
nerve of iron. I don’t need any snow 
courage. I’m not organized either. I 
play my own hand. It needs cold nerve. 
I went into it with my eyes wide open, 
and I don’t kid myself. I don’t give a 
damn for my life; I’m ready to go 
whenever the flag drops. Do you get 
that, fellow? Are you willing to put 
up your life on the flip of a coin ?’ I 
shook my head. ‘ All right,’ he said, 
* you’re a square kid, but you’d best 
stick to your safe and sane job!’ ”

Mme. Storey’s eyes sparkled through 
her lashes as she listened. “ This young 
man rather appeals to me,” she said.

course I got nothing out of 
him,” Crider went on. “He 
had eyes all round his head. 

When he got up to go I tried to get 

him to' make a date to meet me there 
again, but he shook his head. ‘ A man 
like me can’t afford to make friends so 
easily/ he said. Then he said: ‘ If 
you’re on the square with me, fellow, 
as you make out, you’ll sit here for five 
minutes and let me make a clean get­
away.’ Well, when he put it like that 
what could I do? I had to let him 
g°”

“ Why, of course,” murmured Mme. 
Storey. “ We’re not bloodhounds.”

While the three of us were talking it 
over, our Chicago man called us up in 
respect to the girl that Scarface had 
visited out there. I took down his re­
port. The girl went by the name of 
Maud Heddle, he said, and was from 
New York. He had not attempted to 
approach the girl herself, he said, but 
had palled with one of her friends and 
got the information concerning her.

Maud had come to Chicago to take 
the job of hostess in a little night club. 
The police had raided it, and she was 
broke when Scarface found her. On 
the day after Scarface’s visit, she told 
her friends that a fellow from New 
York had offered her the job of run­
ning a very select little club there. A 
new idea, she said; very exclusive. She 
was going East to take the job just as 
soon as her friend sent her the fare.

Mme. Storey smiled when I laid this 
information before her. “ Every little 
bit helps,” she said. She pondered for 
a moment or two.

“ Bella,” she said at last, “ what was 
that telephone number we found in 
Blondy’s pocket?”

“Orchard 1771.”
“ Let’s take a chance on it,” she said, 

reaching for the phone. She gave the 
number, and we listened curiously to 
see what would happen.

“ Hello!” said Mme. Storey. “ Is 
Mr. Jones there? Mr. Alfred Jones. 
You don’t know him? Who is this?”

A broad smile overspread her face 
as the answer came over the wire.

“ Oh, sorry,” she said. “ I have the 
wrong number,” and hung up.



“ The Cobra Club,” she said to us. 
“ That name sounds like Scarface.”

I snatched up the telephone book, but 
no Cobra Club was listed there.

“ A private phone, of course,” said 
Mme. Storey. “ Oh, well, if one has a 
friend in the telephone company one 
can always get the addresses of such 
phones.”

She deliberated for a moment, trac­
ing an imaginary figure on her desk 
blotter; then said: “We’ll give Basil 
Thome the job of getting himself 
elected to the Cobra Club. It’s just in 
his line: a well-known actor, a sport, 
and an amusing fellow; he’ll be an or­
nament to the membership.”

CHAPTER XII.
A FALSE CONFESSION.

THIS brings me to the seventh day 
after the murder. During these 
days, of course, the case had nev­

er ceased reverberating in the press. 
Dr. Touchon, who was evidently be­
hind the newspaper campaign, saw to 
it that just enough new matter was 
fed to the public each day to keep its 
interest at fever heat.

To us it was perfectly obvious what 
was going on. Touchon would plant 
his little bits of “ evidence ” and then 
suggest offhand to the fatuous Creery 
that he look in such and such a place. 
Creery would thereupon find what 
Touchon intended he should find, and 
become still more delighted with his 
own perspicacity.

It was good comedy when you were 
in the know, but a little hard to watch 
in silence, especially since Creery, when 
he was interviewed by the press, al­
ways hinted that Mme. Storey’s disin­
terestedness was a bluff. He as good 
as said that he knew we were working 
tooth and nail to solve the case, but 
added that he would beat us out in the 
end. ** I will put these amateurs where 
they belong,” he would say darkly.

Following the fracas in front of

Guillaume’s, Mme. Storey had re­
marked with her usual acumen that 
Dr. Touchon would now make a bold 
play to intimidate us and to remove 
from our minds—and incidentally 
from his own—the recollection of his 
pusillanimity before Scarface’s gun. 
Sure enough, next morning Dr. Touch­
on and Inspector Creery drove up to 
our office in one of the police depart­
ment limousines, followed by a perfect 
mob of reporters in taxicabs. These 
had evidently received a tip at head­
quarters that something important was 
about to break. All came crowding in­
to our outer office.

Creery made believe to be wroth at 
the reporters. He was a clumsy dis­
simulator. “ You fellows wait out­
side 1” he roared at them. “ I got pri­
vate business to talk over with Mme. 
Storey. Whenever I leave my office,” 
he said, turning to us, “ they scent 
news, and come tagging after. What 
can I do? I can’t forbid ’em the 
streets.. The streets are free.”

“ That’s all right,” said Mme. 
Storey, smiling, “ they are friends of 
mine. Sit down, gentlemen, as many 
of you as can find seats.”

Dr. Touchon, Inspector Creery, 
Mme. Storey, and I proceeded into her 
room. Both men were beaming with 
satisfaction, but there all resemblance 
ceased. Dr. Touchon’s smile was as 
smooth as cream. Yet, under this 
parade of smoothness and warmth and 
friendship there was an insolent glitter 
in his strange eyes.

On the other hand, Inspector Creery 
could not pretend to hide his coarse 
triumph. He did most of the talking 
while Touchon watched him with di­
recting eyes like a parent, and a con­
temptuous half smile. How he put 
the old dog through his tricks I Creery, 
all unconscious, continually glanced at 
Touchon for support and applause. 
One was reminded of a ventriloquist 
giving a performance with his dummy.

Creery began rubbing his freckled 
red hands together.



“ Well, ma’am, I’ve solved the mur­
der.”

“ Splendid!” said Mme. Storey.
“ I said I’d do it, and I did 1” 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.
I 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.

“ I 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 
clear as daylight to me. All I had 
to do was to prove it, and I have 
proved it.”

“ /CONGRATULATIONS, inspec- 
tor,” said Mme. Storey sweetly.

He wasn’t bright enough to 
perceive her irony, but it affected him 
subconsciously like a little barb.

“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 a 
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. I 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 seemed 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 could, and I told him how 
crazy I was to get back at the woman 
who had hounded me. He said if I 



had money enough it might be fixed 
through die fellow that gave him the 
dope. I said I had a thousand dollars 
for the purpose.

A couple of days later this fellow, 
Francis Fay, came to see me in the 
Tombs. He made out he was my 
cousin. We talked through the grat­
ing, but we couldn’t come to no agree­
ment. He said: “ How do I know you 
got the thousand?” And I said: “ You 
go to my wife and she’ll show it to 
you. She’ll tell you that it’s yours 
whenever I give her the word.” She 
thinks it’s for my defense. He went to 
her and she showed him the money, and 
a couple of days later he came to see 
me again.

“How you going to do it?” I asks 
him. “ Hell 1” he said. “ I ain’t going 
to do it. I don’t want to land here 
alongside you, bud I I got a kid work­
ing for me that will do it. Name of 
Blondy. One of these well-brought-up 
kids whose head is turned by crime. He 
thinks it will make a man of him to 
pull off a murder 1” But still Fay and 
me couldn’t come to no agreement. Fay 
said if he did the job me and my wife 
would just' give him the laugh. He 
wanted his pay in advance. “ Nothing 
doing I” I says. “ If you got your pay 
in advance you wouldn’t give me the 
laugh, I suppose. Nothing doing!”

So we argued it back and forth. Fay 
said he had looked over Mme. Storey’s 
premises and there was a vacant room 
over her office that he could hire, and 
send the kid down through the chim­
ney by removing a few bricks at night. 
This sounded pretty good to me. Finally 
I told my wife to give him half the 
money. The days passed, and he told 
me how the kid had hired the room and 
so on, and finally how Blondy had suc­
ceeded in getting into Mme. Storey’s 
place. Then Fay refused to go any far­
ther without the balance of the 
money.

“ How do I know you’re not stalling 
me-?” I says, and the next time he came, 
he brought me some Envelopes ad­
dressed to Mme. Storey with the post­
marks and. all, to prove that the kid had 
been in her office. The kid got them 
out of her wastebasket, he said. This 
looked like pretty good proof, but I 
never trusted Fay. I got a friend of 
mine to shadow him. I won’t give the 
name of this friend because I don’t 

to incriminate him.
My friend found out where Fay 

lived on Gramercy Park and found out 

about Blondy, too, and where he 
worked. He found for a fact that 
Blondy had taken the room over Mme. 
Storey’s offices. My friend found out 
a lot by chumming up with the hall­
boy in Fay’s house. The hall-boy would 
listen in on the phone and tell my 
friend who Fay talked to. So this 
sounded all right, and I told my wife to 
give Fay the other five hundred.

Well, it seems just as soon as Fay 
got my money he opened negotiations 
with Mme. Storey to see what he could 
get by selling me out to her. The han­
boy called up my friend and told him 
that F'ay had been talking to Mme. 
Storey and had made a date to go to 
her office in a couple of hours. My 
friend then called up Blondy and told 
him to watch his step. Blondy cursed 
Fay and told my friend he would get 
Fay and Mme. Storey, too. The rest 
of it was all in the newspapers. Seems 
Blondy hid himself in Mme. Storey’s 
office and got Fay when he came. And 
a caller who happened to be there, 
named Dr. Touchon, he got Blondy. 
This is the truth, the whole truth, and 
nothing but the truth.

(Signed) Barney Craigin.

A NOT ARY’S affidavit completed 
the document. I handed it back 
to my mistress without com­

ment. I confess it made me feel sick. 
I could foresee so clearly what a com­
plete triumph it would be for Creery— 
and Touchon!—in the press. Touchon 
would at the one stroke make Mme. 
Storey look small, and triumphantly 
clear himself of any complicity in the 
crime. It is bitter to see the evildoer 
prevail like this!

Creery said with a leer: “ Being as 
you had an interest in the case, I 
thought it only right to show you this 
before handing it to the press.”

“ How considerate of you,” said 
Mme. Storey with her delicate irony. 
“Let’s have the boys in now. This 
will be a fine story for them.” She 
herself opened the door, and beckoned 
to the waiting reporters.

The newspaper men, or at least 
those of them who were our friends, 
listened with interested but glum faces. 
Quick-witted as they were, they missed 



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 irony 
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! I 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 XIII.
BEHIND PRISON BARS.

" r\ELLA,” said Mme. Storey to 
r'C me, “ if you were Dr. Touchon, 

•1—< what would you expect me to 
do when I first heard Craigin’s pre­
tended confession?”

“ I 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, com^ 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, 
“ I hope you bear me no ill will.”

“ No, indeed, Mme. Storey,” he said 
unhesitatingly. “ All that is 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 



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. “ I don’t care 
to 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 
hi.m 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 

Mme. 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 

office until you are ready to speak to 
me.”

However, 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 1” I cried. “ I can’t un­
derstand such a man!”

“ I can,” said Mme. Storey. “ Craig- 
in’s one redeeming feature throughout 



his trial was his affection for his wife 
and child. He has no money—the 
thousand dollars mentioned in the con­
fession was pure myth; and he worried 
ceaselessly about what would become 
of them when he was gone. Put your­
self in his place. Suppose some one 
came to you promising to make your 
family independent for life if you 
signed a certain paper. Wouldn’t you 
sign it gladly? Isn’t it natural to put 
your duty to your own flesh and blood 
above your duty to abstract truth? 
Wouldn’t you face death serenely if 
you knew that in so doing you provid­
ed for your dear ones far better than 
you could have hoped to do in life?”

“ Maybe so, maybe so,” said the 
warden uneasily.

She continued: “ That confession 
was undoubtedly taught to the prisoner 
by rote beforehand.”

“ How could that be ?” said the war­
den.

“Well, what visitors has he had?” 
“ Nobody but his lawyer, his wife, 

and his sister."
“ You are sure?”
“ Positive, madame. Nobody can 

visit the death house without seeing me 
first.”

“ A very great sum of money may 
have changed hands in this case, war­
den. Every man, they say, has his 
price.”

“ That is quite true,” said the war­
den with some bitterness, “ and I take 
my measures accordingly. I won’t say 
but what a letter could have been smug­
gled to him, but no one could visit him 
without my knowledge.”

“ He may have been approached 
through his wife,” said Mme. Storey; 
“ but I doubt it. She is too stupid a 
woman to be trusted in a matter of 
this kind. . And his sister is quite out 
of the question; a pale, mousy little 
woman who dares not "call her soul her 
own.” *

“ What!” cried the warden, staring 
at us in a very peculiar fashion.

“ I said his sister was too timid a> 

woman to have been used in this mat­
ter. She was completely overcome.by 
the trial. Never .appeared in court.”

“ Has he more than one sister?” 
asked the warden a little hoarsely.

“ No, only one.”
“ But you are mistaken, madame,” 

said the warden agitatedly, “ his sister 
is a very tall 'woman, with bold, hand­
some features. A very striking look­
ing person. I took her for an actress.”

Mme. Storey smiled dryly. “ What 
about her voice?”

“ I didn’t hear her speak. She ap­
peared to be overcome with emotion. 
She came with Mrs. Craigin, who 
vouched for her. I knew Craigin had 
a sister. I suspected nothing. Good 
God! do you mean—?”

Mme. Storey opened her bag and 
took out the little photograph of Scar­
face. " Did the sister by any chance 
resemble this photograph?” she asked.

The warden’s eyes almost started 
from his head. “ A man!” he cried. 
“Impossible!” But as he gazed at the 
card he began to weaken. “ And yet— 
and yet, there is a certain likeness. I 
suppose you know what you are talk­
ing about — you always do. Yes, I 
suppose I must admit that this is a 
photograph of the same person that 
posed as Craigin’s sister. I don’t see 
how I could have been so deceived. 
Good Heavens! what a laughing stock 
this will make of me in the press!” The 
worthy man’s distress was pitiable.

“ Make yourself easy, warden,” said 
my mistress soothingly. “ There is not 
going to be any public exposure of the 
trick that has been played on you. At 
least not for the present. I am not go­
ing to try to disprove this document 
by direct methods. I could not hope 
to do so within the short span that re­
mains of Craigin’s life. Let the poor 
wretch die with a quiet mind. I shall 
bring out the true facts of the case 
through quite other channels.”

He looked vastly relieved.
“Scarface again!” murmured my 

mistress as we drove away from the 



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 die run of the popular press, the 
guiding principle is merely to climb on 
die 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 

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 ^limbing 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.

IT 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 



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, hut it’s 
not going to be easy.”

THREE 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.

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.”

“ I’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 



smile in her eyes. Her lips shaped the 
words: “Our old friend again!”

“ He was carryin’ a little satchel,” 
the gossiper went on, “ I reckon in the 
new flat he’ll hang up his hat for 
keeps.” 'r

They traveled endlessly back and. 
forth over the same ground. When 
we were satisfied that nothing new was 
forthcoming, we edged out of the 
crowd and taxied to 163 Locust Ave­
nue. It was indeed a fine home for one 
in Mrs. Craigin’s station. There was a 
business center springing up near by, 
and Mme. Storey spotted a bank.

“ Let’s ask in there,” she said.
Though we were persona non grata 

to the present police officials we still 
had our old police cards. I showed 
mine, since my name is unknown to 
fame, and the young bank manager 
willingly answered our questions, say­
ing Mrs. Daly had opened an account, 
also renting a safety-deposit box.

We bowed ourselves out. “ Strong 
presumptive evidence,” said Mme. 
Storey. “ It will all come in useful 
later.”

“I wish we could get a look in that 
safe deposit box,” I said.

“Wouldn’t do us a bit of good,” 
said Mme. Storey cheerfully. “ Non­
registered Liberty Bonds and other 
negotiable securities which are impos­
sible to trace. Besides, we don’t want 
to deprive the poor woman of her nest 
egg. She’s not our mark.”

CHAPTER XV.
THE COBRA CEUB.

HERE are some extracts Jrom 
Basil Thome’s reports of this 
time. The address of the Cobra 

Club as listed in the private records of 
the telephone company was 3 Wood 
Street

Report No. 41.

Last night I dressed up in old clothes 
and went down town to make a pre­

liminary reconnoissance of my scene of 
operations. Wood Street, I found, 
was an insignificant thoroughfare 
starting at Delancey Street and run­
ning north for three or four blocks. It 
is a very poor quarter, with the excep­
tion of Delancey Street.

No. 3 Wood Street has all the ear­
marks of a long-deserted house. The 
windows are thick with dust, the outer 
doors of the vestibule locked fast, and 
the steps littered with dirt, as if they 
had not been swept in months.

The windows are shuttered on the 
inside, and you cannot see into any 
of the rooms. Yet there cannot be any 
mistake as to the house. It is cer­
tainly the best bit of camouflage I have 
seen.

I dropped into the comer drug store, 
obliquely opposite, for a soda and a 
pack of cigarettes.

“ That’s a funny old house,” I said 
to the proprietor as I lighted up. “ Not 
many of them left nowadays. Isn’t it 
used for anything?”

“ Nope,” he said. “ It belongs to 
Manny Low. He owns the big apart­
ment next to it, and lets the old house 
stand idle just to protect his light in 
the rear.

“That’s the highest-priced apart­
ment house on the lower East Side.” 
This explanation may have satisfied 
the honest druggist, but it didn’t satisfy 
me. Real estate in New York City 
is not allowed to lie idle.

“ Manny has a lot of property here­
abouts,” my informant volunteered. 
“ He owns the Elite Theater adjoining 
the apartment house on Delancey 
Street, and a lot of houses in Middle­
sex Street”

When I learned this I felt as if I 
was becoming “warm,” as the chil­
dren say. Everybody has heard of 
Manny Low. He is one of the rich 
men of the East Side, and is said to 
be hand in glove with ward politicians, 
police, gangsters, and all the elements 
of that picturesque quarter. Just the 



one who might be “ angel ” of the 
Cobra Club.

Basil.
Report No. 44.

THE 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 fook 
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. I saw peo­
ple entering the tenement house at No. 
4 Middlesex, who certainly did not live 

in such a place, though they were 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 regime; 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. Basil.

Report 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.

Basil.
Report No. 49.

LAST night I had the luck to encoun- 
j 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 die 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, I couldn’t do that!” he said, 
shocked.

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



“ Sure, I’m a member,” he said with 
an air of pride, “but you can’t take 
guests to the Cobra Club. No one but 
members are admitted. You’re not 
even supposed to talk about it to out­
siders. Who told you about it?”

“ I don’t know,” I said vaguely, “ I 
hear fellows talking. It must be a hot 
joint.”

The Cobra Club being out of the 
question, we went to a speakeasy in 
Fiftieth Street. Notwithstanding Wad- 
don’s qualms about talking, I had no 
difficulty in pumping him respecting 
the club, and collected some quaint in­
formation concerning it. The scheme 
is to provide a place where the gilded 
sports from uptown can hobnob with 
crooks. The great attraction of the 
place is that famous criminals like Gyp 
the Dope, Monk Eyster, the Pinny 
Dropper, and Little Stobey hang out 
there. Apparently Ronny Waddon and 
his like are willing to part with any 
amount of money for the sake of shak­
ing hands with this crew, and calling 
them their friends. It’s a queer world! 
No rough stuff is permitted, Ronny 
says; everybody’s got to behave like 
ladies and gentlemen. Evidently some 
very wise bird is behind this joint. The 
ostensible manager is a young fellow 
known to Ronny only as Jack. Ronny 
boasts of his friendship with him. 
Jack is a handsome fellow, he says, 
and a cool hand. Keeps order in the 
place with a glance of his eye. Has a 
scar on his cheek which gives him a 
wicked look. The hostess is called 
Maud Heddle. She’s a newcomer.

You can depend on everything you 
get in the place, he says. Champagne 
is fifty dollars a bottle, but it’s the real 
thing. There are two classes of mem­
bers, regular and associate. The fel­
lows from uptown are the associate 
members, and they put up the dough, 
I take it. No associate member is al­
lowed to enter the clubhouse except un­
der the guidance of a regular, who 
meets him outside. No associate mem­
ber is permitted to attend the club more 

than once a week. Good psychology in 
this when you think it over.

I made out that all this made me 
crazy to belong. I begged Ronny to 
try to get me in. “ I don’t know,” 
he said dubiously; “ can you stand the 
gaff? It’s five hundred initiation, and 
you’re expected to spend a couple of 
hundred every time you go there.”

This put me in rather a quandary. 
I know that you stand ready to put 
up whatever may be necessary, but the 
point is everybody knows I’m only an 
actor with nothing but my pay. 
Wouldn’t it arouse suspicion if I pro­
duced such a lot of money to blow in 
at the place? Naturally, prospective 
members would be subjected to a sharp 
scrutiny. You can decide. I didn’t tell 
Ronny positively one way or the other.

Meanwhile, isn’t it the neatest 
scheme for peeling gilded youth that 
has yet come to light? And all con­
ducted so respectably! Evidently they 
expect to make it last. Basil.

CHAPTER XVI.
A SURPRISING CHANGE.

IT was from the light-headed Mrs. 
George J. Julian that we first heard 
of an impending change in the situa­

tion. Mrs. Julian, whose income is 
said to amount to half a million a year, 
would have been very much astonished 
to learn that she was acting as one of 
our operatives. As a matter of fact, 
she made a good one; she was so per­
fectly silly, no one would ever have 
thought of suspecting her, yet Mme. 
Storey had gleaned considerable infor- 
mation^rom her chatter.

“Oh, Rosika, what do you think!” 
cried Mrs. Julian. “ My darling doc­
tor is retiring from practice!”

“Which one?” said Mme. Storey. 
" You have so many darlings, Edna.”

“No, nd, you are quite wrong,” 
she said. “ I have given them all up 
for one. I mean Jacmer, my soul build­
er. What will njy poor soul do now?”



“ Oh, it will find another healer.”
“Cynic!” said Mrs. Julian. “You 

pretend that you have no soul. I tell 
you that Jacmer Touchon is the great­
est man of this age, and you merely 
smile.”

“ That is only my way,” said -Mme. 
Storey. “ I quite agree that Jacmer 
Touchon is a remarkable man. And so 
he is giving up practice?”

“ I asked him what his plans were,” 
Mrs. Julian went on, “ and he said he 
hadn’t any. His place is being done 
over.

“ And if one can believe the news­
papers, you are the lucky woman!' 
.What a fate to be married to Jacmer 
Touchon!”

“ Quite!” said Mme. Storey dryly. 
“ However, congratulations are not 
yet.in order, dear. Nothing is set­
tled.”

On the morning of the day follow­
ing this talk with Mrs. Julian, Dr. 
Touchon called Mme. Storey on the 
telephone. I switched the call to her 
desk, and then listened in, as she had 
instructed me to do.

“ Rosika,” he urged, making his 
voice warm and persuasive, “ won’t 

you dine with me alone to-night? It’s 
rather a special occasion.”

“That question-has already been 
settled, Jacmer.”

.“ But how ridiculous it is for a 
woman of your position and assurance 
to set such store by propriety.”

“ It is not propriety, but prudence/’ 
she said slyly. “ I am a little afraid 
of you, Jacmer. What is the special 
occasion?”

“ You’ll see when you get there.”
“ Shall it be en grande toilette?n
“ Whatever you wear becomes you, 

Rosika.” :
They hung .up, and-1 hastened into 

the next room. Mme. Storey was in 
the act of helping herself to a cigarette 
with a thoughtful half smile. “ This 
is no ordinary, party,” I said agitatedly. 
“ Is it safe for you to go?”,

“ Oh, you misread the situation, 
Bella,” she said, smiling broadly. “ He 
doesn’t want to kill me, he wants to 
marry me. When he learns that he 
cannot marry me he will try to kill me, 
but we’ll try not to let matters go as 
far as that to-night. That is why l am 
taking ^ou.”

I shivered,
TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.



Major Meeker’s hand plunged toward the six-shooter on the bed

The Ghost of Gamblin’ Dan
Major Meeker had been a wild cow-puncher in? his youth—but he little 

guessed what a terrifying figure would rise out of his dead and 
buried past to confront him

By JAMES W. EGAN

DUZZIN’rattlers!”f“C With startling force, his 
queer pet expletive burst from 

the lips of my uncle, Major Reming­
ton Meeker.

We were eating what the major de­
fiantly called supper, in the small din­
ing room of the Aladdin Hotel. From 
where we sat it was possible to gaze 
out upon the one dusty main street of 
the Arizona .town—if the eyesight was 
good. Apparently the . windows had 
not been washed since the days of the 
Apaches and pony express.

I had passed my uncle the gravy 
bowl. He was looking outside at the 
moment, and the next thing I heard 
was his exclamation. He topped it off 

It!

by unseeingly tilting the bowl, spilling 
considerable gravy. However, the 
table linen seemed used to such epi­
sodes.

“Bum yourself, major?” I asked. 
The bowl had been infernally hot.

• " No, Pen, no. I just seen—”
The major paused. I could see it 

was something serious. He was dis­
turbed violently. His sun-dried fea­
tures had paled. His long gray mus­
tache fluttered faintly. For the first 
time in the weeks I had known, this 
relative of mine, owner of the huge 
MRM ranch, he appeared bereft of his 
customary autocratic composure. I ex­
pressed the thought which leaped into 
my mind.



“ Why, you look as if you’d seen a 
ghost!”

“ Buzzin’ rattlers! I reckon I have, 
Pen. Yes, I’ve seen a ghost sure 
enough!”

I surveyed him in perplexity. The 
major was a fairly tall, well set-up man 
in the late fifties. Ever since coming 
out from Connecticut to visit him I had 
heard stories about my uncle which in­
dicated he was a man of nerve, not 
easily shaken. He had fought with 
distinction in the Spanish-American 
War, and earned his ranking. He was 
credited with having lived a wild, 
rough Efe in earlier days, when the 
West was considerably wilder and 
rougher than now. Not a man, I’d say, 
to display agitation without real cause.

“ You can’t mean you’ve actually 
seen a ghost, major?” I said dubiously.

“ Couldn’t have been nothin’ else. 
Dan Glade has been dead thirty years, 
and yet I’ll swear I seen him goin’ 
along the street out there 1 I done seen 
the ghost uh Gamblin’ Dan Glade 1”

“ Nonsense!” I scoffed. “ Dead men 
don’t come back after thirty years. 
Probably a case of chance resemblance. 
In all that time your memory of this 
Dan Glade may have become dimmed. 
You saw somebody that looks like 
him.”

Major Meeker shook his head.
“ No, Pen, I couldn’t forget the face 

uh Gamblin’ Dan in a hundred years! 
I tell yuh it was Dan or his ghost—I’d 
know his face outa thousands!”

“ Well, I don’t believe in ghosts,” I 
stated firmly. “If you saw the man, 
he’s alive. What reason have you for 
thinking him dead?”

“ REASON ?” snapped Major 
Meeker. “ Reason aplenty, 
Pen! I shot him down myself!”

“ You—shot him ?” I gasped.
My uncle nodded.
“ Thirty years ago I drawed on Dan 

Glade—and shot tuh kill!”
“ And you are positive you killed 

him?”

“ I wasn’t in the habit uh missin’ 
them days, Pen,” he said. “ Yuh had 
tuh get yuhr man, or he’d get you!”

While I had been long enough in 
Arizona to realize the peril of question­
ing the marksmanship of an old-time 
gun handler like Major Remington 
Meeker I decided to brave an outburst 
of wrath.

“ And so you know for an absolute 
certainty your bullet ended the exis­
tence of Glade? You saw him 
buried?”

Major Meeker frowned.
“ Buzzin’ rattlers, no! After drillin’ 

him and seein* him drop I made m’self 
plum’ scarce. Wouldn’t been healthy 
tuh linger around there. I shot 
Gamblin’ Dan in Tapwater, Texas, and 
I ain’t been within hundreds uh miles 
uh the town from that day ’till this. 
I figured he was dead, and acted ac­
cordin’ !”

“ Then,” I said triumphantly, 
“ There is a bare possibility Dan Glade 
didn’t die, and you saw no ghost just 
now, but a flesh-and-blood entity. Pro­
vided, of course, you aren’t mistaken.”

“ I ain’t 1” asserted my uncle. 
“ Mebbe he did pull through, Pen, but 
I aimed tuh kill him. I’ve regretted 
that shootin’ for thirty years—the hull 
affair ain’t one I can look back on with 
pride. That’s why I got outa Tap­
water in a hurry and steered clear uh 
the place ever since.”

“ Sounds interesting, major,” I ob­
served. “ I’d like to hear more of the 
details.”

The old ranchman sliced at his roast 
beef.

“ Mebbe I oughta tell somebody,” he 
said, at length. “ Kinda hate tuh, 
though, for I’m plum’ ashamed uh the 
dirty trick I played. Reckon Dan Glade 
oughta plugged me, Pen.”

“ Perhaps you are unjust to your­
self, major,” I hinted. My uncle’s rep­
utation for fair dealing was widespread 
through the Southwest.

“ No, Pen, I was a lot younger and 
foolisher in them days. Soon’s we

7 A 



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’sMiable 
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 
weapon critically as he talked.

GAMBLIN’ DAN GLADE and me 
—began my uncle—drifted intuh 
Tapwater about the same time 

We went tuh work on the Fly in’ O, a 
big ranch outside the town, punchin’ 
cows. Like 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.
.and round, and he had innocent lookin’ 
brown eyes. They wasn’t so plum’ 
innocent 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 
fool 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 
handle when I hit Tapwater.
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His face was big Hawks.

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 :



“ Curly, we ain’t gainin’ a thing by 
both hangin’ around the Mayfield place. 
I reckon Maud is sorta fond uh both 
uh us, and don’t want tuh hurt no feel­
in’s by makin’ a choice. The oney 
thing tuh do is for one uh us tuh quit.”

“ Well, now, Dan, that’s right noble 
uh yuh,” I says, shovin’ out a paw. 
“ Maud and me will name the first—”

“ Blast yuhr hide!” he yells, “ I ain’t 
quittin’l Yuh got yuhr gall, yuh long 
drink uh water!”

Buzzin’ rattlers! We come close tuh 
blows right tliere and then! But I man­
aged tuh ca’m m’self and ask what 
he meant.

“ One uh us gotta drop out,” he re­
peats. “ Are yuh game tuh gamble 
which one that’ll be, Curly?”

“/GAMBLE how?” I says, kinda
1 riled at his sneery tone.

“When we go intuh Tapwater 
tuh-night we’ll sit down in the Sam 
Houston saloon and play one hand uh 
draw poker. The winner gets a clear 
field.”

I give him a laugh.
“ Yes, we will! Don’t try tuh come 

no card sharpin’ on me, Dan Glade. 
Think I’m plum’ loco?”

“ I ain’t a card sharp, and yuh know 
it!” he returns. “Yuhr chance is 
good as mine, Curly. Uh course, if 
yuh ain’t game—”

Buzzin’ rattlers! Yuh can figure 
how wild that made me, a hot-headed 
young jasper.

“I’m as game as any man in Texas!” 
I bark.

“ Then yuh’re willin’ tuh let the 
cards settle it?” he demands.

I didn’t answer right away. While I 
hated tuh have any hombre, least uh all 
Gamblin’ Dan, question my gameness, 
I was terrible far gone on Maud. May- 
field. Tuh think uh Iosin’ a girl like 
her on a single hand uh poker seemed 
plum’ foolish.

“Afraid, huh?” he taunts. “I 
don’t blame yuh. I’m pretty lucky at 
cards.”

Well, I’d been thinkin’ fast, and all 
uh a sudden a idee flashed intuh my 
head. I looked him straight in the 
eye.

“ I’ll play yuh tuhnight!” I says, 
snappylike.

“ May the best man win!” grins Dan 
Glade, kinda sarcastic.

The rest uh that day took a long 
while tuh pass, Pen. I reckon I never 
did so much worryin’ in all my life. I 
was bound and determined tuh be the 
winner uh that poker hand. I didn’t 
plan to lose a girl like Maud May- 
field.

The Sam Houston saloon was a big 
place, the biggest drinkin’ and gamblin’ 
house in Tap water. Gamblin’Dan and 
me walked in that evenin’ after the ride 
from the Fly in’ O, grim and business­
like. I recolleck we each took one glass 
uh whisky, oqr first in weeks, just tuh 
settle our nerves a mite.

Then Dan called for a fresh pack uh 
cards and the pair uh us sat down *at a 
little corner table. We cut 'for deal, 
and Dan won. I might say we wasn’t 
intendin’ tuh play pat hands. Each 
was privileged tuh draw the number uh 
cards he wanted after the deal and dis­
card.

Just as Dan was shufflin’ the paste­
boards, with me watchin’ him mighty 
close, somebody strolled up tuh our 
table. It was Lin Hawks, in his long 
black coat and slouch hat. He had 
played a number uh times against Dan, 
and perfessiofial or not, Hawks had lost 
more’n he won.

“Can I get in on this?” he asks, 
with that hard.smile uh his.

“ Sorry, Lin, but Curly and me gotta 
kinda special game on right now. 
Mebbe later one uh us will join yuh at 
another table.”

“That’s all right, boys; go ahead.” 
Hawks give a careless wave uh the 
hand and strolled on.

Gamblin’ Dan finished shufflin’ and 
I made a deep cut. He flipped out five 
cards tuh me and hisself.

Pickin’ mine up, I seen I hadn’t done 



so bad. There was two pairs— 
kings and nines. The fifth, card was a 
six or seven uh hearts—I forget which.

Dan discarded three cards, and I 
knowed he had just a pair. Uh course, 
three uh a kind would beat me. I was 
pretty dam shaky as I asked for the 
one card I had comin*.

Just as he was dealin’ it a couple 
girts in the dance hall started puUm’ 
hair over somethin’, and he looked 
around at £hem as he throwed me the 
pasteboard. Oney a second, but long 
enough—

I had arranged my hand, when I 
happened tuh glance up and catch the 
eyes uh Lin Hawks, a few feet away. 
They were half sneerin’ and I won­
dered, kinda uneasy, if he had been 
watchin’ me.

Gamblin’ Dan called me back tuh the 
game.

“ It’s a showdown, Curly,” he says, 
eager. ** Look at this! Queens full 1”

He spread out his hand. He had a 
full house, all right—three queens and 
a pair uh treys.

“ Pretty good, but not good 
enough,” I tell him. I showed my 
hand. It was another full, and a mite 
higher. Three kings and the nines.

Hrs jaw dropped and he looked for a 
minute as if he couldn’t believe it I 
got on my feet.

“ Sorry, Dan, but yuh made this 
card proposition yuhrself. Shake hands 
and I’ll be ramblin’ along.”

“ I didn’t think yuh could beat me !” 
be mutters, half tuh hisself.

But he shook hands and then I struck 
out for the Mayfield place. Gamblin’ 
Dan Glade was still lookin’ dazed as I 
departed.

I NOW had dear sailin’ far’s Maud 
Mayfield was concerned, but I wasn’t 
so happy as I’d expected. I won­

dered just how much Lin Hawks had 
seen.

I got a disappointment when I 
reached the Mayfield place. Maud 
wasn’t home. Her mother told me 

she’d gone for a trip on the stage with 
her dad and wasn’t comm’ back until 
the next day.

Buzzin’ rattlers! I reckon I cussed 
all the way back tuh the main section 
uh Tapwater. I decided I’d better have 
a coupla drinks. I couldn’t see Maud 
this evenin’, anyway, and I was feelin* 
the need uh refreshment or somethin’.

I went intuh the Sam Houston and 
throwed three or four stiff doses uh 
tanglefoot intuh my system. Neither 
Lin Hawks nor Gamblin’ Dan was in 
sight. The fact both uh them was 
missin’ kinda worried me some. I’d 
just called for another drink when the 
pair uh them come in from the street, 
at the opposite end uh the bar.

I knowed immediate trouble was 
brewin’. One look at their faces told 
me that. I figured Lin Hawks had 
seen everythin’ and passed it on tuh 
Dan. I got ready tuh draw quids.

Yuh see, Pen, I’d been so blasted 
anxious tuh win out, I’d cheated.

When I set down tuh play I had 
several aces, kings and queens hid on 
me. Gamblin’ Dan never dealt me a 
third king. The card I really got was 
a small diamond. That second he 
looked away I made the switch in paste­
boards. Uh course, it was a lowdown, 
dirty trick, but I’d been afraid uh Dan’s 
luck. And he nearly had beat me at 
that!

Lm Hawks musta caught me at it. 
I was positive he’d told Dan. He wore 
his mean, sneery expression, and Dan’s 
face was set in hard lines.

All at once Hawks glanced in my 
direction and said somethin’ tuh the 
man I’d cheated. Gamblin’ Dan swore, 
and his hand plunged tuh his hip. He 
started tuh draw.

He never got the gun outa the hol­
ster. I was pretty fast in them days* 
Whippm’ my perforater loose, I let 
him have it I seen him fall and I 
could swear I drilled him through the 
heart.

Before any one could stop me I’d 
tore outa the saloon. I heard Lin 



Hawks yellin’ somethin’, but I wasn’t 
intrusted. I managed tuh reach my 
horse and rid outa Tapwater hell-bent.

I never went back. Under the cir­
cumstances, I didn’t dare. And I 
knowed I’d lost Maud Mayfield. A 
girl uh her strict moral idees would 
never forgive what I done. I ain’t 
even heard uh her from that day till 
this, Pen.

The war with Spain come along a 
few months after I got away from 
Tapwater and I joined the army, givin’ 
my real name. When the fightin’ was 
over I drifted out here and went intuh 
the cattle business. Reckon nobody 
knowed Remington Meeker and Curly 
Black was the same jasper. Leastwise, 
I ain’t been bothered none. But I’ve 
never married, and mebbe yuh know 
why now.

MY uncle paused, sighed. By th'e 
blankness of his eyes I realized 
his thoughts were far-away.

Then, without warning, the door of 
the room was pushed open. A stocky 
figure, with a wrinkling round visage 
and faded brown eyes, stepped inside.

“ Buzzin* rattlers! Gamblin’ Dan, or 
a ghost!”

Major Meeker’s hand plunged to­
ward the six-shooter on the bed. I 
shrank back against the wall.

The newcomer threw up both hands.
“ Yuh murderin’ ole fool, what’s the 

matter with yuh ? Yuh dang near killed 
me thirty years back, and the first mo­
ment yuh clap eyes on me again yuh 
start in where yuh left off! I ain’t 
armed, Curly—though I guess yuh got 
another handle these days.”

“ Yuh ain’t got no gun?” My uncle 
was suspicious.

“Ain’t packed one for years,” af­
firmed the other. “No, sir, I ain’t 
gunnin’ for nobody. I’m willin’ tuh 
let bygones be bygones, even though 
yuh did me a lot uh dirt thirty years 
back.”

“ How did yuh find me?” asked Ma­
jor Meeker heavily.

“ Seen yuh this aftefhoon, and bfc- 
gun figurin’ out why yuhr face was 
familiar. Yuh’ve changed more’n me, 
ole-timer. Finally I decided yuh was 
Curly Black, and then discovered Curly 
is now Major Remington Meeker.”

“ It’s my name—my real name.”
“ Uh huh! Well, yuh’ve done right 

well since yuh punched cows on the 
Flyin’ O. I ain’t so bad off m’self— 
been in the oil business last ten years.”

My uncle put down his gun. I drew 
a relieved breath. Bloodshed did not 
appear imminent.

“ This is my nephew, Penfield Meek­
er, just out from the East,” introduced 
my relative. “ I was tellin’ him about 
—about Tap water. I spied yuh 
through a hotel window an hour ago, 
Dan, arid thought yuh was a ghost.”

“ Yuh dang near made me one, and 
I don’t know why yet I” declared Dan 
Glade. “ Yuhr lead went too high in 
the chest, and I finally pulled througfi. 
I got quite a bit uh nursin’, and soon’s 
I was able I married my nurse.”

“Yuh mean Maud Mayfield?” Ma­
jor Meeker’s mustache fluttered sadly. 
“ So yuh won her, after all! I reckon 
it was fate!”

“ A dang crool fate, if yuh ask me!” 
sourly remarked Gamblin’ Dan. “ Yuh 
really won her yuhrself, Curly, and 
three months after the knot was tied 
I was beginnin’ tuh wish yuh had her! 
How that woman deceived us! Her 
high spirits was high temper, and she 
was a reg’lar fury when she got mad, 
which was most uh the time. She 
would throw things, anythin’ she could 
lay hands on. She had me hoppin’ for 
my life seven days a week! Honest, I 
put in two years uh misery, and then 
Lin Hawks, that tinhorn gambler, come 
back tuh town. He’d left a coupla days 
after yuh shot me, owin’ tuh some 
trouble at the Sam Houston. Well, 
yuh know he’d been soft on her afore 
we started stickin’ around, and when 
he come back he got her tuh run away 
with him. I never went after ’em. 
Not me! I was tickled plum’ tuh death.



Never seen either uh them since and 
never want tuh. But I’ll bet Lin Hawks 
was a sorry hombre!”

MY uncle was staring at Dan Glade 
in horrified disbelief.

“ Maud turned out like that ?” 
he gasped.

“I’m givin’ yuh the gospel truth! 
Yuh sure saved yuhrself a lot uh misery 
by shootin’ me and leavin’ me tuh her 
tender mercies, though yuh may not’ve 
knowed it But why in blazes did yuh 
try tuh kill me? Yuh had no reason, 
dang it! Yuh’d won, fair and 
square—”

" Fair and square ?” cut in my uncle. 
“ Buzzin’ rattlers! I thought Lin 
Hawks told yuh 1 Didn’t yuh know I’d 
cheated?

“Cheated? Yuh cheated?” Dan 
Glade’s amazement was genuine.

“ Yes, I cheated!” said Major Meek­
er. “ Yuh looked away for a second 
and I slipped an extra king I had hid 
away intuh my hand and made the full
house. I was bound and determined account, 
not tuh lose out. But I was sure Lin 
Hawks had seen me pull the trick. 
And when yuh and him come back in­
tuh the Sam Houston he sneered and 
looked at me. Then yuh started draw­
in’, so I figured yuh’d got wise. That’s 
why I shot!”

The countenance of Gamblin’ Dan
mirrored varied emotions for a mo­
ment or two. Finally he dropped to 
the bed and began to laugh. His stocky 
figure shook with mirth.

“What a pair uh dang fools we 
was I" he said, wiping his eyes. “ All 
that we went through on account uh

THE 

that ' deceivin’ woman! Why, yuh 
hasty ole galoot, Lin Hawks wasn’t 
tellin’ me yuh cheated. He was threat­
enin’ me! Got me so mad I was start­
in’ tuh draw on him an’ nobody else!”

“ Threatenin’ yuh ?” snapped Major 
Meeker. “ I seen him look right at 
me, Dan!”

Gamblin’ Dan Glade sighed.
“Reckon I might as well unbosom 

m’self. I was powerful anxious tuh 
win that night, too. So I come pre­
pared. On the first draw I got just 
a pair uh treys and I didn’t help it 
none. I added three queens I had con­
venient. I was afraid four uh a.kind 
Vould look too raw, and I . figured a 
full would beat yuh, anyhqw. I got 
the idee yuh was drawin’ tuh a flush 
or straight and hadn’t made-it. But 
yuh fooled me! It was me Lin Hawks 
seen cheatin’—not you! I’d won a bit 
uh money from him in the past, and 
he jumped tuh the conclusion it was a 
habit uh mine tuh stack the cards. Yuh 
saw him threatenin’ me later on that 

He got plum’ nasty and said 
he’d tell yuh what he’d caught me doin’. 
I was riled and reachin’ for a gun tuh 
use on him when yuh plugged me.”

Major Meeker sat agape for an in­
stant. Then his eyes began to blaze.

“Buzzin’ rattlers! Yuh’re a bigger 
crook’n me! No wonder Maud couldn’t 
live with yuh! Why, I got a blame 
good notion tuh—”

Hastily I intervened. Seizing the 
quart bottle on the dresser I flourished 
it before the eyes of the old-timers.

“ That was thirty years ago, boys! 
If there must be any further shots, 
let’s get them out of this!”
END.



The Phantom in the Rainbow
Scalded and tortured almost to death by Van Mor timer’s relentless Vengeance, 

Edmond Fletcher finds all his Wealth and power are helpless against 
his maniac master’s fiendishness

By SLATER LaMASTER
Author of *’ Luckett of the Moon,” etc.

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

Edmond Fletcher, young 
broker with Morton, Keene & 
Co., is leaving his offices when a 

foreign car stops and its liveried chauf­
feur inquires if he wishes to go now. 
Fletcher, a good gambler, sees a chance 
to meet wealthy clients, and steps in. 
He is whisked by car and yacht to a 
great country estate, and learns he is 
beirjg mistaken for Sigmond Van Mor- 
timor, wealthiest man in New York, 
who has just returned from a fourteen- 
year absence abroad.

The only relative, the lovely and 
This story began in the Argosy-. 

petite sister Gloria, accepts him un­
hesitatingly and will not hear his ex­
planations.^,'Fletcher falls deeply in 
love with her, while her loneliness and 
pent-up affection for her “brother ’* 
quickly makes them intimate. But as 
Fletcher is kissing his “sister” a 
weird, unearthly wailing as of some 
dead soul strikes them with supernatu­
ral terror.

Time and again, as Fletcher takes 
up the life and duties of Van Morti­
mer, he encounters this uncanny influ­
ence; once he meets it face to face—— 
.Ustory Weekly for December 29

HI



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

Fletcher takes Van.Mortimor’s place 
in the business world without difficulty, 
and even his former boss, Morton, and 
his chum, Biand, whom he hires as his 
confidential secretary, accept him, de­
spite their first suspicions, for he is 
too generally 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
cian, saves him from an immediate 
operation, and gives him the steno­
graphic reports of Van Mortimor’s 
case. An eccentric genius, Van Mor­
timer, with all the world at his com­
mand, had sought a superlative thrill 
in adventure, epicureanism, voluptu­
ous dances and bacchanalian orgies in 
Paris; finally, 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 ultimate hopeless de­
sire after an unattainable ecstasy—the 
cry of the damned 1

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, he 
instantly marshals the power of his 
great wealth to smash the paper and 
drive the writer, Bill Skyles, out of the 
country.

By showing Gloria something of the 
tragedy of poverty, he starts develop­
ing her beyond a mere society girl, 

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, 
Jie determines to help his employees be­
come self-respecting and thrifty; and 
announces that he will add half again 
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 other stories 
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 Van 
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.

YET just as the burning inferno 
enveloped him he could hear 
frantic pounding on the door. 

With a terrific impact 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.



Lying in Gloria’s rooms, the setting 
of so many happy moments, he was 
found to be scalded and burned al­
most all over his body, for he had been 
unable to protect himself. A physi­
cian was tediously and carefully plas­
tering some greasy balm over his skin. 
He had to be nearly mummified to 
live.

Fletcher revived momentarily as a 
measure of blessed relief came to him, 
and with swollen eyelids he painfully 
blinked at the anxious crowd about 
him. The sensitive little “ sister ” was 
sobbing her anguish.

“ What happened?” he asked faintly 
with quivering lips.

“ Some wretch broke the automatic 
control device off the wall and that 
opened the steam valves. Your bed­
room was flooded when the steam came 
on this morning,” they tried to ex­
plain.

“ I shouldn’t have left the window 
open,” he said wanly. “ Any evidence 
of the intruder?” he mumbled.

“ None,” replied a detective, “ unless 
you can remember giving some person 
this. One of your cards—we found 
it on the window sill.”

Fletcher beheld across the paste­
board :

SIGMOND VAN MORTIMOR

He shrank back from it in mortal 
terror as they carefully and sadly pre­
pared him for the hospital.

“Oh, yes! Van Mortimor,” he 
cried in sudden delirium. “ I am sorry 
I didn’t get to see him, but you must 
get somebody in my place. His for­
tune is at stake. Get somebody just 
like me. It’s quite the regular thing.” 
He raved on.

“ Poor dear boy,” sighed Gloria, 
tears streaming down her face, “ and 
he wanted that horrible thing out last 
night.”

Day stretched after day, and then 
weeks passed as he lay helpless, uncon­
scious the greater part of the time, in 
his suffering from his burns and a 

general nervous breakdown. Hard as 
they fought against it, pneumonia set 
in from the scorched condition of his 
lungs. •

In an all-consuming service Gloria 
Van Mortimor did practical things 
which had previously been undreamed 
of by her. She alone must feed him 
and wash his face. No one but she 
must be permitted to touch him more 
than absolutely necessary. What did 
mere doctors know about how gently 
he should be handled? Were not her 
hands infinitely softer than theirs? 
Theirs might hot be tender enough. 
In her now truly was aroused the eter­
nal feminine.

Horrible were Fletcher’s ravings. He 
continually feared he would be pois­
oned. “The Borgias have me?” he 
would shout, “ but only the brother is 
venomous!” •

He examined his food minutely and, 
holding a clear glass of water up to 
the light, he would study it intently 
for the palest of discolorations before 
he dared drink it. To please him, 
Gloria had all his food searchingly ex­
amined and she would try to allay his 
fears by tasting it in advance of him. 
But this would throw him into parox­
ysms of fear, and his innate character 
was vividly shown, in that no matter 
how much he feared the food himself, 
he would let no one else, however hum­
ble, taste it before him.

“ This is my gamble only,” he would 
hysterically cry. “ Do you think I am 
an ingrate?”

BUT time heals or kills all things, 
and in Fletcher’s instance, slowly 
the pain from the scalded places 

abated, the overwrought nerves be­
came firmer, and though he could not 
move, and still had the pneumonia, his 
intelligence at last emerged out of 
chaos. They had kept all news from 
him; but now that he was himself men­
tally they saw it would be worse to 
withhold information than to give it 
to him.



Gloria had assured the patient re­
peatedly that everything was well, that 
there positively had been no wolves 
howling,at the door which she had no­
ticed! Bland and the secretaries had 
often tried to convey to their audacious 
leader that the market was better, but 
in his feverish state it had been hard 
for him to understand how such a thing 
was possible; for even in his half de­
lirium he knew that they would not 
have told him the worst if it were 
true.

A day came, though, some six weeks 
later he was permitted to run exultant­
ly over the stock report page of a news­
paper. What he found there was too 
good to be true. The market for his 
securities was up an average of ten 
points from the dreadful low at which 
he had loaded up so heavily.

He took some gigantic profits on a 
part of those great purchases and set­
tled back in bed, his mind eased for 
the time being of his very greatest 
fear. If Van Mortimor had any in­
terest at all left in worldly goods, 
Fletcher had certainly garnered an as­
tounding supply of them for him! He 
did not know how much he had bought 
on the break, and it would take the 
boys at the office a long time to com­
pute exactly all he had gained.

Dr. Bates had practically given his 
entire time, simply lived with'him. By 
some strange telepathy the good old 
family physician also seemed to suf­
fer equally with Fletcher through it 
all.

So the days ran along as Christmas 
approached. Gloria’s only aim in life, 
it appeared, was to get Fletcher home 
for the holidays. How one’s view can 
change. Here was this wonderful 
brother of hers, one of the most eligible 
young bachelors in the world, and what 
a social season she had planned for 
him in which he would have been 
lionized! But now she had dropped all 
of those plans entirely, and the con­
fusion of the hospital and her anxiety 
about him had caused her to forget 

even her personal invitations and en­
gagements.

CHAPTER XIV.
STRANGE CHRISTMAS VISITORS.

CHRISTMAS was almost at hand, 
and each day Fletcher grew 
stronger as If Gloria’s uncon­

scious prayers were being answered. 
Subtle emotions often enter into trivial 
events and make of them epochal oc­
casions.

Gloria Van Mortimor had been 
reared virtually an orphan and her 
great wealth had served to make her 
a singular one in some respects. There 
were some bleak little spots back in 
her life that must be lived over again, 
since at the time the circumstances of 
her childhood had precluded her from 
ever enjoying them.

Every recent Christmas since she had 
settled upon her way of celebrating it, 
had found her alone with her Christ­
mas tree and surrounded with remi­
niscences of what this day had meant 
when she had a dad, and Sigmond was 
a big playful boy.

Then, years later, dad left her and 
Sigmond; and, against her pleadings, 
they took him, all that she had left, this 
dear dreamy-eyed brother, far away 
from her. She always bought him a 
gift, however, and placed it on the 
tree, aside from the formal ones which 
they at first exchanged across the 
ocean.

She had some of the dolls which her 
mother had given her, particularly 
“ Psyche,” a big beautiful bisque one, 
and these, together with treasured 
things that she had received from her 
father, she grouped about her tree and 
kept her trysting place with memories 
alone each Christmas, looking at the 
gift for her brother and wishing he 
might be there to receive it. Then her 
heart always broke and she cried in her 
loneliness.

Too wonderful to contemplate—for 



this Christmas she would have him, her 
brother 1 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 suggestion! 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.

I

“ "I V T 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 
ramp a knock on the door between the 
rooms, and Fletcher jumped to the en­
trance, for fear she would see in prema­
turely.

“ Merry Christmas 1” 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 dress!”

Fletcher put on some things quickly, 
and went through Gloria’s bedroom to 
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 



reveled in the mythical existence of 
childhood.

Gloria’s happiness was complete, ex­
cept that suddenly there came over her 
face a slightly blank expression, which 
Fletcher immediately caught and cor­
rectly interpreted. It had just occurred 
to the winsome little lady that her re­
markable brother had not given her 
anything.

Fletcher instinctively glanced over 
his shoulder. They had been so ab­
sorbed in their own affairs that they 
had not noticed the approach of an 
eavesdropper, although the eaves­
dropper had had a very hard time get­
ting in. Behind Gloria and Fletcher, 
and all rapt attention but so begrimed 
and dirty that he was scarcely recog­
nizable, sat a great, big, shaggy dog.

Gloria had turned around sharply, 
following Fletcher’s startled expres­
sion.

“Heavens!” she cried. “ What is it 
and where did it come from?”

“ My Lord 1” exclaimed Fletcher, 
“that is Belshasher!” At the mention 
of his name the big dog came gallop­
ing upon them. He waded into them 
with such force and scattered their 
presents so effectually that everything 
was chaotic for a minute.

“ Down, Bell 1 Down, Bell!” fran­
tically yelled Fletcher, and at last the 
big dog subsided from his strenuous 
greetings, taking up a position half in 
Gloria’s lap with his head cocked wise­
ly to one side at Fletcher. Sometimes 
all academic discussions about our re­
lationship to animals can be very easily 
settled by a mere reunion with an old 
pet. In this instance it was hard to 
tell which expressed the greater affec­
tion for the other, Fletcher or th^ dog.

PARKINS, very deeply distressed, 
presently appeared in the door­
way.

** Oh, sir! Beg pardon, sir!” he stut­
tered. “How did that dog get in 
here? I have put him out of the house 
a dozen times!”

“Where did he come from?” asked 
Fletcher eagerly.

“I don’t know, sir! He jumped off 
of the dumbwaiter this last time! He 
rode up on the groceries and I was 
chasing him in the picture gallery when 
I heard him crash in another direction.”

“ Don’t chase him any more!” said 
Fletcher, both he and Gloria laughing. 
“ Leave him here with us. I think he 
has earned a good rest!”

The butler limped away in outraged 
bewilderment.

“ I can’t guess how he found us,” 
commented Fletcher blankly to Gloria, 
“but that old rascal you are nursing 
is my very own dog, Belshasher!” 
The old rascal barked again at the men­
tion of his name. “ See how he knows 
his name? I’ll show you all of his cir­
cus tricks later. You probably want to 
get rid of the mud of our early caller 
and then come into my rooms. I have 
something for you that you may like!”

“ Let’s take his mud along! I can’t 
wait!” said Gloria, but she was inspect­
ing the old and obviously unpedigreed 
dog thoughtfully.

Belshasher, possibly thinking it 
meant breakfast as of old, joyously led 
the way.

Fletcher among other things diffi­
dently presented his small but rather 
unique surprise, the artistic miniature 
likeness of Gloria Van Mortimor. 
Gloria in all anticipation undid its elab­
orate wrappings carefully. Then she 
tenderly brought out the beautiful little 
reproduction of herself. She fondly 
held this marvelous creation of her 
own self in her arms and studied it, 
nearly overcome with emotion.

“ Little Gloria,” she breathed ever 
so softly, as she held it close to her 
and looked up at Fletcher, her eyes 
showing her gratitude, “how sweet 
she is!”

In rapture she carried her gently— 
ever so gently—over to the window, 
straight into the full light of the break­
ing dawn as Fletcher followed her. He 
was struck with the new and wonder­



ful softness in Gloria’s countenance as 
she gazed upon her little Gloria in her 
arms.

“ Sigmond,” she perceived sudden­
ly, “she has blue eyes!”

Fletcher reddened. That confound­
ed toy artist had worked wonders from 
pictures, but he had not discovered the 
true color of Gloria’s eyes and he had 
taken a chance on their being the same 
as her brother’s. Fletcher’s small sur­
prise had proved a boomerang.

He was so genuinely embarrassed 
that he would have been forced to leave 
the room, but for the quick assertion 
of the eternal feminine in Gloria Van 
Mortimor. Gloria was in every sense 
a woman and she possessed the full 
complement of the complex emotions 
of her sex. Every Christmas Day 
about this time for many long years 
she had cried in her bitter loneliness 
and now, for the very extreme oppo­
site reason, she was also crying. Ed­
mond hurried over to comfort her.

NO explanation could be found of 
Belshasher’s startling appearance, 
and Gloria, with that usual com­

plaisance with which she shrouded all 
strange occurrences, asked none. But 
along in the afternoon she dropped a 
remark even more amazing to Fletcher 
than the dog’s coming.

“ Sigmond, dear,” she said, gently 
chiding him, “ you peeped at my 
Christmas tree last night.” And when 
he glanced at her in frank astonish­
ment : “ I saw you in my room after I 
had retired!” .

“ Oh, Gloria,” he declared, “ you are 
mistaken!”

A look of wild alarm came into her 
sensitive countenance and quickly 
spread into one of positive terror.

“Don’t! Don’t!” she cried out 
sharply. “Sigmond, you scare me! 
You wouldn’t joke with me about a 
matter like that, would you, dear? Tell 
me—you must tell me that you were 
in my room about one o’clock!”

A cold chill crept up Fletcher’s spine 

as she gave way to her fears; and he 
answered her numbly:

“Yes, dear! Yes, yes; forgive me, 
it was I. I couldn’t wait to see what 
you had for me 1”

The little lie worked wonders and 
restored her composure nearly at once. 
But the distressing coincidence left 
Fletcher unsettled. Was Gloria dream­
ing or was there some connection be­
tween two weird occurrences in the 
same night and on Christmas. Eve? 
Anyhow, he had Belshasher again with­
out having to make any apologies about 
it, and that was something.

The first time,, however, that he was 
alone Fletcher made use of his private 
telephone line. He called the kennels 
where he had left Belshasher for safe-, 
keeping and he inquired about him.

“ Don’t argue with me,” said the 
landlady’s firm voice, which he knew 
so well, “ you took the old dog away 
yourself!” ( '

Fletcher dropped the phone and fell 
back faintly into his chair. He was 
curiously disspirited after dinner. Only 
Gloria’s cheering presence made the 
silly struggle in which he was engaged 
seem worth while, and possibly he paid 
her a little too much attention that 
evening.

“Isn’t it sweet to be home again?” 
she said, rather late, when he attempted 
to kiss her good night.

After being with him so continuous­
ly at the hospital Gloria now seemed 
to forget the little point of etiquette 
which had been seemingly emphasized 
by the weird voice. Grasping him 
around the shoulders with her soft, 
clinging arms, she looked longingly 
into his face as he tried gently to dis­
engage himself.

“ Sigmond,” she asked pensively, 
“ where is my old Sigmond who was 
so good and sweet to me, who did not 
mind sitting up ever so late with me, 
as on the first night up at Cleborough?”

“ Oh,” he answered considerately, 
but still trying to free himself, “ I 
suppose your old Sigmond gets caught 



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 contend 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 itf 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, 
“ I must retire.”

“ Don’t!” she begged.
“Why?”
“ Because I can’t give you up!”
“ Annette/’ he called out, and the 

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! I’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 



of icy air swept over his face as though 
a door had been suddenly opened. 
Across the room stood the blanched 
face of his other self!

Pallid and haggard, like a wraith 
from another world, it rested in his 
doorway. Some stray moonlight from 
the hall framed the phantom in a gray 
shroud. It was calmly contemplating 
them.

FLETCHER, in some manner, fell 
onto the floor. He desperately 
pulled himself over the door-sill 

into Gloria’s room. He hoped this mad 
ruse would draw the pale specter after 
him.

' A horrible tragedy was imminent, 
and he wanted the gruesome details 
out of Gloria’s sight.

But the apparition wavered at his 
hasty retreat—silently turned as if 
disappointed in some particular! 
Fletcher, spellbound, watched it sadly 
fade away. It appeared simply to float 
down the stairwell outside.

At his feet was only left Belshasher 
crouching in fear, moaning pitifully. 
Fletcher snapped the light on.

Gloria sat up in his bed confusedly. 
“ Oh, Sigmond,” she moaned, “ I had 
a bad dream!”

“ Yes, I know,” he said wearily. 
“ Let’s trade back rooms, Gloria. 
Would you mind telling me what you 
dreamed ?”

He eyed her anxiously.
“ When I came running in I was so 

happy to be with you! Everything was 
delightful, and I was so contented 
there by you. I reached out to hug 
you, and something touched me, oh, so 
very lightly, on the arm.

“ I looked up, and there was a beau­
tiful butterfly playing around over my 
head. I tried to catch it, but my arm 
hurt me, and then I saw that the pretty 
butterfly was an ugly wasp and it had 
stung me! Ugh!" she said. “ That 
wasn’t a nice dream.”

“ Gloria,” exclaimed Fletcher, 
“ your arm is bleeding! Let me see?** 

And so it was. Fletcher examined it 
carefully. On the tender flesh of Glo­
ria’s white arm was a single drop of 
blood.

She was scared speechless. Fletcher 
brushed away the drop with his hand­
kerchief and disclosed a little pin prick; 
nothing more.

“ Just a tiny scratch,” he said. 
“ Put some iodine on it! Now, Glo­
ria, is that absolutely all that you saw 
to-night ?”

“ Yes!” soberly, stammered his for­
merly vivacious little companion. “Is 
that not enough?”

“Uh-huh!”' answered Fletcher, m 
one respect greatly relieved. “ Gloria, 
I don’t propose to understand such 
things as have happened to-night; but 
you would better keep Freeda in your 
room after this when you are afraid in 
the dark. Please, whatever you do, 
don’t chase any more butterflies in 
here!”

Gloria went very silently into her 
boudoir and closed the door ever so 
softly behind her.

“ That’s a damn good ghost for me 
in some particulars!” said Fletcher 
aloud, and disheartenedly threw him­
self back -into bed.

So finished Christmas Day for Glo­
ria and Fletcher.

But, ghosts or no ghosts, there fol­
lowed some wonderful days for Gloria 
and Fletcher, betweeh whom a deeper 
and deeper intimacy continued to de­
velop.

Always there hung something of the 
glamour of stolen fruit about his hav­
ing her now, and possibly that made 
her a p p e a r all the sweeter to him. 
Fletcher had frequently to restrain 
himself from making violent love to 
Gloria. He wondered daily if he 
should not throw over everything and 
take her as his very own.

She seemed so acquiescent in his 
every mood now that he believed his 
transformation of her was about com­
plete. But he did not dare to take the 
desperate chance of Van Mortimor’s



vengeance, unless he was absolutely 
sure of his lovely little ward, Gloria.

WITH the new year Fletcher re­
turned to business cautiously, 
devoting only a few hours dai­

ly, as his strength permitted. Every­
where out on the far-flung stretches of 
his railroads the men were becoming 
more dependable as their welfare was 
becoming more or less automatically 
assured.

Nearly all of his people were taking 
advantage of the savings bonus. The 
small thrifty element had gobbled up 
the opportunity he offered at one gulp, 
and by their quick action had led the 
crowd. With widely varying enthu­
siasm, and actually painful reactions 
among the most extravagant, nearly all 
were saving the full ten per cent; for 
if they did not,' they suffered a real 
cash loss of the bonus from Van Mor­
timor. This urge to save was all­
compelling. People’s jealousy, selfish­
ness, and even viciousness were turned 
to account to make them help them­
selves against their own weakness.

A queer part of it, too, was that 
once a man was in the employ of any 
of Van Mortimor’s companies, and 
started this insidious thing, every day 
put him so much deeper into it that 
only a fool could quit. These earnest 
workers were now. clicking off their 
various tasks with clocklike precision, 
and naturally great corporations, so 
sound at the bottom, went ahead pow­
erfully.

Nevertheless, a very disturbing fac­
tor rankled in Edmond Fletcher’s 
breast while his health returned. It 
was that he had somewhat lost sight 
of the more serious phase of his sin­
gular position in this eccentric genius’s 
shoes.

Dr. Martel had said that Van Mor­
timor would probably act like a snake 
in alternately charming and scaring a 
bird, until he was ready to strike the 
final blow. Van Mortimor was cer­
tainly doing just this to him! But 

what Fletcher desired more than any­
thing else was, in^o far as it was pos­
sible, to anticipate in advance specific 
moves of his phantom master. Thus 
to some extent he might be able to pro­
tect himself. x

Late one night Fletcher locked him­
self in his rooms and took the history 
of the Van Mortimor case from his 
private safe for some careful analytical 
study on his part.

Slowly it occurred to Fletcher that 
love and fear, two greatest of emo­
tions, had struck simultaneously in 
him the very first night up at the Cle- 
borough estate; and that everything 
else which had happened since then 
had actually been a variation of love 
or fear playing in him, while both grew 
stronger within him all the time. Love 
and fear were the keynotes of this 
beast’s operations against him, and 
they ran consistently through every­
thing. There was reason in this mad­
ness, after all!

Then, as Edmond Fletcher sat there 
brooding his true predicament dawned 
upon him. He could see clearly that, 
though his petty initiative and drive 
toward business power might at times 
irritate or even appease his crazed mas­
ter, for the most part all that was inci­
dental and mattered no longer any­
how.

The real, the logical stage for love 
and fear was and always had been set 
around the exquisite little Gloria. Now 
he could see that the big show, indeed 
the main event for which Van Morti­
mor had staged so much, had begun in 
earnest!

Now, indeed, it appeared to Fletcher 
that Sigmond Van Mortimor had the 
situation well in hand for wringing 
out exquisitely morbid thrills from his 
puppets’ actions. Out of his present 
acute relations with Gloria, Fletcher 
recognized that some thrill-stuff would 
arise deliciously morbid enough for 
even this jaded master. Of course, 
this human anaconda had no other dis­
position to make of Fletcher finally 



than to try to finish him off with a nice 
thrill murder at the very end.

CHAPTER XV.
TORMENTING JOY. . -

AS the days wore on the strain of 
this watchful-waiting attitude on 
Fletcher’s part toward Gloria be­

came almost unbearable to both of 
them. The holidays had increased 
their intimacy to such a degree that her 
solicitude for him and her desire to be 
with him every possible moment were 
pathetic. It was hardly fair to her, he 
thought, to let her go on in this way, 
continually intoxicated and tormented 
by strange insuppressible emotions 
which she could not possibly under­
stand.

Then, very much as if some invisible 
stage manager in the great wings was 
pushing the next character upon the 
scene, Fletcher one evening had a 
caller.

Count Rononotski asked a private 
audience with Fletcher, and he was re­
ceived alone in the drawing-room of 
the playhouse. Candidly and honor­
ably he asked Van Mortimor’s permis­
sion to sue for Gloria’s hand.

Fletcher was stunned by the abrupt­
ness and frankness of the fellow in 
stating his business so openly, but, 
after a fashion, he was also inclined to 
admire him at least for his sincerity in 
the matter.

Count,” he answered deliberately, 
while the Yery thought of what he was 
saying cut into him cruelly, “ I am 
willing to give you the sporting chance 
you seem to deserve! It is all up to 
Gloria, and you have my permission to 
have her if you can—provided that you 
will give me your promise that you 
will ever remember who she is! She is 
an American girl, and does not by any 
means fall under the Continental 
standards for handling women.” A dry 
smile came over his face. “ It’s a con­
siderable responsibility to which you 
aspire^ If you get her, she’ll have to 

be your sweetheart always as well as 
your wife, or she won’t understand at 
all and it will be all off with you!”

“ I promise solemnly,” pledged the 
count, “ and you overwhelm me with 
the liberality.”

They shook hands in a jovial manner 
as befitted two such high adventurers, 
but the masked one, Edmond Fletcher, 
retired at once, in uneasy sorrow, to 
the seclusion of his rooms.

Hours later came a gentle tap upon 
his door, and Gloria was admitted. She 
sank on a cushion at Fletcher’s feet and 
lifted up her large eyes appealingly.

“ Sigmond,” she remonstrated, “you 
gave the count permission to ask me to 
marry him!”

“ Yes,” replied Fletcher, not meet­
ing those eyes of hers, “ that was the 
only thing to da Such decisions are 
up to you.”

“ You put me in a strange position,” 
she confessed contritely. “I do not 
suppose that I am capable of loving any 
man, and yet I want a home”—her 
voice became very low—“ a distin­
guished husband, and little children to 
love me. Money is of no importance 
in these great things, for I have too 
much of it. The count has some truly 
fine points of character, such as are 
rare in men! That much I have learned 
from you. The count might give me 
all the happiness I require, except that 
I have no affection to return for his. 
However, even that might come in 
time but for one insurmountable diffi­
culty—I could never leave you! I ad­
mire the count and strangely I should 
trust him, but when he touches my hand 
there is no romance—no feeling in it 
You, my own brother, look at me, 
touch me even accidentally, and be­
wildering sensations, ever so sweet, 
pulsate all through me!” She dropped 
her eyes, and her clear complexion 
flushed.

FLETCHER, yearning for ter 
from the very depths of his soul, 
could not trust himself to speak.

“ Sigmond! Am I unnatural ? Why
8 A



do I have these uncontrollable im­
pulses?”

“ Gloria,” he said, “ the count is a 
gentleman, and I suppose, in my own 
fool way, I shall always try to be some­
thing of the same sort. Do not let me 
influence you in the least! The way 
of the heart is weary, but it is not too 
long; you will find your happiness 
somewhere—somehow! I do trust, 
Gloria, you will recognize it when it? 
comes!”

“Never with the count,” she as­
serted brokenly. “ I admire him, but 
that’s all there is in me for him or any 
other man! He is just the latest of a 
string of men from whom I have fled 
since you kissed me that first night 
at Cleborough. I have refused this 
really fine man—he sails to-mor­
row.

“ Lean over and kiss my hair, Sig­
mond, just once, to help me forget. 
How could he know what was wrong 
with me?”

Fervently, Fletcher kissed her lus­
trous hair, drinking in its luscious, 
natural perfume, to him like fresh red 
wine.

Fletcher caught up her hand.
“ Gloria!” he said. “ You have 

made me promise not to discuss this 
matter so many times that I do not 
know how to make you understand 
me!

“ But when you feel it so strongly, 
can’t you see the simple truth? I am 
not your brother!"

Out of her tears, Gloria sat up, one 
slender arm akimbo, an elbow on his 
knees and a hand on her face, while 
she looked up into his eyes thought­
fully several moments without saying 
anything.

Then she darted instantaneously to 
a standing position, her lithe little body 
taut and erect. The storm of dejec­
tion which had swept over her was 
gone, and her radiant self was brightly 
shining forth again.

“ I must study that over with ‘ Little 
Gloria,’ my little Gloria with the blue 
eyes,” she avowed playfully as she

9 A

hurried away, suddenly bashful, but 
smiling happily again.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE REALM OF FEAR.

FL E T C H E R’S secretaries were 
shortly buzzing with activity. 
This Van Mortimor carried 

knightly adventure and high ideals into 
business. For the moment Edmond 
Fletcher was taking men out of them­
selves and giving them a glimpse of 
faith in the ultimate good in all things.

Late one afternoon he sat at his desk 
well pleased with the progress he was 
making.

“Cablegram in code, sir,” announced 
Colston Floyd, placing a message be­
fore him, “ which we can’t possibly 
decipher.”

It read:
3 p.m., io Feb. Paris.

Following my nose. Smell so strong 
trail not much trouble.

S KYLES.

“ Personal code, thank you,” said 
Fletcher, remaining, by a great effort, 
outwardly composed. “ I’ll take charge 
of it.”

Then he thought hastily as the door 
closed on Floyd: “ Thank goodness, he 
closed the door sharply!” If it had 
been shut softly, Fletcher would have 
screamed. For the full realization of 
what he had done now broke upon him. 
This message was from Bill Skyles, 
the scandal-hunter whom in his anger 
he had crushed and banished from the 
country. Now he understood Skyles’s 
taunting remark that day about its be­
ing very kind of him to help defray 
the expenses of his banishment! Skyles 
knew where to go!

Would his pitiless revenge on this 
poor, foul-mouthed news editor prove 
his own undoing? He thought mor­
bidly : “ I have ordered my coffin in 
advance from Skyles!”

Fletcher miserably slumped down in 
his chair and buried his head in his 



arms. What a fool he had been! Right 
at the very apex of his accomplish­
ments an ugly storm of his own making 
was brewing close behind him! Great 
feaf 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 bum 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 trust-worthy or 
formidable emissary for this delicate 
mission and also he knew that—maybe 
he might have to use him!

THE 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 

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 rea<L 
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 evolve*a 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 



different now—the blanched face was 
leering at him. On its features was a 
look of unutterable contempt and 
gloating hatred! Fletcher felt rooted 
to his position, and this gloating coun­
tenance held him spellbound for a 
dreadful second.

The ghastly apparition raised its 
gaunt open hand. It dashed its palm 
forward, cutting the air in the direc­
tion of the table—and the light instant­
ly went out. Dismally now came the 
harrowing weird cry of this dread thing 
from out of the darkness! Low and 
shrill it was as if the thing were ex­
ultantly whistling while contemplating 
some dire act.

“What are you? Are you dead? 
Are you alive?” cried the distracted 
young man, speaking by a mighty ef­
fort.

“ You know who I am,” answered a 
sharp voice/ interposed between 
snatches of its weird dirge, “ I am Sig­
mond Van Mortimor, whom you fear! 
Whether I am dead or alive doesn’t 
matter, for you, my very counterpart, 
live for me. But be careful what you 
do!” And there was a whistling, sneer­
ing interval before the Thing went on 
again:

“ You trifle with your petty life. Off 
the ledge outside the window, the pave­
ment is hard and cold,” stated the se­
pulchral voice oracularly. “ Beware 
how far you follow me! Sit still or 
run from me as you did at Christmas! 
Never be so foolhardy as to try to run 
after me! I am always with you, my 
fool, to study you and punish you if 
needs be.”

“ What do you want me to do?” 
quavered Fletcher, for he knew not 
how to deal with a thing like this.

THE shrill, dismal notes took on a 
tone of fiendish glee, after a chill­
ing pause had ensued, and then:

“ You know what I would have you 
do. Do it—or how bitterly you’ll suf­
fer? Run this fortune like a man; 
stamp men down, tramp them down, 

and make them pay, as the world has 
ever been run, so that men will say I 
am dominant, a master on earth. Nasty 
little spill you nearly had, following 
your fool bonus scheme, wasn’t it? 
You should have learned a little lesson 
from that. Fear alone turned (he trick 
for you! Fear of the loss of savings 
and the little premium you gave your 
employees was all that made them come 
across so nobly!” The ghastly voice 
chuckled in glee:

“ Whose word now is worth the 
more in these affairs ? Mine or yours ? 
But play the game more safely. Use 
fear alone—make every one fear you! 
Fear is the master of all men and gets 
more results than anything else on 
earth! Fear of the hereafter! The 
masked face! The hooded power of 
some secret order! That is what ac­
complishes great results—the fear of 
loneliness and desertion!

“If you want results inspire suf­
ficient fear and all things will move 
with alacrity to accomplish your ends. 
As you fear me, make all men fear you! 
Of such is the secret of mighty human 
endeavor. Thus, too, I shall run it all.” 
The thin queer voice chuckled ghoul- 
ishly as it shrilly trolled a few bars of 
its weird gloating cry.

“ You can supplement your means of 
fear by a neat little trick! Marry 
Myrtle Marbleton! She even desires 
you!” the rasping voice again chuckled. 
“ Ah! There’s a fitting mate for a 
ruthless dictator. Thoroughly disil­
lusioned, wrung dry of all sloppy senti­
mentality; shoulder to shoulder, she 
would apply the social scourge while 
you cowed them in business. A court­
ship with her or any other woman is 
disgusting to me, weak and vulgar 
since you buy them anyway! However, 
it is expected. You might usefully 
bring your predilection for such phil­
andering into play there and if I ever 
supplanted you, then, even such a sniv­
eling worm as yourself would have 
been of some service to me in return 
for all I have done for you!” The voice 



now came hollow as if from the depths 
of some desecrated tomb as it went on:

“ You contemptible ingrate, Christ­
mas 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.

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

sir.”
Fletcher looked about him, stupefied. 

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 

horror, he made his toilet for the new 
day.

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 wjere 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 



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.

MYRTLE 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 a banker eying a customer about 
to request a loan.

“ We both have large fortunes. 
They should be united,” she said sweet­
ly. “ 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 through 
little slow puffs of smoke.

“ Pardon me, Myrtle,” queried

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—business 
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 supematu- 
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?”

“ I had no reason to expect this,” 



he answered sadly, “ but be reasonable 
—Myrtle 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 np 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 ?

NOT 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 wduld 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.

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 a 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 tfie 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?”

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

“ That is all right,” he affirmed mer­
rily. “ I 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



it and in business, at least, I am for 
you to the limit!”

“ That’s fine of you! Thanks !* he 
answered, and hung up the phone.

“ Another one of those cablegrams, 
sir,” announced Colston Floyd, “ in 
your personal code, sir I”

Fletcher opened the missive and 
read:

Bombay, March 5.
Pardon me for crowing. This trail 

leads to a feast. I am going to spread- 
eagle down soon if I can beat a cer­
tain vulture to it who is hovering over 
the prey.

Skyi.es.

Things went black before him, and 
he felt once more the terrible smother­
ing feeling of close places. The next 
he knew he was faintly drinking a glass 
of ice water which some one was hold­
ing up. He weakly made his way to 
a window which was pushed open for 
him by many hands.

He motioned them back, all these 
many enthusiastic assistants. They 
stood respectfully on the other side of 
the room awaiting his better disposi­
tion while he drank in the cold clean 
air. It partially refreshed his lungs 
and cleared his mind.

For another instant he stood there 
deeply meditating like some young 
soldier of fortune who read impending 
disaster in the glowering skies; and 
then he-acutely realized that if he was 
to accomplish anything at all he must 
drive hard before the storm. His' 
shoulders came back and he turned 
sharply; in an abrupt manner he dis­
missed the respectfully curious crowd 
behind him.

But by the time he reached home 
that evening the full realization of his 
misfortune had once more borne down 
his spirit He looked pale and hag­
gard. Gloria, reproachful no longer, 
was half frantic at his unusual appear­
ance. Her recovery from her anger in 
view of this new development in her 
brother’s “health” was whole­
hearted. She simply threw her arms 

around Fletcher’s neck and wept, 
declaring that she had been petty and 
that she did not care what happened so 
long as she could have him well. Then 
she wanted to know if anything alarm­
ing had occurred at the office to-day.

“Nothing! Nothing to worry 
about!” he asserted, most unconvinc­
ingly, as he sat down, clasping her 
comforting little self close to him for 
a moment.

CHAPTER XVIL
THE GH0UMSH DIRECTOR.

SINCE her capitulation after the 
quarrel, Gloria had been exquisite­
ly delightful to Fletcher. Her af­

fection for him had become so ripened, 
so complete, that at times only the 
scandal from Sky les which hung like a 
shroud over him, and, through him, 
over the whole family, kept him from 
making a desperate attempt to snatch 
her out from under her brother’s 
fangs, as dangerous to them both as 
that might have proved.

Illustrating woman’s sweet incon­
sistency, or stratagem of reason as 
the case might have been, coincident 
with her surrender, Gloria had as­
serted a very positive little proprietor­
ship over Fletcher’s most intimate af­
fairs.

She developed an inclination to talk 
too much about his being her very own, 
and to ask his opinion of herself much 
too frequently.

She evinced a very keen interest in 
doing all Fletcher’s personal shopping. 
She read every little thing of his that 
lay around, and when she would get 
cuddled up in his lap, as she quite too 
often did now, she would playfully go 
through his pockets.

Inasmuch as Edmond fell more 
deeply in love with Gloria daily, all 
these trivial attentions from her 
pleased him immensely, but then too 
they accentuated his desire for her and 
his permanent worries, which day after 

Skyi.es


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 steam 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 office, 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 

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 h i m. 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.

AT 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 AM.

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.

Bland. <

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.



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. “ Give me 
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:

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

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

Shall be lifted—nevermore!
ft

‘‘Don’t read such things as that!” 
he cried out. “ Oh, Gloria, you must 
not!”

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 

and cold in bed. Was some mystic 
force, associated with his demon shad­
ow warning him and chanting the very 
end?

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

would examine the clock in the morn­
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 eternal 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 

dock, then—nevermore. I listened all 
night.”



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.

HE could not conceivably let con­
siderations for the devilish Van 
Mortimor enter into personal af­

fairs of such paramount importance to 

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:

•,

Bullard 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 occult 
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



er alert for the first thrust of deat^h, 
but with him it was worse than that. 
His sole weapon was his wits, which he 
must keep ever sharpened against the 
unseen—for his real and biggest en­
emy, the brilliant Van Mortimor, him­
self always invisible, fenced only with 
the unknown.

Fletcher sought light and public 
places for safety. He became acquaint­
ed with life around exclusive clubs 
where men stare at one another and all 
things in perpetual boredom. He took 
his relaxation, if any he found, in sol­
itary splendor at some showy hotel, al­
ways alone, but nevertheless in the 
brightest dining rooms where he w ould 
be closely surrounded by many people, 

and guarded by a little army of de­
tectives.

In desperation about this time Ed­
mond Fletcher took up a sport, of sorts. 
But he did not pursue it around the 
Polo and ’Racquet Club where his 
presence would have been so highly 
appreciated. He went secretly to a pri­
vate shooting gallery which he had pur­
chased, and he employed the best sharp­
shooters available to coach him. He 
spent much time at this and became 
highly proficient.
■ But he believed that if he wished to 
live, he would have to hit a more diffi­
cult target than any he found there— 
and that his test would come very 
shortly.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK

a tr u
Why Young Boys Do Not Leave School

CCHOOL trustees, teachers, and parents have been pondering for years over 
the problem of how to keep the youth of the nation in school. And up to 

the present their pondering has been productive of little in the way of a uni­
versal solution.

Now, however, quite by accident a little California school has solved 
the problem—for the present at least. That town is Galt, California.

It all came about through the efforts of William Rutherford, the “ flying 
schoolmaster,” who is principal of the town’s high school. He started agita­
tion for an aviation course, and in 1926 started it against much opposition. 
Now the whole town is with him.

Galt is perhaps the only high school in the country teaching both ground 
work and actual flying—certainly it is the pioneer. The government had 
made an offer of furnishing planes to accredited aviation schools and uni­
versities. Rutherford stepped forth and made a formal bid for government 
aid. The government did not take kindly to his request, reasoning that a high 
school was not " accredited.” , Rutherford convinced them to the contrary. 
Some eighty thousand dollars is now represented in aviation equipment, in 
engines and skyworthy planes.

The school has enlisted the aid of licensed pilots who instruct the students 
and pass on their practical experience to the pupils.

Just a few months ago the Galt Junior College opened, and even prior 
to its opening there were three hundred and fifty applications for admittance 
coming from almost every section of the United States. This was in spite 
of the fact that the college can accommodate but seventy-five students and that 
it is intended solely for the sons and daughters of Galt taxpayers, like any 
other locally supported school. All students desiring this course are required 
to pass rigid physical and mental tests. Id J A 1



Poachers’ Paradise
Neu) Jersey poachers, like mosquitoes, are big and bold and 

hard to scare—as A If Ringling, genius of the Big 
Top, found to his amazement

By BOB DAVIS

RINGLING’S, otherwise Barnum 
& Bailey’s Circus, will draw its

• annual crowds. But Alf, the third 
of that remarkable family of seven 
brothers 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.

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

Copyright by Robert H. Davis.
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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

I 



of his hacienda and by a circuitous 
route reached the scene of the poach­
er’s operations. A man up a tree on 
dry land is one thing, Jjut a man on a 
tree in ten feet of water is another.

44 Stand by and watch me jar this 
party,” said Alf in a low but firm voice. 
We climbed over the roots of the 
chestnut and stood on the horizontal 
bole, not twenty feet from the poacher.

**f fOW’S the fishing, pardner?”
■“T asked the circus man in a most 

cordial tone of voice.
** Well, if you ask me,” answered the 

fisherman, casting sixty feet to the left 
with a graceless side swipe, 44 it was 
rotten up to half an hour ago, when 
they began to take the topwater. I 
slammed three on the nose in about fif­
teen minutes. Whoppers! Two to 
four pounds.”

Smash! “ There’s another.” He 
Struck the fish hard and began to reel 
in. 44 Cummon, you. And come a 
whoopin’.” He lifted the fish quickly, 
unhooked it, pushing the stringer point 
past the captive’s gills. As it glided 
down the cord and disappeared a great 
commotion was set up underwater. 
44 Cast your eyes on this,” said the 
angler, lifting four fat, squirming bass 
into view and then dropping them back 
again.

“Leaping wild cats!'’ exclaimed 
Ringling, in the professional vernacu­
lar. “ Whadja catchum with?”

44 One of them Heddon plugs. Perch 
markin’s, shovel nose. They eats it 
alive.”

44 What ’ll you take for one?”
44 What ’ll you gimme?”
44 Dollar.”
44 Come again.”
44 Seventy-five cents anywhere.”
44 Go and get ’urn. You can’t grab 

none from me at them prices. These 
is baits.”

44 One fifty?”
44 Umph, umph.”
44 Two dollars. Hurry up.”

THE

“ I ain’t in no hurry. Make it three, 
stranger.”

“ Sold. What ’ll you take for the 
fish?”

“ Three more.”
44 Gimme ’tmi.” Alf walked down 

the tree tprtlk and secured his pur­
chases. Six dollars passed as in the 
twinkling of an eye.

44 And listen, mister,” drawled the 
poacher, “ whenever you wants bass 
I’m here for to sell ’um—with baits.”

44 Isn’t this lake posted ? What are 
all these signs stuck up around here?” 
asked Ringling, recalling his intent to 
make a sensation.

44 Oh, them is jokes, which I have 
read—but can’t see.”

We backed off the chestnut and 
strolled to the castle.

44 That guy?’ said Alf as we regained 
the hilltop, 44 would make a great 
clown. He doesn’t know how damned 
funny he is.”

441 thought it was your intention to 
jar him,” I suggested, just to make 
conversation.

44 So I did, but I hadn’t the heart. 
When we get back to the house I want 
you to step into the library, where you 
will find a copy of the New Testament. 
There are several references to fisher­
men. One in particular. Taken by 
and large they are pretty good people. 
In any case we’ll have bass for supper 
to-night.”

By common impulse we looked 
across the lake in the direction of the 
fallen chestnut tree at the precise mo­
ment when the poacher was in the very 
act of lifting from the water another 
string of fish that he flopped across his 
back, and with which he disappeared 
into the woodland.

Alf blew a low note from his lips as 
though playing a solo on the slide 
trombone. 44 You can talk about Izaak 
Walton, Doc Henshell and Harry Van 
Dyke,” said he, 44 but I claim to have 
right here on the premises the world’s 
only Complete Angler.”

END.



T*ALBOT MUNDY won for himself 
a sure place in Argosy 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 
I 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 Argosy.

I always read Argonotes and think the de­
partment is fine.

I say leave the Argosy as it is, but please 
only one Western a week.

Mrs. H. G. Wolcott.

Saginaw, Mich.
I just finished reading “When Trails Were 

New," by Talbot Mundy, and feel it my duty 
to congratulate Mt. Mundy upon the way in 
which he .handled this story, especially the last 
installment, as the scenes were laid in territory 
with which I am thoroughly familiar. I was 
raised in southwestern Wisconsin. \

My great-grandfather came to Wisconsin 
a few years before the Black Hawk uprising, 
and I 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 seemed every wolf 
howl at night was a lurking Indian scout 
calling to the rest of the band. But while 
Black Hawk was fleeing before the troops, 
the nearest he came to their homestead was 
fifty miles to the south. He crossed the Wis­
consin River as be 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 running 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 Sk>ngh. 
Just as all had reached the island except 
the braves covering the retreat, steamboats 
appeared on the scene, and as the last braves 
made a desperate attempt to swim across Bat­
tle Slough to reach the main body of the band, 
they were raked with cams ter and grape- 
shot from the cannon mounted on the ves­
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 .massacne <on 
par with Black Hawks depredations on the 
Fort St. Pierre. While the whites might 
have been justified m doing this, it was a ter­
rible slaughter.

After it was all over, the settlers of Wis­
consin again returned to their homes and fire­
sides without the fear of being awakened ®i 
the gray hours of early dawn by the war >cny 
of the, Indians and to find their cabins m 
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 Jed an active, hostile 
life, he was destined to unrest even after 
death. His bones were dug up and placed in 
the capitol at Madison, Wisconsin. When that 
building was 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 tbe 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 Twin Cities and the Northwest. Aad 
beyond that is Battle Slougb, 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. Houston.



WAI down on the farm—and anx­
ious to write letters—is this read­

er who invites correspondence from 
other Argosy fans:

— Carson, Iowa.
I started reading the Argosy sometime in 

191g and have not missed a copy since. Have 
read several other books, but for al! around 
variety of stories the Argosy can’t be beat.

I 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 
appeal ?

There 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 ?

I 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 home is in the southwestern part of 
old Iowa on a farm, to my notion, the garden 
spot of the world. Everett Coffelt.

M<£ 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 Argosy 

gets better and better.
I know of no better way to convey my ap­

preciations for the splendid stories I read in 
the Argosy 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 thdt 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 Argosy-Allstory 

for several years and have always enjoyed the 
novelettes of John Wilstach and Kenneth 
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 of 
yours, W. Wirt. Mrs. Mary Taholor.

FROM one of Uncle Sam’s men in 
1 Hawaii comes this suggestion for 
a larger Argosy :

Pearl Harbor, Hawaii.
I have been a reader of the Argosy-Au.- 

STOry since the day they were combined, and 
Sreviously read nearly every copy of Railroad 

fan’s Magazine, All-Story, Argosy, and all. 
I first started reading, fifteen years 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 1 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 I would like to say a word 
as to the magazine, I prefer the magazine 
as it now stands. Of course, there are some 
stones 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 
Argosy 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 
Slace. 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.

Yours for the Argosy.
Private Harry S Ford.

YOUR CHOICE COUPON

: Editor, Argosy-Allstory Wrmkly, 
280 Broadway, N. Y. C., N. Y. 
The stories T like best in this

; issue of the magazine are as fol-
; lows:

1

2.

3

4

I did not like, 
because-----------
Name-

Street.

City—



Looking Ahead!
Those were merry, rollicking days in old England 
when Elizabeth was queen—and when a good sword 
and a stout heart were all one needed to face the 
world and seek one’s fortune. And a merry rol­
licking tale is

HO FOR LONDON TOWN!
by TALBOT MUNDY

In this realistic tale of Elizabethan days Will Halifax, the hero, 
rubs elbows with Shakespeare, Drake and many other celebrities of 
the day, making this interesting and romantic page of history live 
again for us. Don’t fail to start the novel next week in

The ISSUE OF FEBRUARY 2nd

HORROR ON OWL’S HILL
by THEODORE ROSCOE

will be the complete novelette in this issue. A strange and unusual 
tale it is—one that will grip you and send the thrills up and down 
your spinet _-------------

The Feature Short Story

ONE BOMB IN THE NIGHT
by EUSTACE L. ADAMS

A tale of the Western Front and war in the air.

ARGOSY 
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“First In Fiction*9 Out Every Wednesday



This Singular Book Wields a 
Strange Power Over Its Readers

Will You Read It 5 Days FREE—to Prove It 
Can Multiply Your Present Income?

A STRANGE book! A book 
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 400 people saw the 
book—read a few pages—and then 
sent for a copy!

In another case a physician 
placed a copy in his waiting-room. 
More than 200 patients saw the 
book—read part of it—and then 
ordered copies for themselves!

Why are people so profoundly 
affected by this book?—so anx­
ious to get a copy? 
The answer is simple. 
The book reveals 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 
people to you at once, 
irresistibly—how to be 
popular in any society 
—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-

Book Tells You
How to develop a Mag­

netic Personality
How to use certain 

Oriental Secrets
How to gain perfect 

nene control
How to road people's 

feelings by watching 
their mouths

How to read people’s 
thoughts by watch­
ing their eyes

How to develop a mag­
net le cyo

How to make your face 
appear 20 years younger

How to control others 
by a glance

How to use Magnetic 
Healing

How to end awkward­
ness and timidity

How to attract the 
opposite rcx

How to get ahead in your 
business or profession

How to make your 
subconscious mind 
work wonders

And dozens of other 
vital topics

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

Whence Comes this 
Uncanny Volume?

Forty years ago. Edmund Shaft­
esbury, student of the human mind, 
set out to discover the secret of 
Personal Magnetism. Ho applied 
his discoveries to his friends. Re­
sults were astonlshingl His meth­
ods seemed to transform people Into 
entirclg new being*.' Shaftesbury’s 
fame spread. Great men came to 
him. His students and friends em­
braced such names as Gladstone, 
Queen Victoria, Edwin Booth. Henry 
Ward Beecher, and Cardinal Gibbons.

Until recently Shaftes­
bury’s teachings have 
been available only to 
people who could pay 
$25 or $50 each for In­
struction books. Now. 
his wonderful teachings 
have been collected into 
a single volume, at a 
price urithin the reach «f 
all! And furthermore. 
Shaftesbury has consent­
ed to reveal hundreds of 
new discoveries never 
before put into print.

Strange Effect on
Readers

Readers of this book 
quickly become masters 
of a singular power to 
Influence men and wom­
en around them. Not 
by force—not by loud 
argument. But rather by 
some subtle. Insinuating 
power that sways men’s 
emotions. They are able 
to play on people's feel­
ings just as a skilled 
violinist plays upon a 
violin.

Is it any wonder that thousands 
of men and women say that they 
are overjoyed with the results they 
have received! One enthusiast said 
of this volume, "Things I have rerd 
there I would never have dreamed 
of.” Another wrote. ”1 would not 
give up what Shaftesbury has taught 
me for fWO.CCO!"

In your everyday life—in social 
life—you will find this book of Im­
mense value. You will learn to fas­
cinate people you meet—to attract 
new friends—to gain speedy promo­
tion In business.

Read this Book 5 Days Free
Merely mall coupon below and this re­

markable volume, with cover In handsome 
dark burgundy cloth, gold embossed, will be 
sent you for free examination. If you aren’t 
stirred and Inspired in the 5-day fre pe­
riod. return It and It costs you nothing. 
Otherwise keep it as your own and remit 
the Special Price of only $3 In full pay­
ment. This volume was originally published 
to sell at 15—but In order to reach many 
readers—it is being offered at reduced prlc*. 
You risk nothing—so clip and mall this 
co ui on NOW. Ralston University Press. 
Dept. 1SS-T, Meriden. Conn.

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

All right—1’11 bo. the judge. You may 
send me the volume "Instantaneous Per­
sonal Magnetism’’ for 5 days FREE EX­
AMINATION in my home. Within the 5 
days I will either remit the special low 
price of only $3. in full payment. or return 
It without cost or obligation.

Name.............. ........................

Address.............

City........................State.................. .
Special cash price $2.00 If payment ac­

companies coupon. This saves heavy book­
keeping and clerical expense. Money re­
funded if dissatisfied and book is returned 
within five days.



A Year's Protection Against f *la<vn 0/1 Tknur f A Year’s Protection Against
sickness Less man oc a uay: accident

Which do you want ? Which will your family want?
Suppose you met with an accident or sickness to­
night-salary stopped—which would you prefer,

In case of your accidental death, which would 
you rather give your family

$25 Weekly or Sympathy? $10,000 Cash or Sympathy ?
Which would you Pay?

Would you rather pay bills and household ex­
penses out of a slim savings account or a $10 Bill

For a Whole Year’s Protection Against

SICKNESS 
and 

ACCIDENT
Get Cash instead of Sympathy. ^S^tS 
street, or road, in the field, or on your job—will your income con­
tinue ? Remember, few escape without accident—and none of us can 
jell what tomorrow holds for us. While you are reading this warning, 
somewhere some ghastly tragedy is taking its toll of human life or 
limb, some flood or fire, some automobile or train disaster. Protect 
. purseif now. Cash instead of Sympathy.
i If you suddenly became ill—would your income stop ? What if you 
contracted lobar pneumonia, appendicitis, or any of the many common 
jlls, which are covered in this strong policy, wouldn't you rest easier 
and convalesce more quickly if you knew that thisold line company stood 
ready to help lift from your shoulders, distressing financial burdens in

'ZiKJ Get Cash instead of Sympathy.

Don't Wait for Misfortune to Overtake You
Mail the Coupon 

today !
Mail the Coupon 
before it's too late 
to protect your­
self against the 
chances of fate 
picking you out 
as its next victim.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION
$10 A Year Entire Coats.

No Dues. No Assessments.

MEN AND WOMEN
16 to 70 Years Accepted.

$10,000
Principal Sum.

$10,000
Loes of hands, feet or eyesight. 

$25 Weekly Benefits 
for stated Accidents or Sickoesies.

Doctor’s Bills, Hospital Benefit, Emer­
gency Benefit and ot er liberal features 
to help in time of need —all clearly 
shown in policy.
This is a simple and understandable 
policy— without complicated or mis­
leading clauses. You know exactly 
what every word means — and every 
word means exactly what it says.

Largest and Oldest Exclusive Health and Accident 
Insurance Company in America.

ESTABLISHED OVER 42 YEARS


