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TUNED OUT.

what follows. Perhaps this is true; no
- longer being a child myself, and not having
one within grabbing distance at the present
moment, I cannot know.

The negative pole of a strong magnet
was brought near the positive poles of the
floating magnets. It tended not only to
draw them together, but—and this seems
to be of an importance called prime—the
floating magnets took up a definite group-
ing in which this attracting force was in
equilibrium with their mutual repulsion. So
far as I am concerned, you can take it or
leave it.

It further ceems that bearing in mind
this picture of the corks symmetrically
grouped about the central magnet, we can
visualize the modern conception of an
atom. The nucleus is represented by the
bar magnet and is positively charged. The
electrons can be compared to the floating
needles which are negatively charged and
which revolve in their orbits around the
nucleus in a position determined when the
attracting force of the nucleus is in equil‘b-
rium with their mutual repulsion.

So much for the prelude.

It is easy to imagine the three young,
earnest heads of Drusilla, of Ramier, and
of Billy, bent absorbedly above Mother
_ Bain’s container for her fatal stock of
“ Cérise Supréme,” with their three sets of
highly scientific round eyes fastened rapt-
ly upon the five corks.

The spell of the moment was broken by
Ramier.

*“ Suppose,” he said quietly, “ we were to
stretch that equilibrium?”

That was all.

Such were his exact words.

And yet what tremendous achievements
resulted from them!

“ Well,” asked Billy, * suppose ycu
did?”

Ramier answered him through the cu-
rious hush that the intent look in his eyes
had evoked.

“ Even though it retained its solidity,”
he said, *“ matter would apparently dis-
solve.”

The conception was staggering.

“You mean you cculd make something
vanish and seem invisible even though it
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was still there all the time?” asked Billy
nervously.

“Yes,” said Ramier. ¢ With the proper
apparatus I could make you dissolve into
air and thus become invisible to human
sight.”

“Do!” said Drusilla huskily, with the
cold light of the fanatical scientist in her
eyes. “ You must try!”

“1 shall,” said Ramier. “ From this
moment on I pledge my time—my very
life, if need be—to the attempt.”

It was all very grand, very inspiring, and
most lavishly applauded, except by Billy,
who retained the impression that he had
somehow or other let himself in for the rdle
of experimentee. He planned, as soon as
the first flush of enthusiasm should have
subsided, to suggest that the experiment
take place on, say, a pig. He intended
strongly to advocate that a dissolved pig
would be just as valuable to science as
would be a dissolved Billy.

An immediate celebration was in order,
and the three discoverers adjourned to the
shop part of the Kitchen where they sealed
their pact—there had been, as was nat-
ural, an oath of secrecy—and fed their
stomachs with a dish apiece of Mother
Bain’s latest creation. This consisted large-
ly of an ice dutifully subdued beneath
anemic chestnuts in maple sirup, and
whose name, Mother Bain proudly in-
formed them, was “morons under glass.”

CHAPTER 1V.
THE INVENTION.

AVING thus given birth to his hy-
pothesis, Ramier at once concen-
trated all his efforts upon the dis-

covering of some invention that would
effect an experiment to prove it.

In common with the rest of the country,
Bramwell University had gone wild over
wireless. The theory of the propagation
of wireless waves was an open book to
Ramier, and in it he read a means to his
end.

His first endeavor was the invention and
manufacture of an appliance that would
trap the propagated waves as theyv leaped
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from the antenna into space. Ramier’s
trap caught them, directed them, and
rectified them. In other words—principal-
ly Billy’s—it permitted only their positive
or their negative peaks to escape as Ramier
wished.

The goal was in sight.

By attaining a state of resonance be-
tween the elecironic wave-lengths of atoms
and the waves that were propagated by the
multiple transmitter of the stupefying wire-
less set that he had constructed—obtaining
the said state of resonance through some
cbscure pact sworn to by the capacities and
inductances of its various circuits both
opened and closed and oscillatory—Ra-
mier claimed he could either place a
stronger negative charge upon the elec-
trons of an atom and so displace them by
forcing them farther apart from their nu-
cleus; or else he could place a stronger
positive charge upon the nucleus and so
draw its electrons back to it again and into
their eriginal position.

And all this could be done without se-
riously disturbing their symmetry or ar-
rangement.

I imagined at first that Ramier’s un-
willingness to disturb the symmetry or ar-
rangement of the atoms upon which he
proposed to experiment arose from a pleas-
ant excess of kind-heartedness in his na-
ture.

I was quite wrong.

It seems that were this much bruited
svmmetry or arrangement of the atoms of
a human body—upon which Ramier in-
tended to experiment—to be disturbed, an
explosion would take place whose force
would be sufficient to shatter and totally
demolish a city the size of New York. A
further light was thrown on Ramier’s anx-
iety upon this point when I learned that
the person he had chosen for the subject of
his experiment was himself.

My admiration for Ramier’s bravery
knew no bounds. There were two desper-
ate dangers that he would be called upon
to face. The first was the disagreeable
possibility that he would stretch the equi-
librium of the attracting force of the
nucleus with the mutual repulsion of
its electrons too far, and reach the snap-
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ping point—whereupon the aforementioned
explosion would take place.

The second danger sprang from his de-
termination that the experiment be made
upon himself. There was no uncertainty
in his mind but that he could make him-
self invisible, because up to that instant his
ewn hand would be operating the controls.
But the question then arose that, having
rendered himself invisible, would he still
be able to operate the controls and restore
himself to a normal state?

He thought not.

His substance would be temporarily
transmuted from flesh and bone into a gas,
and his hands would pass through solid
matter instead of being able to grasp it.

Ramier was balked for quite a while
over this point, but eventually he saw his
way clear. He believed that with certain
improvements upon the tuning circuits of
his receiving apparatus it would not only
be possible to “ tune in ” matter—as he
intended to do when having his invisible
self brought back to solidity—but that it
would also be possible to tune in the sounds
of the voice of the invisible subject while
that subject was still invisible.

Granting that he could do this, it would
then be possible for him while in his in-
visible and hence helpless state to com-
municate with some assistant, and direct
that assistant’s hands and movements as if
he himself possessed solidity. The mad-
dening part of the hypothesis was that there
would be no way to prove it until he had
taken the leap. It was a terrible, a fearful
risk; but Ramier was willing—eager even
—to chance it.

Of course all this did not occur in the
converted back parlor of Mother Bain’s
Kitchen at Bramwell University. Ramier
was bound by no ties to any definite spot
on earth. He bought, after graduation, a
shack that stood on a piece of property
adjacent to the Duveen summer home in
the Adirondacks. The shack was weather-
proof, reasonably large, and stoutly built.
It - seemed especially suitable for the ex-
perimental purposes for which Ramier pro-
posed to use it.

The construction of the shack was cu-
rious and deserves comment. It had pre-
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the cabin again about the time he had
finished, and remarked, ¢ You have a good
appetite, I see. Good—good! You are all
right, sir!” And going to the locker, the
Portuguese brought out a bottle of port
wine. Filling a large glass in which he put
a white powder, he said: ¢ Take this and
get back to your berth. Go to sleep. You
will feel better in the morning.”

The next morning when Hunt awoke he
felt ravenous. He crawled out of his berth
only to find himself lying flat on the deck,
and with scarcely strength enough to pick
himself up again. He staggered to a seat
in the cabin. Captain Reed came out of
his room just then and exclaimed: ¢ Damn
it, Hunt—I was never so glad in my life
as when De Castro told me you were all
right!”

“ But what is the matter with vou, sir?”
asked Hunt, noticing that the captain
looked feeble hollow-eyed and emaciated.
“You have chanoed some, it appears to
me, since I saw you last.”

“ Yes; I've been pretty sick, but T have
managed to keep about. I am an old hand
at this, you know. You must eat some-
thing now,” and the captain rang the bell.
Al Pedro,” he said to the same man Hunt
had noticed before, “ Mr. Hunt must have
something solid to stay on his stomach.
Broil one of those chickens for him right
awayv.”

\While waiting for the chicken, Captain
Reed got some crackers and some port
wine, which Hunt took and felt much bet-
ter.

“ Yes,” went on the captain, “ we have
had a pretty tough time so far, but I'll
not spoil your appetite with the story.”

“ No fear of that,” said Hunt. “I can
eat the chicken and the cook, too. Tl
take another glass of the wine. There
seems to be life in that stuff.”

“It is De Castro’s liquor, and is first
class. I wish he was as good,” said the
captain.

Hunt ate the chicken, drank some
more wine, smoothed his bedclothes, and
crawled back into his berth, and soon fell
asleep again. He awoke about five o’clock
in the afternoon, feeling much better: and
then he began to recall things.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

He could recollect coming down the
river, but from that time on all was a blank
to him. The captain and Sherman had
told him what a hard time they had, and
he wondered what it was all about. He
had noticed two strangers—the cook and
a man lying in one of the cabin berths,
who seemed to be sick—and, looking out of
his windows, he could see four men more
who were strangers to him, and a big negro
talking to De Castro.

A nice breeze was blowing abeam, and
the schooner was bowling off eight knots
and going as easy as a rocking chair. With
his returning strength came an insatiable
curiosity.

“I must learn all about this,” he told
himself, and got out of his berth. He
was pleased to find that he had gained
strength enough to stand alone, and he
made his way out of the cabin and on
deck.

The captain met him at the cabin door,
held out his hand to assist him, and said
that he was glad to see him once more on
deck; that he needed him very much. De
Castro came up with a smile and the re-
mark: “Mr. Hunt, glad te see you about
again. You have a good constitution, or
you would never have been on deck
again.”

Thanking them, Hunt began to look
around the vessel and, with an inquiring
glance at the captain, said: “ I see none
of our old crew. How is this?”

“ No,” replied Captain Reed—* three of
them are gone, poor fellows, and the cook
will die to-night; and I fear that Mr.
Sherman won’t last much longer. The
boys had a relapse as soon as we got out
of the river, and those alive are very low

now; but I hope that Frank and Joe may
pull throuvh ?

The situation so suddenly imparted
flashed upon Hunt like a stroke of light-
ning, and, sick at heart and weak in body,
he staggered back into the cabin to lie
down, meditate, and recover himself. He
was dejected and gloomy indeed when soon
afterward Captain Reed came to him.

“Tell me more about this business,”
Hunt requested. “ Who are these strange
men and negroes that I see about deck?”















THE CRUISE OF

concerned the captain was of little account;
for he only worked the observations that
were taken by Hunt for the navigation of
the vessel. He was morose to every one
and secmed to feed on his hallucination.
It was not pleasant on board the Madeline
now, and Hunt’s experience of the Middle
Passage so far had been anything but agree-
able. But every day brought him nearer
the end.
VIL.

Two days after the chase the breeze had
moderated, and the Madeline, sailing over
a summer sea and under a cloudless skv,
was logging off eight knots on her course
with her square sail and topsail set. [t
was just before noon. Frank, one of the
old crew, had the wheel, and Hunt, stand-
ing on the quarter with his sextant, was
about to take the sun’s altitude for the
latitude.

Quiet reigned fore-and-aft, as if the ves-
sel had been lulled asleep by the glorious
weather, the faint swish of the ripples that
coursed along the sides and out in the wake
accentuating an oppressive stillness.

Hunt heard some loud curses forward,
then pistol shots and a yell. Dropping his
sextant and drawing his revolver (he was
armed all the time now) he ran forward.
One of the dagoes was stretched over the
windlass, and the Swede lay on the deck
with the blood gushing out of his neck.
A few gasps and he was dead. The dago
had been shot through the head.

The Swede was a good man whom Hunt
liked very much, but the dagoes hated him.
Joe, one of the old crew, being in the for-
ward house and the door open, saw the
fight. It was all over before any one could
get near the infuriated men.

The Swede, Joe told Hunt, was leaning
over the starboard rail near the break of
the forecastle deck when one of the dagoes
seized him by the leg and tried to pitch
him overboard. The Swede kicked himself
clear, and, as he turned, grabbed a heavy
iron belaying pin used for the jib sheet
and began pounding the dago. The other
dago jumped upon the forecastle deck,
picked up a hand spike and rushed to the
defense of his shipmate, striking down-
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wards at the Swede’s head which was about
on a level with the dago’s feet. At this
the Swede dropped the belaying pin and
pulled his revolver, which Hunt had put
in good order for him, knowing how he
was persecuted by the dagoes.

As the dago on the top-gallant forecastle
deck rushed at the Swede with the hand-
spike uplifted, the Swede fired, and the
dago, stumbling as he fell close to the low
side chock on top of the rail—tumbled
overboard—hand spike and all.

The other dago, on the main deck, hav-
ing a chance, when the Swede dropped the
belaying pin, drew his sheath knife and
closed in on the Swede, slashing at his head
right and left and cutting him fearfully.
Before he could get away, and when he
was cloze to the Swede, the Swede fired
again, his pistol almost touching the
dago’s head. Both men dropped about the
same time—the dago across the windlass
and the Swede upon the deck. All this
occurred in less than a minute.

“ Throw them overboard and wash the
blood away before the blacks see it,” was
De Castro’s orders to Bomba as he turned
away.

¢ Three more men gone, and we so short
handed. This is indeed hell afloat,” thought
Hunt as, sick at heart, he walked aft to
take his noon observations.

Bomba and his crew picked up the body
of the dead Spanish sailor and pitched it
overboard. Hunt, however, sewed the dead
Swede up in his blanket, put some weight
at his feet and, at sunset, as became a
sailor, dropped him into his ocean grave,

That night it moderated still more, and
two days afterward it fell calm, with a
heavy swell that made the schooner lurch
and roll fearfully. Hunt lowered the main-
sail and secured everything about deck.

The captain managed to crawl out about
noon and to Hunt he said: ¢ This calm
will be short lived. The barometer is fall-
ing fast. The swell is abeam, and you see
it is getting heavier. There certainly is
wind behind it, although it is not the hur-
rican season.”

Captain Reed was an old West India
and African trader and Hunt felt that he
was correct in his prognostications. The




































THE PASSING OF

‘1 have given you a fair alternative, Mr.
Victor Denasch. Of course, if you choose
to be treated as a possible criminal I shall
frame a charge and enter it up correctly in
all particulars.”

That cryptic remark seemed to reduce
the man to a state of sullen submission.

“Very well,” he said. “ The best way
to prove my innocence of any complicity
in this crime is to answer your questions
and await your convenience. May I go
now?”

“ You accept my terms?”

« YeS.”

“Let Mr. Denasch leave the castle,” said
Winter to Bates. “ The hotel is only five
minutes’ walk from here,” he added, appar-
ently as an afterthought, but the visitor
to Sleaford knew quite well that any fur-
ther artistic theories he had in mind had
better be kept in abeyance if they called
for more wandering about the town that
night.

Bates opened one of the hall doors, of
which there were two, one on each side
of a glass portico at the top of the outer
steps. Those remaining in the hall listened
in silence to the footsteps of the two men
as they walked to the main gate. At that
instant the clock in the parish church pro-
claimed the hour at which, according to
Hamlet, “ churchyards yawn and hell itself
breathes out contagion to this world.”

None spoke. What between the music
of the chimes and the twelve solemn notes
of a deep-toned bell, the postern in the
outer gate was opened just as the last vi-
brations died away. Winter looked around
at Davidson.

“ That warning click sounds only for the
big door itself?” he inquired.

“Yes. The device had merely a cere-
monial significance.”

“Isn’t Victor Denasch that blighter’s
real name?” put in Glen.

“ Why do you ask?” countered Winter.

“ Because, while you were reading the
riot act I took close stock of him. In the
hotel I regarded him as an Alsatian French-
man. Now, I know he is a Levantine,
probably reared in Malta. If his face were
well washed it would come out sallow. At
present his lips alone can grow pale. Of
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course, one docsn’t expect to find a johnny
not on the stage so cleverly made up.”

Winter surveyed the artist with new in-
terest. It would appear that this young
man had both eyes and brains, and could
use them on occasion.

“ We'll review all the circumstances in
the morning,” was what he said, however.
“1 want to examine the library carefully,
and would like Dr. Macgregor’s help—and
yours too, of course. I wonder how long
the doctor will be detained by that enter-
prising young person, Alice Romer. If
you haven’t compieted your memorandum
of the talk with Mr. Sevastopolo, Mr. Da-
vidson, you might zive me now a brief—”

A woman’s shriek, long drawn out and
piercing, came from the upper part of the
building. Though two flights of stairs and
a long corridor intervened, the little com-
pany of men in the hall arrived at the same
conclusion simultaneously.

‘“ Alice Romer has either recovered her
senses or lost them very thoroughly,” was
Winter’s grim comment. ¢ Thus far, after
being here an hour, I have not been permit-
ted to do straight off one single thing I
wanted to do. I've never before been
mixed up in such a case—never!”

CHAPTER V.
WHEREIN IRENE PUZZLES MR. WINTER.

AVIDSON volunteered to find out the
cause of the hubbub. The explana-
tion was simple enough. The girl

had no sooner opened her conscious eves
on a world of reality than memory resumed
its sway, and she passed at once inio the
semidelirium of hysteria. Scotch doctors
have a sharp way of treating that ailment,
however, and Macgregor flicked her with
a wet towel till she cried “ Ouch!” so nat-
urally that the other maids in attencdance
would like to have protested against t 2se
drastic methods. Still, she was eviden:iy
on the verge of further complete collapse,
so the doctor gave her, too, a stiff dose of
bromide. and promised to send a nurse to
sit by her bedside till morning.

He told Winter these things when they
met. Then he drew the detective aside.
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library after dinner, and secreted him
here?”

Davidson weighed the point. Before
replying directly he appealed to Glen.

“You came here about five minutes after
Mr. Lanson left us?” he inquired.

“Yes. I just finished a cigarette, smok-
ing not being allowed in this room.”

“ Well, that being so,” went on the other,
‘it is barely conceivable, though wildly im-
probable, that Mr. Lanson admitted a
visitor. I do not believe there was a
stranger in the house. In any case, the
servants on duty in the hall would know of
it—of the entrance of such a person, I
mean.”

“ How was Mr. Lanson occupied when
you came in?”’ said Winter to Glen.

“ He seemed to be thinking deeply. His
left hand was under his chin, with two
fingers extended along his cheek. The right
hand rested on some papers.”

“ Are those papers here now?”

The younger man surveyed the litter on
the table attentively.

“I think not,” he said. ¢ They were
arranged in an orderly way, just as though
they had been taken from a file—one of
those box things, you know, with a spring
clip—but nothing of the kind was visible.
There was a richly bound volume lying
near, but that has gone, too— You see,”
he added hesitantly, “I’'m an artist, and
couldn’t help spotting the wonderful pic-
ture the old boy made, with his finely drawn
ivory-white face partly lighted by the read-
ing lamp, and his black velvet coat. The
gold and brown binding of the book showed
up vividly. Tt blended so well with the
oak and mahogany.”

Davidson walked to the bookcase which
held the Balzac volumes. Stooping, he ex-
tracted one of a set of books which oc-
cupied two shelves about breast high from
the floor.

“ Was it one of these?” he said, bring-
ing the book to the table, and laying it
there.

“ The very thing!” exclaimed Glen in-
stantly.

“Well, as it happens, this is the only
instance of deception in the room. You
will notice the title: Litera scripta manet,
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Bac-Cre. This is really a file, containing
current correspondence, which is not
cleared to the records room beneath for two
or three months after date. It was my
suggestion, and Mr. Lanson ias amused by
it. In a word, it saved time.”

‘“ Are you well acquainted with the con-
tents of the whole set of files?” put in
Winter.

“ Thoroughly, in relation to my own
duties, and fairly accurate as to the gen-
eral appearance of each file.”

“ Any volume missing?”

« NO.”

“ Will you open each, and say, after a
casual glance, whether or not any bundle
of papers such as Mr. Glen described, has
been abstracted?”

In little over a minute Davidson had ex-
amined twenty files. The policeman re-
turned while he was thus engaged.

‘“ These seem to be in perfect order,” he
announced. Then selecting one, indexed on
the cover “ Gov—Gre,” he took out its con-
tents.

‘“Is this lot like the papers Mr. Lanson
had been consulting?’’ he asked Glen.

‘ Exactly,” said the other.

“I thought so. This correspondence
deals with an application by the Greek
Government for a loan—a matter which
gave Mr. Lanson a good deal of trouble
during the past few weeks.”

“ Would that be the business Denasch
wanted to discuss with him?>” said Winter,

“1 believe so. Most certainly Mr. Sevas-
topolo is interested. It was what Mr. Lan-
son and he spoke of at a quarter past ten.
At least, that is what Sevastopolo told me
less than an hour ago.”

“ Ah.  Your memorandum will deal with

that?”
“Yes. I may as well explain now that
Mr. Lanson, after encouraging, up to a

point, the notion that he would finance a
reform party in Athens, decided suddenly
to have nothing to do with it, and was
very angry with Mr. Sevastopolo for hav-
ing tried to pledge him to it. ¢Polo,” as
we call him, was anxious to explain his
position to-night, but Mr. Lanson would
hardly listen, and cut him off curtly. The
second call arose out of the first. It scems







































THE INCOMPLETLE ANGLER.

vour front porch and let the sun and the
soil work for you. Most fertile soil in
the—"

Thank God, the train was starting. As it
slid along, the voice of the Pacific Pollyanna
droned on in endless monotone to the ac-
companiment of the clicking rails. An oc-
casional phrase floated back: “—finest in
the world ” . . . “bestin theworld” . . .
“ biggest in the world 7 . . . “say, listen,
a long time ago—"

Here Sewall’s mind trailed off, spanning
some three thousand miles, to the shaded
back stoop where Aunt Sarah was probably
sitting at this hour in her green wicker
rocker, steel needles clicking, left slippered
toe tapping smartly in time to her hum-
ming:

“ A long time ago and a good ways off

A woodchuck died of the whooping cough.”

II.

SoME twenty years ago, when they were
struggling through late adolescence, Sewall
Wright and Ed Hodgdon had parted. Ed
joined the sanguine throng who, for years,
have been acting on H. Greeley's advice to
“go West, young man, go West!” Per-
haps Sewall didn’t know that Greeley died
in 1872. At any rate, he registered a pas-
sionate vow to join Ed “ in a year or so.”

But his life had not turned out that way.
He had stayed on near Oldtown, Maine, liv-
ing on the land and in the comfortable
house that had been his father’s and his
grandfather’s. No real estate agent had
ever buttonholed him with the absurdity
of raising crops on this stern and rock-
bound coast; nor had he learned to asso-
ciate the term “ barren” with his acres.
His farming prospered. The rocky soil
vielded wholesome food for him and his
“ hands ”’; the barren pastures fed his cat-
tle; Bartlett pears and the finest MacIntosh
Reds in the State of Maine ripened on his
orchard slopes; and his wood lots furnished
lumber for a little sawmill on the Penobscot.
This mill laid the foundation for real pros-
perity.

At thirty-six Sewall was no longer a
farmer:; he was a lumberman. Tall, strong
as a moose, quiet with that calm bred of
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confidence and modesty, keen with the re-
sourcefulness acquired in years of matching
his wit and hands against the fickle sea-
sons—he was the product of generations
who had worked hard, lived cleanly, and
known a very real heaven and hell.

Aunt Sarah Hitchens kept house for him.
His mother and father were lying, in all
respectability and peace, in the family lot.

Ed’s letter caught him in the lull of mid-
summer:

You're wasting the best part of vour life—
stuck oft there in Oldtown. Get out of the
rut. Come to California for a few weeks
and you'll never want to go back.

You used to like fishing. I'll take you
where vou can pick up a bushel in fifteen
minutes. Ever hear of yellow tail? They'll
be running next month. Remember our last
fishing trip—the day before I left?

Did he remember! Their first fly rods.
Stealing along the banks of the Penobscot;
fighting their way through the alders; walk-
ing the boom; wading with their pants
rolled to their knees, In the big pool just
below old man Hodgdon’s back pasture,
they had tried a Parmacheene Belle. How
exactly he could recall the breathless excite-
ment of the first strike! He had watched
with open mouth and shaking knees while
Ed reeled in a two pound speckled trout.

What was this Ed said?

“Yellow tail? Yellow tail>” He’d never
heard of them. They sounded rather unin-
teresting. But the thought of seeing Ed
again, of visiting that West which he had
once thought his promised land. had started
him. After all; why not> He had a sub-
stantial balance in the Oldtown State Bank
and logging couldn’t be started until fall.

Aunt Sarah’s firm old mouth had quiv-
ered as she kissed him good-by. “Tt’s a
long ways off, Sewall. You ain’t got any
idea of staying out there?”

“T'll send for you if I do, Aunt Sarah,”
he answered, patting her comfortable shoul-
der in embarrassment.

“Not for me!” she answered shortly.
“I'm not a great hand to travel. T never
been west of Albany and I ain’t ashamed
of it!”

“ But you’d come out to keep house for
me, wouldn’t vou?”
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“The man at the right laid down a royal
flush.” .

The editor knows that it takes an ace,
king, queen, jack, and ten spot of any suit to
make a royal flush.

1 only call your attention to these errors
knowing what a stickler for propriety you
are; you have a right to be, too.

Andrew and his ally, Bly, must have been
simpletons or amateurs to let the guy with
the fifth ace in his royal get away with it,
mustn’t they?

Well, as a reader I am not blaming the
editor, but it would be just as well if the
readers were just as particular when the edi-
tor is absent as when he is on hand with his
powerful “ blue.”

I thank you for what time I have con-
sumed, and hope you will regard it in the
spirit it is written. In glee over the finding
of a mistake where mistakes are seldom found.

Truly always, W. T. WHITEHEAD.

1200 Sacramento St., San Francisco,
July 29, 1924.
DEAR Sr:

I have your favor of the 23rd, forwarded
to me this date.

It is a compliment to the perspicacity of
certain of your readers that they have criti-
cized the mechanics of the poker game in my
story, “The Firing Point,” in the July 12
Arcosy. In the light of the modern game
of poker, the situation of two hands of high
fours and a royal flush, without such palpable
crooked work as to be immediately apparent
even to the most unwary amateur, is patently
impossible.

The story, however, is laid in 1840.

As a matter of history, the development of
poker was both local and haphazard. Even
the eminent Hoyle deplores this fact. The
first treatise on the game was written in 1835,
and that in England. Accordingly, in 1840, in
America, there were no rules except such as
had sprung up by custom in particular locali-
ties or such as were agreed upon in advance
of a particular round. The game was de-
veloping in part from the English game of
“brag*® and in part from the French games
of “poque” and “bouillotte.” It followed

U
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none of them closely, but the French games
were of the twenty card variety; hence the
twenty card game which flourished on the
Ohio and Mississippi. There were only
twenty cards in the game, ranging from the
ace to the ten spot. High hands were, there-
fore, the rule rather than the exception. In
view of this fact, and in order to give a cer-
tain latitude to chance, I have it on the au-
thority of one of the last survivors of the tur-
bulent river days, a man whom I asked to
check the mechanical details of “The Firing
Point ” against his wealth of memory, that the
ten spots were played as optional fillers in
many games. They were “ wild,” in a sense,
in that they could be called whatever neces-
sary to fill straights and flushes, but were not
“wild” to the extent of making a fourth
with threes, or the like. This practice is prob-
ably the origin of the practice with regard to
wild cards still in vogue in places here in the
West, the deuces being often so employed—
as the writer knows to his sorrow. It was,
of course, this type of royal flush that was
laid on the table in “ The Firing Point.”

‘The exigencies of fiction writing are respon-
sible for lack of explanation of the above in
the story. The particularly high hands were
necessary to imply the treachery actually
afoot. Any lesser combination of hands than
that of fours in two and a royal flush in the
winning hand would not have warranted
Andrew Cartier, rank amateur though he was,
in plunging the limit. Yet to have gone into
the necessary explanation at the particular
point of the story would have so slackened
the pace as to render it dead.

As to the six cards in O'Connell's hand
when called, the answer is more obvious.
Treachery! The situation did not arise in
the course of an ordinary call, but on a forced
call at the business end of a pistol. It caught
O'Connell in the process of substituting a
card to fill, such card being, of course, one of
several duplicates of those in play kept in
readiness for the purpose and which could be
employed on signal from an accomplice that
he had the mate and would keep it concealed.
The only chance of catching O’Connell was
in the process and forcing a show-down—
which Bly did. Very truly yours,

Jartes HENDERSON.

v
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was on his own. But he wouldn't do that.
He then told me that he knew you; and so
I insisted on his dining to-night.”

“Is he coming?” asked Midge.

“Yes, he is coming. I had some dif-
ficulty in persuading him. I could see he
didn't want any fuss made about what he’d
(done. But all brave people are like that.
I knew you would want to thank him your-
self, Midge,” he added, with a look of
simple and devoted affection.

“Yes, of course,” said Midge.

She did not know how she lived through
the rest of the day. She prayed frantically
that she might fall ill. Anything—any-
thing to escape this ordeal.

The White Horseman in Calcutta, sav-
ing Sir John’s life, being asked to dinner,
to meet her, to receive her thanks!

Thank God she was prepared! She had
not been taken unawares.

But how could he come? She raged in
miserable fury, and yet her common sense
told her that he couldn’t get out of it.

How could he take such risks? How
could he come to Calcutta, where it was so
possible that he might meet men who had
known Lord Lovell Beaudesir?

How could she bear to meet him, to
speak to him, to touch his hand? In Sir
John’s house, at Sir John's table.

He would see—oh, what would he not
see? Those eyes would see how it was with
her. They would read her heart and soul
and know that she didn’t love Sir John,
that she was carrying on a bitter and cruel
deception. He would despise her because
she was marrying a man she did not love.

As the day wore on, another feeling took
possession of her heart—the awful, breath-
less joy because she was going to see him
again. She could not drive it away. No
stern measures would stamp it out. It was
the unconquerable rebellion of nature.

The moment came. They were assembled
in the drawing-room, and Mr. Drake was
shown in.

It went off all right. Elsie was exuber-
ant in her welcome and her congratulations.
Midge managed to say a few appropriate
words. Sir John beamed on them.

The dinner was like a dream to Mlidge.
She was grateful because the guest set up
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no mental communication between himself
and her. He was the quiet, pleasant Mr.
Drake of Banzat. He looked better and
his voice was a little less muffled. Once
or twice, while talking, he took off the
tinted glasses and wiped them. Midge
trembled at such recklessness. He looked
at her and she returned his gaze with an
anguished appeal. But the others had no
clue, and did not dream that those slaty-
gray eyes belonged to the outlaw whom
the whole frontier had been trying to cap-
ture for years,

Afterwards they sat in the big drawing-
room, among softly shaded lights and scents
of flowers, and talked. Mr. Drake did not
talk much, as a matter of fact; but he was
deeply interested in Sir John’s account of
his trip to China. Sir John had visited
some very out of the way places.

Presently Sir John was called away to
the telephone.

Mrs. Inglis, who was passionately fond
of music, and a very good pianist, went into
the smaller drawing-room and began to
draw waves of beautiful sound from the
Bechstein grand piano.

Midge and Mr. Drake sat silently for
some moments. Then the man rose, and
on the pretense of examining a curious cab-
inet, drew the girl to the extreme end of
the large drawing-room.

“1 want to tell you that I could not help
myself,” he said in a low voice. “ It would
have caused suspicion, if I had not come.”

“I know,” she answered, looking ner-
vously across the room.

But their voices could not possibly reach
the player, who was obviously absorbed
in her music.

“How can you take such risks?” she
asked.

“Less here than on the frontier,” he
answered. Instinctively they both pitched
their voices just above a whisper. ‘ So
this is going to be your home! I wonder
if you will be happy in it. I can’t see you
in it—somehow. It’s big and grand—but
it’s a cage.”

She looked at him in blind anguish.

“Sir John loves you,” he went on.
it fair to him?”

“Don’t! Oh, don’t How cruel you are!”

“« Is
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It was still early and Elsie was not yet
about. Midge sent her avah out of her
bedroom. She had to be alone.

On a couch was spread her wedding gown
—a dream of white and silver and pearls.
And the lace veil was on the back of a
chair, and on the carpet were her little silver
shoes. And on her dressing table was the
open case with the splendid pearls.

Midge turned her back on the sheen of
satin and silver and the film of lace. She
went to the window and looked out at the
angry, sullen sky.

Then she dropped on her knees, her head
buried in her arms, the little golden amulet
held tightly in her hand.

CHAPTER XIII.
“ SOMETHING HAS HAPPENED.”

o ARLING, you look simply too lovely
for words!”

Elsie Inglis stood with clasped
hands, surveying Midge clothed in her wed-
ding gown.

“ You're awfully white,” she added, “ but
a bride is allowed to be pale. You always
took things so seriously, Midge. That
Honiton lace on your dark hair is just per-
fect. And now I must fasten the pearls on
for you! Mercy, what gorgeous things!”
She lifted the three-stranded necklace from
its white velvet bed. * The weight of them,
and the glorious pinky sheen! You are a
lucky girl!” She snapped the emerald and
diamond clasp, and fastened the little safety
chain. “Isn’t Sir John a perfectly won-
derful man?”

“ He is,” said Midge.

“And the life he’ll give you—simply
everything you want. I never saw such
devotion. Won't he now, Midge, give you
everything you want?”

« Everything I want,” said Midge in a
lower voice.

Everything she wanted! Her heart was
like a stone in her breast. What did Elsie
mean by everything she wanted? She knew,
of course. Clothes, jewels, big houses,
luxurious travel, agreeable friends, a life
both gay and important, and without a
single material care. They were good
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things all, things she herself had valued and
looked forward to before—before that day
when she rode up the Banzat Pass alone.
Added to Sir John’s devotion and goodness,
these things might well make up an almost
ideal life.

But Midge did not want them now. She
wanted the impossible, the unattainable—
the moon. An hour ago she had locked
the little golden amulet away in her de-
spatch box. An hour ago she had wiped
the tears of despair from her face and sworn
to herself that she would put the White
Horseman out of her mind and heart for
ever and make the good Sir John the kind
of wife he expected her to be. But the
vow was one of those that cannot be kept,
and this knowledge stirred terror in her
soul. Forces beyond her control were work-
ing in her, had, indeed, taken possession
of her. She could no more forget the
White Horseman than she could add an
inch to her small stature. So it meant em-
barking on the life of an actress: morning,
noon and night—everlastingly—playing a
part.

Elsie chattered on, while Midge’s little
brown ayah brought the silver tissue train,
sewn with pearls along its edge, and wished
to attach it by its pearl tassels to her mist-
ress’s shoulders. But Midge stopped her.
There was heaps of time.

“It’s ridiculously early,” she said to her
friend. “ Muratta couldn’t wait.” And she
smiled affectionately into the ayah’s beady,
adoring eyes. “Now I'm all ready but
the train, I think I'll sit down for a little
while.”

“ Righto,” said Elsie, admiring her own
grayish-blue frock in a tall pier glass, and
giving a touch to the great soft feather that
drooped over her wonderful golden hair.
“ 1M have a cigarette. As you say, there’s
loads of time. Sir John said he would ring
up five minutes before he left for the cathe-
dral and that would give us another five
minutes before we need start. By the way,
I forgot to tell you I had a note from Mr.
Drake.”

“ Did you?” responded Midge, taking up
a hand mirror and staring hard at the re-
flection of her face.

“ Yes, dear, an answer to my card for







































THE GREAT OUTLAW.

where you have friends. I can’t hear to
think of you in this disturbed country.”

“ But what shall I say?”

“You must trust to luck,” he answered
lightly.

He spoke to the men again, and they
went off to prepare the horses. But just
then something happened that Midge did
not understand. The men and the White
Horseman all three stood still, stiff, listen-
ing intently.

She could not hear a sound.

The natives dropped down, their ears to
the ground.

“What do they hear?” Midge whis-
pered.

** Horsemen,” he answered.

One native said something; the White
Horseman interpreted. .

“ One horseman,” he says. ‘I thought
there were more. But they hear better than
I do. Anyhow, we had better wait. Come
behind one of those rocks. Don’t move or
speak.,

They waited, it seemed ages—actually
it was a quarter of an hour. Then a speck
came in sight, grew into the size of a
mouse, a dog, a horse—and proved to be
one of the White Horseman’s own men.

He dropped from his horse, exhausted,
salaamed low, and poured out a mass of
words in a voice faint with fatigue. The
White Horseman interpreted to Midge.

“ This man is my personal servant. He
has been with me alone often, and knew
of this as one of my secret haunts. He
followed us to tell me that the British
troops are all over the place and have left
a strong guard at my last camp. It won't
be safe for you to go back to-day, anyhow.
We will push on a bit and give them time
to disperse. I'm sorry, but I can’t risk
their finding you on the way.”

Sorry! Midge’s heart beat out a happy
hymn as they prepared to move on. The
sun was high when they halted in a rocky
fastness, a miniature of the White Horse-
man’s first camp, only with a wonderful
view across to the eternal snows.

They dismounted, and the White Horse-
man made a seat for Midge out of his own
and his men’s cloaks. All round was the
stony dust-brown desert, with the low
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tufts of thom scrub, and just beneath a
great circle of rocks a steep precipice
dipped down to another level of the bowl-
der-strewn waste,

The White Horseman looked at Midge
with an almost comic dismay.

“ Tiffin, by Jove!” he exclaimed.
“ What do you suppose it will be?”

He called to the man.

They had two filled water bottles—water
was a thing so precious that they carried it
even in the heat of the fight; they also
had managed to seize a few biscuits and
some sticks of milk chocolate. They said
something to their chief, and he nodded
approval. They disappeared, leaving his
servant with him and Midge.

“ They think they can find something—
a desert delicacy,” he said, with his rare
smile. ‘“ Shall we begin or wait?”

“ Wait,” she answered. “ I'm not a bit
hungry.”

Indeed, mortal hunger could not touch
her. Was the hunger of her soul not being
fed as if by a miracle in the desert?

The White Horseman lay on the ground
at her feet, raised on his elbow. His eyes,
dark and violent, were yet filled with a joy
equal to her own.

¢ Midge—your marriage?
pened?” he asked.

She told him in a few words.
about Lady Lydd’s mortal illness.

* So you will be married,” he said, with
that strange ruthless urge to torture both
himself and her. “TI must bear that, too.”

‘“ She may not die,” said Midge very
low.

“ Of course, she will, That’s Sir John’s
luck!” And he gave his callous little laugh.

The two natives came back, clambering
up from below, agile as cats. They carried
queer looking green things the size of large
eggs. They set to make a fire of the roots
of thorn scrub, while the third man rode
off on outpost duty in case any horseman
came in sight.

The green things turned out to be a
cross between a fruit and a vegetable,
rather like crumbling bread inside, and,
cooked over the fire, they had a pungent,
bitter sweet taste. They ate them first and
afterward a biscuit and a little chocolate,

What hap-

Also
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“ The moment you are gone my good white
horse will carry me in the opposite direc-
tion, The British troops will find my camp
in a pretty mess, and I dare say they will
scour the country, but they won’t find me.”

“ Do you know all this country?” she
asked, gazing around the horizon.

‘ Blindfold,”” he said. Then he turned
to her with anguished eyes, his face drawn
with despair. “I would rather die than
leave you, Midge. For myself I am not
afraid. I would willingly go down with
vou and give myself up. But I mustn’t.
I can’t. And I can’t explain why.”

*“1 believe you,” she whispered. ‘ You
needn’t tell me—I know you are afraid of
nothing.”

“I am afraid of you,” he answered. “ Of
your dear eyes and your brave heart. To
leave you is the hardest thing I have ever
done in my life.”

Then, suddenly, she was overwhelmed by
the great surging tide of her love for him.
He stood there, so strong and so lonely, so
grim and so pathetic, a man whose whole
life of wild deeds meant nothing to him
now in his hopeless longing for her. And
she turned to him and held out her hands,
and in her eyes was her all self-surrender-
ing answer to his dire need of her.

“ Take me with you!” she said softly.
“ Take me with you wherever you go! I
would rather be in danger with you than
safe anywhere else. You said before how
happy we would be in the wilds. I am
free now—1I am free if I choose to be, and
I do choose! I want nothing but to be with
you—always.”

The White Horseman caught her in his
arms with a low cry. He covered her face
with kisses of passionate despair; but to
her it was as if she had won a battle, and
she gave a low happy laugh.

Then he released her suddenly.

“No,” he said, “I can’t—I can't! You
have shown me heaven, but it isn’t for me.
It would be the lowest thing I have ever
done. No, my heart, I must live on the
memory of you, and you must go back to
the safe place and the good people. T
could only make an outlaw of you, too.”

“ But I want to be one—it’s all I want
in the world,” she pleaded.
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He took a few steps away from her, and
came back.

“Don’t tempt me too far,” he said in
a voice she did not know. “1I am only a
man, and you are all my world. But I
must leave you. Come, it's time for you
to go! The sun is getting high. You have
a very long journey.”

Again he became remote, and withdrew
himself into those strange lonely realms. It
gave his love a tremendous, indescribable
power. At times he would seem to be one
with her; she could read his mind, his
heart, his soul. He would make her realize
the closest intimacy of spirit. And then
he would suddenly remove himself to those
distant spaces and become a stranger, a
man she still adored but could not under-
stand. It was the touch of mysticism that
binds forever.

“I can’t go,” wailed Midge, distracted.
“1 may never see you again.”

“You will never see me again,” he said.
“ 1Tt is better so.”

He took her in his arms again.
they clung together.

Then he lifted her and carried her to
the waiting horse.

He stood watching as they rode off, she
on one horse, one native on the other, the
second native on foot. He stood beside
his own white Arab, grim, immovable; to
the girl’s tear-drowned gaze, verily a king
among men.

To her it seemed as if her whole being
had been torn in two.

Again

CHAPTER XVII.
QUESTIONS AND A LETTER.

HE story of Midge’s life for the next

three weeks was a very painful one.

She reached Banzat safely after two
days’ journey. During the second one she
was escorted by a small party of mounted
rifles, who had unexpectedly made their
way up the track whose secret the natives
had believed was known to themselves
alone. The two men were brought down
as prisoners, refusing to give any account
of themselves or of how the Miss Sahib
came to be in their charge.
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takable. Her father, too, threw out hints
that had their effect.

‘ Abner,” she exploded one day, * aren’'t
you ever going to do anything around here?
Popper is getting real provoked at you.”

He raised deprecatory eyebrows.

“Well, T don’t know, Salviny,” he
drawled. ¢ ’Pears like I'm keeping the
boarders contented, anyhow,and that’s say-
ing a good deal.”

Then he chuckled. “ Reminds me of
Sam Terwilliger, who used to live over to
Tutt’s Corners, and his harse, Job. Sam
wa’'n’t exactly what you call a good pro-
vider, especially when it came to live stock,
he figuring that the less you fed a horse or
a cow the better it was, providing the critter
just kept a going. Well, Sam was a kind
of an ingenious cuss and he got the idee
that if he could fool Job into thinking he
was getting a real feed when he was only
getting a snack it would keep the critter
contented and happy and able to do a full
day’s wotk. So he put magnifying specs
on the horse s0’s a handful of oats would
look like a peck to him and I'm bound to
say, Salviny, that it did seem to make the
animal easier in his mind though he didn’t
get any fatter. But one day Sam happened
to get around in front of Job when the
horse had his specs on and Job thought he
saw a forkful of hay coming his way and
the starving critter was that eager that he
just reached out and took a big mouthful
of Sam’s chin whiskers. Sam was mighty
proud of them whiskers, too—big, bushy
crop he had. Well, Salviny, the specs got
broke in the fight and it was as much as
three months before Sam got those whiskers
to looking good again and he never did get
to feeling right about it because the S. P.
C. A. heard the story and stepped in and
made Sam do better by Job."”

Salviny heard this extraordinary narra-
tive through in a steely silence. Then she
drew a deep breath.

“ Well, Abner,” she said, “ I'm not aim-
ing to marry you and have to wear magni-
fying specs to see my victuals. Here!”
She snatched off her engagement ring and
thrust it on him. “I'm through! And
I reckon that when you see popper you'll
be through, too.”
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She flounced away, giving him no chance
to reply. But for once Abner wasn’t re-
minded of anything funny and probably
wouldn’t have had any reply to make.

Mr. Taug was a fast worker, given an
opportunity.

*“ You know, Abner,” he said with every
appearance of sorrowful reluctance, a quar-
ter of an hour later, “ I think a heap of you,
but should I carry you as a free boarder
any longer when it don’t mean nothing to
Salviny? Now, as man to man, Abner,
should I?”

*“ Well, no, Sam,” drawled Mr. Hitchcock
gently, “ not unless you wanted some one
around at dinner time to be nice to the
beans and the corn—just as if they had
come out of the garden—so as to help keep
the other boarders sort of quiet and peace-
able. Moral effect, Sam. But prob’ly you
don’t, Sam, and it’s all right with me. I'm
needing a rest, anyhow, and I guess I'll lay
off for a while and go fishing.”

Mr. Taug snorted, but Abner did not
stay for an answer. He did stop, though,
for a word with Lucy, who waylaid him on
his way out.

“It's a shame, Abner,” said Lucy hot-
ly. *“Sam Taug hasn’t sense enough to
know how much help you was to him.”

“Well, Lucy,” Abner replied soberly,
“ guess maybe Sam ain’t all wrong either.
Prob’ly I haven’t got much head for busi-
ness and I'm obliged to say that real hard
work don’t seem to be in my line. ’Pears
like I've been vaccinated against it, Lucy;
it don’t catch with me.”

“Den’t believe it,” said Lucy stoutly.
“Why don’t you get a job and show Sam
Taug where he’s wrong?” Then she added
slyly: “ Maybe if you did, Abner, Salviny
would make up with you again.”

Abner shook his head. “ Guess not,
Lucy. I—I thought a lot of Salviny, but
I guess it was a mistake, her and me getting
engaged. Salviny’s ambitious, Lucy, and
she ain’t a going to be satisfied with any
man that ain’t a nacheral born hustler and
can make a pile of money.” A twinkle
came into his eves. ‘ And she don’t like
my stories either. Like as not I'd plague
her to death if we was married.”

Lucy drew a deep breath. ** All girls
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about their waists—realized that they were
armed.

The machines were slowing. One of the
officers hit the ground running. He ran
straight toward the door of Pulfer’s garage.

“ Halt!” T heard his voice raised in a
bellow of command.  Stanley! Come out
of that!”

The soldiers were piling out of the sec-
ond machine. I saw them and turned my
attention to the garage door into which
the officer had vanished.

The non-com officer in charge of the
squad spoke to his men. Two of them set
off running toward each end of the block.
The others stood waiting where they were.

And then Stanley emerged from the
garage door, with the officer behind.

* Here—take him,” the latter addressed
the corporal, and the four men laid hold
upon their fellow.

The officer laughed and walked toward
the machine in which he bad come.
“ Caught him hiding in a car,” he said.

“ Easy pickin’.” His brother officer re-
turned and called a direction across: “ All
right, corporal—get him back to camp.”

Then, and then only, I recognized Had-
don as the third occupant of the first car.
He saw me, smiled slightly and got down.

“ Well then, that’s that, captain,” he re-
marked to the senior officer with him.
“You go on back. I'm gomng to stay
down.”

He turned and came across to where I
stood. “ And that clears up that much of
it, Glace,” he said. “ We’ve been suspicious
of that boy from the first, but it took a
good deal of time to run him down.”

They were loading Stanley into the car.
Felipe followed his master. One of the
soldiers sought to touch him and he
snapped at the black hand. Evidently, I
thought, he had been trained to resent
advances from all save those he knew as
friends.

Haddon watched till the cars had turned
and then went on. “ We finally did it,
however. He was a south side Chicago
‘daddy’ until the war. I suppose you
know what that means.”

1 nodded. I knew the term—dive-

keeper.
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“1 see you do.” Haddon smiled agzin.
“ The draft caught him and sent him 1o
France. When he came back, he got into
trouble and enlisted under a different name.
Oddly enough, we traced him through his
dog and to-day it was his dog turned him
upside down—his dog plus Dan—funny
thing. We’ve suspected the dog too—that
is, Dual has, as the means, from the first
day he saw him—but we couldn’t check
up until Dan turned the trick this after-
noon by inspecting that collar. Hello,
here he comes now.”

He was right. Danny and Bryce drove
up in Dual’s car. Dan’s face was still
eagerly strained.

“ Did they get him, did they?” he de-
manded as he brought the car to a stand.

“Yes, Danny, they got him, thanks to
you,” Haddon told him.  And now that
they’ve got him they’ll keep him. He’ll do
a number of years in Leavenworth.”

““ Gee!” Dan began and then he sobered.
“ But I say, Mr. Haddon, what’ll become
of Felipe?”

“Oh, don’t worry about Felipe. I've an
idea he’ll be adopted by the regiment as
a mascot.” Haddon smiled.

CHAPTER XVIIIL,
NEPTUNE!

* Y UST which door were you watching?”
J Haddon went on, as Bryce descended
from the car. “I told the captain

I’d look through the place Stanley’s evident-
ly been using as a rendezvous for the dog.”

“ Up here,” I said and led the way to
the narrow entrance hall. Haddon and
Jim and I went in and up a stairway to
the second floor, coming out into an upper
hallway cut in two half way down its
length by a cross partition in whick was
a door.

Advancing to it, Haddon rapped. There
was no answer for what seemed to me a
long time and then a sound of shuffling
feet. The door opened slowly. We looked
into a yellow face—the wrinkled visage of
a Chinese.

*“ Hello, John,” Haddon said. ‘ Where’s

Stanley?”
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* Yes," I said, and waited.

** They've found Pulfer,” his words came
at once. “ I'm down here at Parkin’s, the
undertaker’s, and so is Quagley. Come
down if you want to see him—but it won’t
be a pleasant sight.”

 All right,” I told him, hung up, and
turned and delivered the message.

*“ Such evidences of man’s finiteness are
never pleasant; but in this instance let us
at least go down and behold how the mills
have ground,” Dual said as I paused, and
rose.

CHAPTER XIX,
HOW NEPTUNE DIED.

IVE minutes’ walk brought us to the

Parkin undertaking establishment,

outside which stood a small inward
peering crowd. We thrust our way through,
and Bryce tapped on the half glass of the
door. Quagley admitted us himself. His
face was haggard, dust and sweat streaked,
tired. There was a strained look of horror
in his eyes.

“ Come in,” he said.
but I didn’t find that damned Injun.
1 never will, I guess.”

He closed the door and led us back to
a farther room, where Pulfer’s body lay on
a wooden table.

I caught my breath. The thing was
swollen, bloated almost beyond recognition,
as I saw at my first glance. It was still
clad in the clothing the man had worn when
he went to his death, except that both trou-
sers legs had been cut away as with a knife,
two-thirds up the thighs. There was a deep
indentation, as though something had been
tied tightly about them on both ankles and
wrists.

I glanced at Bryce—at Judson, who had
been standing beside the table when we
came in—at a man I later knew as Parkin—
at Quagley, now set-lipped and scowling.

And then I looked at Dual and saw full
understanding in his face as he advanced
to the table and stood looking down at the
horror it held—that dreadful, bloated, dis-
colored thing we had last seen as a strong
man full of life,

“1 found him;
An’
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** Behold Neptune!” Suddenly he spoke
in the silence, broken only before by the
sounds of our individual breathings.

*“What! What's that>” Quagley’s voice
was harshly challenging—hoarse.  The
wings of his nostrils quivered. He narrowed
the dusty lids over his heat and dust tor-
tured eyes.

** Behold—XNeptune—Judas,” Dual re-
peated. ‘ Seducer—betrayer of women—
betrayer of friendship and friendship’s trust
—distributor of body and soul destroying
drugs—tricked now himself—destroyed—as
ever with those who seek to win and use
devil’s gold.”

* Him—Pulfer?”” Quagley gritted. * See
here, Mr. Dual, do you mean he’s this
Neptune you've been talkin’ about?”

‘“ Neptune,” Dual repeated. “ Ave, She-
riff Quagley, Neptune indeed. I have known
him from the first.”

** But you’ve worked with him,” Quagley
said gruffly. “If you knew—"

‘“Because I knew,” Semi altered his
meaning, “ I have worked not with him, but
to defeat his schemes. Tell us how and
where you found him. From his wrists
and ankles, I would say they had been tied
with thongs.”

“ Rawhide!” Quagley grated and seem-
ingly fought for control before going on
‘I've heard of it, but I never seen it be-
fore an’—I don’t want to again. We—we
found him up in the hills—maybe five miles
from where the trail began. His own men
followed the trail. It wasn’t very plain.
But they're half Injuns themselves an’ they
managed to do it. We come on him all at
once—on a side hill in the sun. And you're
right. He was tied—pegged down—spread-
eagled—do you understand. An’—an’—off
to one side— By God, it makes me sick
yet.” A shudder visibly shook him.

“ Off to one side was another stake or
possibly stakes,” Dual prompted.

Quagley nodded. “ You—you know—
that,” he said slowly. “ You’ve heard about
it too, maybe?”

“T have heard about it. It was an an-
cient Aztec custom,” Dual made answer.
“And T knew that this man should die
irom poison, from my study of this matter,
but—1 was not sure until this time.”
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they've immediately got transferred. I'm
beginning to know why. I'll get a bugler
that will put a crust on your slumbers. Now
fall out and think that over. Then dress,
eat and get to work. Sergeant Ryan'”

Ryan came on the run, * See that my
horse is saddled. Also ’phone down to the
bridge and tell them to have my car there.
1 am going to Camp Lewis to-day. And,
sergeant!”

“Yes sir?”

“Tll bring back a bugler with me or
know the reason why. That’s all. All ex-
cept one thing. See that you are properly
dressed after this when you report to me!”

*“ Yes, sir!™”

The sergeant vanished while the vanish-
ing was good. First he ordered the horse
saddled that would take the captain down
the trail to the Olympic Highway Bridge,
next he telephoned to have the car there.

‘ Another bugler, eh?” commented the
cook. “ Well, he’ll have to be a tough one
to stick here long. This is a camp of fight-
ing fools and _it’s a good thing there’s a
Captain Murphy at the head of the com-
pany or no telling what would happen. Cir-
cuses gather all the freaks under canvas
and it looks as if we’d gathered all the
boxers in the army!”

The sergeant nodded. * Looks like our
loafing days are over, because when we
have a bugler to waken us we haven’t any
excuse for not getting up.”

“ Which is why the boys make a bugler
hard to find. It's a wonder the captain
didn’t get next to it long ago.”

*The captain was next. He likes to
sleep in himself, but he has to make a show-
ing, you know!”

The cook nodded, but not sympathetical-
ly. He had to get up before the others
anyway and relied on an alarm clock to do
the bugling.

1L

THE captain dismounted from his horse
at the bridge and stepped into his car. The
driver slipped over and the captain took
the wheel. It was a long drive to Camp
Lewis and Murphy enjoyed stepping on
her. Such was his stepping that he rolled
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into the camp shortly after noon.
Barnett invited him to lunch.

“ Glad to see you are alive,” he ob-
served; * that's one tough gang you have
up there!”

* I'd like to make ’em tougher. They're
getting soft lying in bed. I can’t get a
bugler to stay long enough to get ’em in
the habit of early rising, which, as you
know, is conducive to health, wealth and
wisdom. Nobody wakes up, not even me.
Most buglers are little fellows. If I could
find a chap with heavy-weight timber in
him, I'd make him into a bugler, and
then—"

“ What?”

I'd peek out of my tent and watch
the fur fly.”

* Maybe T can help you,” said Barnett.
* What is the plot?> It doesn’t just hap-
pen that such a bunch as you have all land
in one company.”

‘ Here’s the low down. Keep it dark.
The colonel as you know is a Meloney. We
got into a bit of an argument and in a
moment of heat I told him I'd bet him five
hundred dollars I'd develop a heavyweight
champion within a year. And being a
Meloney he took me up and I'm having
the devil’s own time to save my five hun-
dred dollars. It’s the principle of the thing.
1'd spend a thousand to save five hundred,
just like a woman spending ten cents car
fare and an hour’s time to save twenty-five
cents on a roast.” Murphy beamed an
Irish smile.

Barnett embraced him. “ You've saved
my life. T've got a bugler I don’t know
what to do with! ™

Captain

He’s not pretty!
“ Can he bugle?”
*“ He can' Listen, that’s him now'"™
The sweet notes of the bugle came
through the open window:

“Soupy, Soupy, Soupy,
Without a single bean.

Porky, Porky, Porky,
Without a strip of lean.

Coffee, Coffee, Coffee,
Worst was ever seen.”

“ He can’t be much of a man, he’s too
musical!” observed Murphy.
“Tll send for him!”









SUSPENDED

Bugler Grogan crawled from his cot the
next morning every man but Johnson was
awake. Captain Murphy even was dressed,
but not in sight.

The bugle called sweetly; silence, then
Grogan stuck his head into Hardvick John-
son’s tent. ‘Hey, Suspended Animation,
come out of it.” He gave a tug, then a
harder tug before he dragged the giant to
the ground. Johnson bounded up with sur-
prising speed for one of his bulk.

“ Yumpin’ Yimminy Chris’mus, aye bust
you on nose for that!”

As a sort of brother by desire Private
Dugan dragged the giant aside. “ Listen,
Johnson, we never fight with bare knuckles
here, nor do we step on their faces when
they are down as is the quaint ctstom of
logging camps'!” he explained. “ Instead
we put on the gloves and settle it that way.
I'll be your second!”

He hurried the willing Johnson to the

ring and forced the gloves onto his huge
paws. From across the ring came Grogan’s
voice. ““I’ll polish that bird off in a hurry!
But when he hits the canvas he’ll go right
through! TI'll box him!”

“ How come you can box, Grogan?”

‘“ Have to, if I got slammed in the mush
1 couldn't blow the bugle.”

Then Grogan’s second did a mighty un-
secondly trick. He slipped around to the
enemy corner. ' Poke him in the mush,
Ole!”

“ Hartvig'"” corrected Johnson.

*“ Diagram it for him, Dugan; he can’t
talk American yet nor understand it!” The
second hurried back to his corner. The
cook was ready with the pan and hammer.

Dugan was giving his man advice in a
low tone. “ Don’t iry to hit him on the
head, or voull break vour hands. He’s
a hard headed brute. T tackled him once
myself. Don’t hit him in the stomach, that
ain’t fair! Pop him on the mouth and jaw
and do it quick or he’ll wreck you. You've
cot steam, Hartvig, but that’s all you have
now.”

The cook banged the pan and the con-
test was on.

Grogan was across the ring on the jump.
His gloves smacked against the giant’s jaw

and rocked him to the very foundations, .
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Two more blows that would have dropped
any man in the division merely jolted John-
son. His own hands were held close to
the body. Then Grogan’s glove crashed
through the giant’s guard and stopped
against his stomach. He grunted, then
roared. His gloves shot upward, then
downward like a hammer; then up again.
It wasn’t fighting, it was pile driving. Gro-
gan crashed to the canvas and the first
round still had two minutes and twenty-
five seconds to go.

“ Wow!” Private Dugan leaped into the
ring and picked up Grogan’s bugle. His
cheeks puffed out, but only a squawk came.
“Oh to be a bugler,” he moaned, then
hummed a bar of reveille:

*Tum, tum, ta-a-a-ah!
Tum, tum, ta-a-a-ah!”

When he had finished he turned to taps:

* Tum, tum, teedy, um-m-m-m.
Tum, tum, teedy, um-m-m.”

Then some one got a pail of water.
“ Why didn’t you hit him sooner?” Dugan
demanded. ‘*‘ He almost had you out!”

“Vell, you said it wasn’t fair hit in
stomach, and he kept yaw covered. Then
he hit me in stomach and aye get mad and
cut loose!™

“T tell the world you did! Well, it’s
all over even to the shouting and you
cracked him where I told you to. The
boxer who obeys instructions from his
corner will get ahead. Follow me, Ole, and
youll wear diamonds!”

** Hartvig!” corrected Johnson.

V.

THE sun had played on the snow capped
peaks for some little time. The river sang
merrily in its rush to 'the Straits of Juan
de Fuca, that lay somewhere beyond the
lofty portals of the Elwha Valley. Within
the boundaries of the camp only two
men were awake. One of them was the
cook. ‘

He was enjoying a morning cup of Java
and that wasn’t all he was enjoying. Just
across the way a disconsolate figure sat on
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Once we heard the sea lions barkin’ all
round us an’ was expectin’ to strike a rock
any minute, but luck was with us an’ we
got through without scrapin’ an’ soon we
was outa hearin’ of ’em.

“Then one day the fog lifted an’ the
sun come out; there was land dead ahead.
We ran in on it lookin’ fer an anchorage,
findin’ # was an island with deep water
and high cliffs on the windward side, with
no good holdin’ ground, but we coasted
along till we rounded a high p’int, findin’
behind it a fine little bay, horseshoe shaped
with a sandy beach and as safe as a lake.
We dropped our mud hook in about four
fathoms an’ two of us went ashore in the
dory to take a look at the country.”

* What was the name of this island that
you were so fortunate as to sight after
your perilous voyage through the fogs of
the Northern Pacific?” inquired the school-
master who listened with breathless interest
to the account of the perils of the sea.

“ Purfesser, ef it has any name I never
heerd it mentioned. Ye see we put in there
in distress, an’ fer circumstances over which
we hed no control we left thar in a hell of
a hurry: I'll say thet ef we was glad when
we sighted it we was a heap gladder when
we lost sight of it a while later. It ain’t
down on any chart I've ever seen, an’ I
reckon our crew on the ol’ fishin’ smack
are the only white men thet ever laid their
eves on it.”

Josh paused, then silently helped him-
self to a mug of the de-natured cider, a
hunk of cheese, two soda crackers and a
smoked red herring, after disposing of which
slight refreshment he brushed the crumbs
from his ragged beard and with a retro-
spective look in his eyes resumed his yarn.

“From high to low water mark the
beach was all messed up with deer an’
bear tracks. I'd seen purty big bear tracks
on Kadiak Island an’ round Dutch Harbor,
but they was nothin’ but baby cub tracks
alongside o’ these, fer they was more’n two
foot an’ a half long an’ sunk down deep in
the hard sand beach where our tracks didn’t
hardly leave a sign. We did notice a few
cub tracks not over a foot long, so we went
back an’ got our rifles allowin’ we’d shoot
ef we run across the little fellers, an’ hide
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or run ef we met one o’ them big ones thet
made the big tracks.

“Wood and fresh water was what we
were lookin’ for, so we struck up a dry
crik bed at the head o’ the bay an’ found
plenty of good water an’ lots of firewood
a short way back from the beach. Up
the draw a mile further we found placer gold
in the crik bed and a quartz ledge showin’
free gold cropped out on the ridge above.
We staked out our two diskiverers’ claims
accordin’ to miners’ law an’ then started to
take a look over the island. Back from
the water it was rollin’ country with grassy
ridges an’ level stretches of meadow land
in between an’ clumps of trees an’ thickets
of underbrush scattered over it here an’
thar.

“ When we first got near the island we
seen what looked like some big buildin’s
that were half tumbled down an’ we
call'ated to go an’ have a look at ‘em,

‘but ez we were crossin’ a flat we seen some

holes that looked like one o’ them shell
holes that Jed tells of seein’ over in France
durin’ the war, only they wasn’t so big
ez they were, about three foot deep an’ ten
foot across; all round ’em the grass was
tromped down with the same big tracks
we’d noticed on the beach an’ at fust we
reckoned that the bears hed been diggin’
out ground hogs or chipmunks, but we
found out different, mighty pronto.

* Ez we was projeckin’ round at the edge
o' one o’ them holes kinder wantin’ ter
kill a big bear an’ at the same time knowin’
thet our rifles was too small bore fer to do
it, ez to jedge from the tracks a three inch
cannon was what we’d need, then jest ez
we’d allowed thet we hadn’t lost no bears
that day, all of a sudden something come
flvin’ through the air an’ after boundin’
twice on the ground hit my pardner in
his breadbasket, knockin’ him flat an’
knockin’ the wind out of him, I let him
lay an’ grunt while I picked up the ball
thet hed floored him. It was the shape
of a baseball, covered with raw seal hide,
an’ more or less, ez big ez an undersized
punkin’. It didn’t weigh much an’ I
reckon it was stuffed with deer hair packed
tight. Ez I was handlin’ it an’ wonderin’
whar it hed dropped from another one fell
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Wonderful 32-Piece Aluminum Set consists of 2 Bread
Pans; Doughnut Cutter; 2 Loose Bottom Jelly Cake
Pans; Combination Tea Kettle and Rice Boiler with

H ; Colander; Measur
ing Cup; Percolator; 2 Pie Pans; Castor Set (4 piece
Tea or Coffee Strainer; Fry Pan; Cooker Set of 5
Eeces making 11 utensil combinations — Preserving

ettle; Lunve‘c Kettle; Combination Cooker; Ca:

role; Pud ding Pan; Tubed Cake Pan; Colande:
Roaster; Corn Popper; Steamer Set; Double Boile







