


| Mellin’s Food

The use of the Mellin’s Food Method of
Milk Modification will enable your little
one to have the healthy and robust appear-
ance so typical of all Mcllin's Food babies.

|
- We will be pleased to send you our book, "The Care I
and Feeding of Infants,” also a Free

Trial Bottle of Mellin's Food.

llin's Food Co, 177 State St, Boston, Mess |
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MyBqtfsGet
theBigJobs
in Electricity

$800 to $iooa a
Month for Jirincc

In business for
him?e f doing
electrical work.
John Jirinee.
1183 Fourth
Ave.. Astoria.

I.. NewYork.
make* over

110.000 00 per
veer. He saya
*C oo ke™
Is responsible for bis success.
Pence Earns Over
I ral $750 Every Month
W. E. Pence of

Earn Extra
Money W hile
Learning

YOU can turn my
training into money
gaick. Ins few
weeks after you en-
roll for my course 1
<how you whgrpand
how to get i
time electrical
and teach yon
todo it. | give you
a complete outfit of
tools and appatatos
to work with. My
training pays for
Itself many times
over, even whileyou
are Iearnlng Hun-
dredsof my students
earn S25 to (36 a
in their spare
Lime, while they are
fettlng ready tor a
tg job-all without
losing a single hoar
from tbeir regular
work.

Ad miniatration
Building of the
Chicago Engineere
wng Wothe, the
Million Dollar In-
stitution which
atanda behind my
guarantees. My
Electrical Labora-
tory occupies an-
other big building
similar to this.

Albany, Oregon,
i e*in Auto

(“ET INTO ELECTRICITY. The world’'s biggest and most

\AJ fascinating business needs you. Ordlnar?/ electricians earn AL ;;goog”‘;
$8to Sl0a day. but thousandsof the biggest lobs—the ones that month. Was for-
Fav $12to a day. are going begging for want of trained men merly a mechanic
fill them. Why stick t0 your small-pay. no future job? In a earning_$30 00 a
few short months time with my training vou can be an Electrical Wleek ) Tlhe Auto
Expert earning $70 to $200 a week and not work half so hard as ElectricalE xpert
have the “"white
you do now. . i col lar** job in
Why Trained Electrical Men Are Needed Automobile work.
Thousand* of new power station®— millions of automobiles— the wildfire
spread of Radio and an undreamed of demand for electric light and power
— all these thin** demand more and more trained men. The industry will Jum pS from Ss a
be sadly crippled without these men — they must be had at any cost.
That'*why salaries are high and why they will stay high in Electricity. Day to Ssooo aYear
I Can Train Tou Best This is the 18
| am an engineer with college training and 20 years of practical experi- mouths’ record

ence. | have employed and directed the work of thousands of electrical

men. | know what a man needs, to be a big success in Electricity. That's J M H 25 Chase block,
what I give you in my course— 20 yearsof prnetical ex pcrience simplified, = H Saginaw, Mich.
and mu<ie easy for you to understand. My course is the recognized beat Now State Sup-
and most successful training of its kind in America. H:“S@ﬂ?ﬂég?"
JOBS —How | Get Them For My Students Ftruction Com-
1 am spending over (25.000 a year to get job* for my atudrnts. This money ia ae- ﬁanﬁ,i r;'le_mhz
andles big jobs
before they finish my course. They don'l have to wait until they graduate It is easy and di r%Jcts
for me to do this because employers of electrical belp know Ihat "Cooke™ Trained hundreds of v Cook
Mra KNOW fclectrfcity. rhey Know that ' Cooke" (rawed Men arc the beet men undreds of men. ooke"’
they can got. Training made this possible.
My Ib Big Guarantees
I don't promise you anything - |Guarantee Hwith a signed bond backed op by a
Million Tkillar Insttution. 18 says, "you get your money back ifyou are not aatia- My Free
fied = There are no strings to this guarantee-you alone are the judfe Among tbe Bgok con-
thing* | guarantee besides Kree Employment Service are - use of my big Laboratory—
Accommodations when you visit Chicago - Lifetime subscription to monthly Engineer- tains let
ing' Magazine Consultation and Vocational Service n big outfit of Tools and Appa-
rent*—all FREE Most of theae things are exclusive with my training—you can'tget P
them anywhere else lie BJ
Investigate! Get the Proof! f1rc?om over
: : otner
Big Electrical Book FREE!
You want proof You want facta) These I give yoo in my big book — The "Vital f
carts” about Electricity —Proof that opportunities more wonderful than you ever Cessful
Cooke”
"Cooke" Trained Electrical Expert—Earn V7f) to 1200 a week Mail the coupon R Trained
L. L.Cooke, Chief Engineer Men.
CHICAGO ENGINEERING WORKS
Dept. 172
215(7 Lawrence Ave., L. L. COOKE,
CHICAGO Chief Engineer,
Chicago Engineering Works, Dept.
172 use Lawrence Are., Chicago

Send me vnur hook "The Vital Facts About Elec-
tricity,” full particulars of your Home Study
Ourse. and vour 16 guarantees including your plan
for helping me earn extra money while learning
and detailsof your Free Employment Service. This
does not obligate me to enroll for your course.

Name

| The'Cooke Trained Man is the ‘BigPay Man (J Occupation

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that vou mention tbis magazine.
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GOLD FROM THE CANON
By Arthur Preston Hankins

There was gold aplenty in the Pipe-organ country, and Linneus Columbia located it
Then came trouble, in double-barreled doses, and it took all the brains and all the
fight that was in Lin to get the gold out. He did it, but—
the six part serial beginning next week.

Follow his adventures in

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY. 280 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N. Y-. and
LENNOX HOUSE. NORFOLK STREET, STRAND, LONDON, W.C.2
Frank A. Mpnsky, President Richard H. Titherington, Secretary

Single copies, 10 cents.

Christopher H. Pope, Treasurer

By the year, $4.00 in United States, its dependencies, Mexico and Cuba ; $6.00 to Canada, and $7.00 to Foreign

Countries. Remittances should be made by check, express money order or postal money order. Currency should not be sentunless registered
PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY. COPYRIGHT. 1925
Entered as second-class matter July 15. 1920. at the Post-Office at New York, under the Aet of March 3. 1879

COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN
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This superb 110-piece set, with your own initial on
every piece, decorated in blue and 18-carat coin
sold, with gold covered handles, consists of:

12 Dinner Plates, 9*cin.

1 Covered Vegetable

12 Break fast Plates. 7M'in. Dlsh (ZEF]I&eCES)
r,

12Soup Coupes, 7% in.

12 Cereal Dishes* 634 in.

12 Bread and Butter
.Plates, 634 in.

\ Bake

1 Nappie, 83$ in,

1 Sauce Boat

1 Sauce Boat Stand
1 Bowl

12 Fruit Dishes, 634 In.
ups 1 Covered Sugar Bowl
i2 Saucers 2 pl sees)
‘&Platter. 1134 in. 1
i Platter, in. 1Pickle Dlsh 1 Butter Dish, <84in.

rings 110-Piece 18-Carat Coin Gold

DINNER SET

easy to get this superb 110-piece 18-carat
n gold-decorated Dinner Setwith yourown
ial in beautiful colors on every piece. Read
rfrom Hartman,the LargestHome Furnish-
Concern in the World. Then send while
bargain price holds good, and receive with it, absolutely FREE, the
beautiful 26-piece Silverware Set, made exclusively for Hartman'’s
by WM. A. ROGERS, Limited, initialed to match dinnerware.
Just pin a dollar bill to the coupon below, and mail today.

Newest and Finest In DINNERWARE, Blue
and 18-Carat Coin Gold Richly Decorated

Both Sets Have YourOwn Initial on Every Piece

The quality of this set, its snowy white lustre and decorations Just Pin a Dollar Bill to Cou

compare with the finest imported ware. Your own initial in

“"today]

colors on every piece surrounded by gorgeously colored deco- {HARTMAN FURNITURE & CARPET CO

EVQ C’”‘CCBaa';( tO rations. Ail handles covered with 18-carat coin gold, and each Dept. 7256 Chicago,
piece has 18-carat coin gold border and rich blue foliow band. I enclose Si. Send the
Piece 18- Caral Ccm Gcld Decorated

Hundreds of pages of the

world's greatestbargains INITIALED SILVERWARE SET 10 MATCH lDlnnerSe

F t No Pr
pets. home - furnishings, FREE ADE BY WM.A. ROGERS, LImited »ndlthhtlheZG P|eceS|In\{§ IJ;jar

pets home furmshmgs FREE. Tam to pay

am to have 30 days’ free trial. |

e all sold on  easy o"'éﬂw'th coupon brings complete 110-piece set and with it Fom}’son artival—only e amail frefght e

?émthly payment terms;

ays' tree trial. the 26-pieee initialed Silverware Set. if not satisfied

FreeGifts™S’S pay transportation charges both ways Otherwise, take nearly e ith ot until paid i fal. 1

and pay transportation

afterSOdays trial, return both sets and we refund your SI and nothlng ur any tinbe $or the D6.pUca’Shiverware et
f not satisfied after 30 dayB

argee both ways.

é} 1'will send you $4
monthly until full price of Dinner Set, $39.98, ia paid. Will pay

Title re-

Slassware, Silverware. a year to pay balance due on HO-piece set only—a little Ifree trial, 1W|II ship_ all % oods back and you will refund my $1
c

J Iry, Table L .
ee(x/e .r:yR EE ew(',"lg"(ir every month. Silverware is free. State initial wanted.

CalalOQNO F7255 Order by No. 322GMA18.
Feathe( ;‘DQLZ’R an st Bargain Price of 110-Piece Dinner Set, $39.98. I Name
$1 with Order. $4 Monthly. Silverware Set is FREE. No

. F. D., Box
FURNITURE & CARPET CQ. or Streetand No...

H A R T M A N Dept 7258 Chicago, IlI. [

The Largest Home Furnishing Concern In the World | lown

In answering thin ‘idrerfisniicnl »/ s ticstirnhlil lhut ji>n nxniiwt thi*



Qassified Advertisi

The Purposeo fthis Department |

Cg/\

Claséifiéd” Advertising "

is to put the reader in touch imme-

diately with the newest needfuls lor

Rates in the Munsey Magazines:

the home, office, farm, or person;

to offer, or seek, an

ness opportunity, or to suggest a
service that may be performed satis-
factorily through correspondence.
It will pay a housewife or business
to
advertisements carefully.

man equally well

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

SALESMEN AND MERCHANTS WITH OR WITHOUT EX-
PERIENCE SELL OUR GUARANTEED ALL WOOL TAILOR-
MADE double pants suits at_S2S.50 and up. Nothing like it
shown in the entire market. Every garment made to individual
measure, fit and workmanship guaranteed. You are at liberty
to set your own se_lling prices, own your business, without
any investment. Write for Spring swatch line, over 250 large
size samples including attractive carrying case. Territory now
epen. JAY EOSE & CO., Dept. 75, 411 So. Wells St., Chi-
cago,

LIVE AGENTS MAKE $10 DAY SELLING
STRAINER and Splash Preventer for every water faucet.

EUREKA
Takes

on sight. Widely advertised and known. Get details today.
A. D.” Seed Filter & Mfg. Company. 73 Franklin, New York.
$5.00 HOUR TAKING ORDERS JACKSON “$2.95 COM-
BINATION COAT” Demonstrating coat, selling outfit FREE.
Jackson Raincoat. Dept. M, 720 Roosevelt, Chicago.

BIG MONEY Selling New Household Cleaning Set. Washes
and dries windows. weeps, scrubs, mops. _Ail complete onl
$2.95. Over half profit. Write Harper Brush orks, 32
Grimes Street, Fairfield, lowa.

AGENTS— $60— $200 A WEEK. Guaranteed Genuine Gold
Letters for store windows. Anyone can put_ them on. _Free
agents. ETALLIC LETTER

samples. Liberal offer to genera
CO., 427A N. Clark St., Chicago.

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR. Soa(?s‘ Extracts.
Perfumes, Toilet Goods. Experience unnecessary. ARNATION
CO., DepL 200, St. Louis, Mo.

SALESMEN: Sell Four Square Suits S12.50. Five patterns,
$300 to $5.50 each sale. rofits in advance. Complete line
coats, vests, pants, riding pants, overcoats, slipons, caps. One
day delivery. K. Stone-Field, 2556 Wabash, Chicago.

AGENTS— WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES. Sell Madison

“ Better-Made” shirts for large manufacturer direct to wearer.
No capital or experience required. Many earn $100 weekly and
bonus. MADISON MILLS. 564 Broadway, New York.

CLOTHING SENSATION: New line of men's clothes. All
wool suits all at one low price of $23.50. We Ip_ay biggest
commissions cash with order and supply' finest selling outfit.
Experience isn't necessary. If you're honest and willing to
work we'll train you. Address Dept. 238, WILLIAM C. BART-
LETT, Inc., 850" West Adams Street, Chicago.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUYS
GOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge $1.50, make $1.35.
Ten orders dallg easy. Write for particulars and free samples.
AMERICAN MONOGRAM CO., Dept. 54, East Orange, N.

WE PAY $200 MONTHLY SALARY, rurnish car and ex-
penses_to introduce our guaranteed poultry and stock powdera.
BIGLER COMPANY. X506, Springfield. Tllinois.

AGENTS to travel bK automobile to introduce our fast selling,
popular priced household necessities. The greatest line on
earth. Make $10 a day. Complete outfit "and automobile
furnished free to workers. Write toda¥ for exclusive territory.
AMERICAN PRODUCTS COMPANY'. 2421 American Building,
Cincinnati. Ohio.

00 YOU WANT AGENTS AND SALESMEN TO SELL
your merchandise? ~Men and women who are educated in
personal salesmanship and_know the houskto-house, office,
and store canvassing- proposition. These advertisers are getting
them year in and vear out. and there are thousands more for
%ou among the 3.000.000 readers of the Munsey Magazines. Our

lassified “Service Bureau will gladly show you how to use this
section most profltabIX and at the least cost.” Write to-day to the
Classified Manager, Argosy Combination. 2S0 B’'way. New York.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

EXCHANGE PLOTS FOR $$—Photoplay ideas accepted an
form: revised, criticized, published, conyriglited. marketed. Ad-
vice free. UNIVERSAL SCENARIO CORP.. 209 Security Bldg.,
Santa Monica and Western Ave., Hollywood. Calif.

/« answering any advertisement on this page

Line Rate’

M 's M i * $1.50 inetion
unsey’'s Magazine $ CE%%

unusual busi-

Argosy-Allstory .
Weekly 2% | e e
FIYNN'S oo 1.00 Seelpd

space tourelines.
read these
Mar 14th Argosy-Allstonr Forms Close Feb. Uth.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS— $15 A DAY — EASY. QUICK SALES — FREE
AUTO— BIG WEEKLY BONUS—$1.50_ premium Free to every

customer. Simply show our Beautiful, 7 piece. Solid Aluminum
Handle Cutlery’ Set. a})peals ulstantg/. We deliver and
collect. Pa aily. NE ERA MFG. CO., 803 Madison St.,
Dept. 20CW. Chicago.

WE START YOU in business, furnishing everything. Men and
women. $30.00 to $100.00 weekly operating our New System
SpeC|aIt¥ Candy Factories” anywhere. pportunity lifetime;
booklet free. W.” Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 93, East Orange. N. J.

| PAY MEN 8!0ff A WEEK, selling our fine made-to-meas-

ure. all-wool suits—Direct to wearer—All ONE price. $31.50.
Biggest Values. Highest Commissions in advauce. We deliver
and collect. 6x9 swatch samples furnished.  Write today.
State selling experience fully. = Gibson Inc., 161 \V.
Harrison St., Dept. B-409, “Chicago.

LIGHTNING STRANGE BATTERY COMPOUND. Charges

discharged batteries instantlé. Eliminates old method entirely.
Gallon “free to agents. LIGHTNING CO., St. Paul, Minn.

Take orders $9.50 WEARWELL Guaranteed Suits and Topcoats.
Neat in appearance and serviceable. Yoiir commission $3.0J.
Selling outfit FREE. Prompt delivery. Territory open. Con-
sumers-Wearwell Mfg. Co., 720M Roosevelt. Chicago.

. AGENTS—$1.25 an hour_ for spare time. Show samples and
introduce teas, coffees, spices, extracts, food products—things
people eat. Get our big free sample assortment offer—19 full
size packa%es rlght_ out of stock. Harley Co., B-2171 Hatley
Bldg., Dayton, hio.

$5.00 HOUR TAKING ORDERS “ DIXIE $2.95 COMBINA-
TION COAT” Demonstrating coat, selling outfit FREE. Dixie
Raincoat, Dept. M, 720 Roosevelt, Chicago.

EVERYBODY BUYS new, instant stain and rust_remover.

clothing,  table linen, etc. Fine premium with everv

sale. Big, Quick Profits. Free Outfit. Write today. Christy,
56 Union, ewark, New Y'ork.

WINTER AUTO SPECIALTY—Repair couplers for tire chains
—mends broken links quickly—car users, garages, dealers all
good\ﬁrom&cts: 100% profit.” Colytt Laboratories. Engineering,
65 W. ashington St., Chicago.” 111 (303(%

AGENTS—Be independent, make big profit with our soap,,
toilet articles and household necessities. Get froe sample
case offer. HO-RO-CO, 2718 Dodier, St. Louis, Mo,

Tailoring Salesmen: Our guaranteed $21.50 and $31.50 all wool
tailored to order suits are $10 to $20 cheaper than store prices.
Commission in advance. Protected territory. Beautiful assortment
6x9 swatches tree. Manager, Dept. 1054. S43 Adams. Chicago.

HAVE YOU SEEN? (he New BeeGee Line—get our 1925
Catalogue and stop worrying about what to sell.  You'll_ be
satisfied with what you make. B. & G. Rubber Co., Dept. 717,
Pittsburgh. Pa.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS. ETC., ARE WANTED FOR
PUBLICATION GOOD IDEAS BRING BIG MONEY. SUBMIT

l’\\/IAgSA, OR WRITE LITERARY BUREAU, 110, HANNIBAL,

EARN $25 WEEKLY, SPARE TIME, writing for newspapers,
magazines. Experience unnecessary. Copyright  book free.
Press Syndicate, 997, St, Louis, Mo.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE

20 ACRES OR MORE OF OUR BEST LAND
$20 per acre. 25c per acre down: balance
52 page book free. wigart Land Co.. Y'-t245,
Bank "Bldg., Chicago.

IN MICHIGAN.
our own terms.
First National

Classified Advertising continued on page 6.

it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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Making Successful Men
by Home-Study Training

How can | make more money?

How can

| advance

more rapidly in business? Literally millions of untrained
men—yourself, perhaps, among them—are continually dis-

turbed by those two questions.

*'Be industrious; keep everlastingly at it” —that's the way
the writers of copy-book maxims would tell you to go about it
But honestly—are ym fooled by that sort of talk?

Argue it any way you like, it lakes something
beside mere work to push men ahead —it takes
specialized work.

And to suggest, for a second, that an untrained
man—no matter how hard lie works—is going to be
promoted to a highly specialized position without
first equipping himself for that position, is as absurd
as to intimate that the boatman in the park who
has been on the job for twenty years is likely to
be chosen captain of a trans-Atlantic linerl

*

« *

Recognizing these (acts —what is the wise thing
to do to change one’'s situation for the better?

Many will tell you that promotion will take care
of itself —if you keep your eyes open.

It will. Bul, oh, how slowly/

While one man is advancing by this tedious route
from $25-a-weekto$30-a-weekio$35-a-week,another
chap, not a bit smarter than he, isclimbing Irom$15-
a-week to ?30-a-week to$50-a-weck to $100-a-week.

No—there’'s more to advancement than merely
“ catching onto things.” TIME is the all-important
factor—and that is the big reason why thousands of
earnest men have refused to wait, but have turned
instead to LaSalle Extension University and have
shortened by many years their journey to success.

That they—in so doing—have acted to their own
advantage is borne out by the fact that during only
three months’ time as many as 1193 members
reported definite advancement which they were
frank to attribute to home-study training under the
LaSalle Problem Method. The total salary-increases
so reported amounted to $1,248,52b, an average
increase per man of eighty-nine per cent.

H= onoffering thin adrerlino’int nl i« le

Your future is, of course, your own problem—and
no one can solve it hut yourself. If you are content to
drift, you will find plenty of company tho little profit.

If. on the other hand, you are really in earnest
when you say that you want to get ahead in business,
you will find both companionship and gain in home-
study training under the LaSalle Problem Method.

Below this text there’'s a coupon — very similar
to the one which has set many, many thousands
on the path to success.

A good way to gauge your strength of purpose
is—by what you do with that coupon— NOW

LaSalle Extension University,
The Largest business 1raining Institution
in the World | R
Dept. 232-R Chicago, lllinaii
Please send me catalog and full infer
gnatlon regarding the course and service
have marked with an X below. As<
acopy of vour hook. “ Ton Sears’ Pro
(notion in On**," all without obligation

to me, )
REESIfme O Mol asnes e
| ¥ O % n Forcl |
rSO

O
|
E (?r r(()eLemo B rrodlfcn(;m@}I
d raI ic ment O nnel and tpoy-
L
O al

Sl gl
0 Ban(iqngcyarﬂ Finance C.P. A. Coac |ngg
Name

Present Position.

Address

ihni gun Mention tbt*
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No security required, |
no red tape; w« trustl
EUL{ absolutely. Ex-IL
mine diamond at your«[
leisure—wear it 30 days
FREE. Send it back atour”
expense if notentirely satis-~
factory.Youarenotoutapenny”
Do not wait longer—a few cents a
day will make you the ownerof aspark-
!ln?, perfectly cut, blue-white diamond. Bet
in [SKarat Purity White Gold.

New Low Prices andTerms None Can Beat

Why pay full price? Examine our diamonds. It costs nothing to
Bee diamonds.  After bping therely satigiid it's the bige.
gest value for your money you
ever saw.keep the ring and
pay balance in small

Wear 30 Days
REE monthly payments.

. Ladies” New
/ Elite Wrist Watch

This artistic, dependable Ladies’ Wrist Wateh fitted with genuine
Ilinois Springfield movements. A perfeet timepiece. Beautiful
14 Karat white or green solid gold eases. Ask for New Watch
Book showing cases in all the new shapes and designs. Watch
sent on approval and sold on payments. $3.50 a month.
r p e UT__ Watch and

Diamond

L}
catalog sent post-
ifVveddiVvig,

anrid‘osegd w m
s/ H F r RiINgs
Beautiful hand en-

Ggraved Purity White
old Wedding King to
match diamond rings.

$2.00 a Month

S atch Co

a n ta F
Sole Distributor of the Santa Fe Special Watch

SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY,
278 Thomas Building;, Topeka, Kansas

Please send prepaid and without oinR‘ation your Watch and
Diamond Book Free, explaining your "No Money Down” Offer
on Watches and Diamonds.

In answering any advertisement on this page

Classified Advertising continued from page 4.

HELP WANTED

MAKE MONEY AT HOME WRITING SHOWCARDS. Y*
_il_nstrutct and provide work. KAV1K SHOWCARD, 01V Bond St.
oronto, Can.

BE A DETECTIVE—Earn Big Money. Great demand every-
where. Travel. Fascinating work. Make secret investigations.
Experience unnecessary. Write, GEORGE A. WAGNER " former
Government Detective, 1968 Broadway, Y.

HELP WANTED—MALE

BE A DETECTIVE— Exceptional o;y)ortunity; earn big monev
Travel. Thousands of dollars offend in rewards. Established

12¥1 Particulars free. Write C. T. LUDWIG, 126-B Wcstonr
Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

MEN wanting forest ranger, railway mail clerk and other
Povernment positions, $1500-$2400 year.” Write fer free particu-
ar*. .MOKANE, Dept. A-81, Denver* Colo.

AH men, women, boys; girls, 17 to 65. willing to accept
Government _Positions, = $117/—$259, traveling or stationary
Write Mr. OZMENT, 198, St. Louis, Mo., immediately.

EARN $110 TO $250 MONTHLY,
RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTOR.

EXPENSES PAID AS
Position guaranteed after

completion of 3 months’ home study course or money re-
funded. EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITIES. Write for  Free
Booklet CM-30. STAND. BUSINESS TRAINING INST

Buffalo, N. Y.

DETECTIVE AGENCY-— Licensed and Bonded. Opportunities
for ambitious men and .women. Experience unnecessary.
lessons free. CLARKE SYSTEM, Box 239, Providence, R. j

FARM LANDS—CANADA

SEIZED AND StiLD FOR TAXES.
$ 45 for 5 acres, beautiful lake front.
$ 51 for 10 acres, hunting camp .site.
$ 92 for 59_acres, mixed farming, good market.
$315 lor 160 acres, wheat ami dairy farm, Manitoba,
$37N for claim jieai mines that have paid millions.
Lots from J2 acre to 2 square miles suitable for huntina

fishing, farming, mining, lumbering, summer cottages, camp
sites, etc. All offered at ten cents on the dollar of their value.
$j and $10 down and easy monthly Send for il-

( an J)a%ments. |
list describing the alstve an undreds of properties
Send no monev. semi for list to-dav

lustrated
seized and sold for taxes.

so you will have first choice. ~Tax Sale Service, 72 Queen
Street. West District 91S, Toronto, Ontario, Canada
PATENT ATTORNEYS
PATENTS. Write for FREE Guide Books and “Record c,
Invention Blank” before disclosing inventions. Send model oi
sketch of invention for Examination and -Instructions: N<

charge for above information. Terms Reasonable. Prompt Atten-
tion.” VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 762 Ninth, Washington, JU A

PATENTS. _If you have an invention write for our Guide
Book, <« How To Get A Patent.” Send model or sketch and

description, and we will give our opinion as to its patentabl -

nature. Randolph & Co., 639 F, Washington, . C.
PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. Highest reft¥cnees.. Best, re-

sults. Promptness assured. Send <rawing or hiudel for ex-

amination and opinion as to

] patentability. Watson E. Coleman.
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FOREWORD

HE justification for this story lies in

a speech made many years ago by

the late Senator Vest of Missouri in
the course of the trial of a man who had
wantonly shot a dog belonging to a neigh-
bor. Delivered at a time when the dog
perhaps held a greater place in the af-
fections of men than he does fo-day, its
philosophy and summation of a dog’s in-
stincts and character will be justly held
by all dog lovers to be true for any age.
In spite of the forensic bombast of the
style, its force and truth are so great that
one cannot read it without a mist coming
before one’s eyes:

1A

FEBRUARY 7,

K L Y

1925 NdmberT ]

“ Gentlemen of the Jury: The best
friend a man has in this world may turn
against him and become his enemy. His
son or daughter that he has reared with
loving care may prove ungrateful. Those
who are nearest and dearest to us, those
whom we trust with our happiness and our
good name, may become traitors to their
faith. The money that a man has he may
lose. It flies away from him, perhaps when
he needs it most. A man’s reputation may
be sacrificed in a moment of ill-considered
action. The people who are prone to fall
on their knees to do us honor when suc-
cess is with us may be the first to throw
the stone of malice when failure settles its
cloud above our heads. The one absolutely
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unselfish friend that man. can have in this
selfish world, the one that never deserts
him, the one that never proves ungrateful
or treacherous, is his "dog.

“ Gentlemen of the jury, a man’s dog
stands by him in prosperity and in pov-
erty, in health and in sickness. He will
sleep on the cold ground, where the wintry
winds blow and the snow drives fiercely,
if only he may be near his master’s side.
He will kiss the hand that has no food
to offer, he will lick the wounds and sores
that come in encounter with the roughness
of the world. He guards the sleep of his
pauper master as if he were a prince.
When all other friends desert he remains.
When riches take wings and reputation falls
to pieces he is as constant in his love as the
sun in its journey through the heavens.
If fortune drives the master forth an out-
cast in the world, friendless and homeless,
the faithful dog asks no bigger privilege
than that of accompanying him to guard
against danger, to fight against Ms enemies,
and when the last scene of all comes, and
death takes the master in its embrace and
his body is laid away in the cold ground,
no matter if all other friends pursue their
way, there by his graveside will the noble
dog be found, his head between his paws,
his eyes sad but open in alert watchfulness,
faithful and true even to death.”

CHAPTER |I.

SMOLDERING EMBERS.

HE city of New York beneath its

I intricate illumination faced the night

like a complacent woman, obscure
behind the barbaric splendor of her jewels.
Fifth Avenue flashed through its heart as
a cold, discreet lance of white silver.
Broadway flared with gaudier lavish-
ness its scarlet needle north and south.
The lesser streets glittered crosswise like
hot drops flung from the center of some
molten flame.

The May air held the softness of an early
spring while above, unseen through the dis-
tractions of the city’s artificial glare, the
stars arranged their patterns in an infinite
variety.
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And to the north, calm, steadfast, the
North Star offered its clear loveliness to
the unseeing eyes of seven million beings.
The swift passage of innumerable cars
flooded all lanes that led to pleasure, while
along their sidewalks moved a million afoot.
The restless energy of a gayety that must
be striven for made the crowds electric. A
hum, a throb of noise, the blending of a
million chattering tongues, the blare of
sirens, the strident clangor of a street car,
laughs, snatches of jests, of oaths, rolled
upward like the rip and sighing of some
distant surf.

Two thousand odd miles to the north and
to the westy a solitary cabin maintained its
lonely state in a small clearing in the great
pine woods. There was no sound within it
or without. Its heavy wooden shutters were
closed and fastened tight. Its door was
barred.

It squatted in lumpy insignificance at the
base of a proud, tall tree, and cast its
minute shadow on the ground beneath the
clear, unsullied brilliance of an indifferent
moon. In the hush of the keen night air
there arose the chill howl of a wolf.

Lexington Avenue, in the city of New
York, was receiving that evening the un-
usual distinction of a great number of ex-
pensive motor cars. They were moving in
a frequently halted stream toward the
Crystal Palace. It was the opening night
of a new event in the city’s social activities.
For the first time in its history the Camp
Fire Club was staging an international ex-
hibition. There were to be present the city’s
social leaders, luminaries from the world of
art, the theater, the motion picture, and the
government. Incidentally, there would also
be on exhibit objects of interest to sports-
men and to lovers of the outdoors from all
parts of the world.

Marcia Gale, with a frankness that was
only equaled by her costume, turned side-
wise and* surveyed her brother. Their
motor car was still two blocks away from
the entrance to the Crystal Palace, and
she would have, she knew, a good quarter
of an hour in which to make up her mind.
She possessed the unusual ability so to do,
had she desired, in as many seconds.

Wilbur.”
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The word angled for his attention, and
the sharpness of her inflection caught it.
Wilbur Gale smiled, wavered sleepy hazel
eyes in the approximate direction of Mar-
cia, hiccuped, looked tremendously serious
for a minute, removed a handkerchief from
the sleeve of his dinner jacket, flirted it
casually in the air, tapped his ear with it,
replaced it, and resigned himself again to
slumber,

Marcia continued looking at him, study-
ing his weak, handsome face in the glow
cast from the streets. She dissociated herself
entirely from the relationship existing be-
tween them, and examined him with the
impartial pertinency that a scientist might
bend upon an impaled beetle.

Of course, he was drunk. But was he too
drunk? She didn't fear so much that he
would make a scene. He never made scenes;
neither was he ever influenced by any scenes
that might revolve around him. But he
might continue to keep falling asleep even
after they had left the comfortable compli-
ancy of the car’s deep cushions. It was the
third time she had had to awaken him since
they had left their house upon the Avenue.

Would it be better to drive home? But
She did not want to drive home. She want-
ed to go to the opening. Apart from its
social importance, there was a particular
reason why she wanted to go. His name
was Dick Robbins. He was a friend of
her brother’s. Exclusively so, as Wilbur sig-
nificantly pointed out.

He strongly objected, in fact, to Marcia
having anything to do 'with Robbins at all.
Whereas, Robbins, who had until then been
attractive in an ordinary way, at once be-
came enormously interesting— a brand to be
snatched from unspoken fires. He would
be at the crush to-night; he had called her
up and told her so.

“ Wilbur.”

Her wrist gleamed with the flash of a
broad bracelet of diamonds as she reached
out and poked him.

“ Stop it, Susie,” said Wilbur.

Marcia’s eyes narrowed to reflective slits.
She had three names; but none of them was
Susie. Nor did she know any Susie. Nor
did she, she decided, after having mentally
scanned the list of their mutual acquaint-
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ances and found the name missing, much
want to.

“ You'd better wake up,” she said. “ We
are almost there.”

Wilbur aroused himself to a tremendous
pitch of interest. He stared largely through
the windows.

“ Where?” he asked.

She smothered an impatient exclamation.
It sounded like a syllable of profanity, and
may have been.

“ You're ruining yourself,”
shortly.

Wilbur smiled charmingly and agreed.

“ 1t is my solitary contribution,” he said
pleasantly, “ to the cause of reform.
Where would our good works be if martyrs
like myself did not voluntarily offer objects
for redemption?”

“ At least you're waking up.”

“ That statement is implied libel. You
are inferring that | was asleep.”

“You were enough asleep to call me
Susie.”

She noted neither with nor without sat-
isfaction the color drain slowly from his
cheeks and his eyes take on a peculiar
sultry brilliance.

“ | called you Susie?” he asked in a so-
bered voice.

“ You did.”

It annoyed her to read in his expression
a suggestion that might be translated as
fear. Their stock was noted for its cour-
age. There had been moments, since their
parents’ death, when she had had cause to
wonder at Wilbur.

“ 1 apologize,” he said, and gave definite
indications that he preferred to have the
subject dropped. It was not that the name
Susie signified anything in particular. It
was one of any dozen names of girls who
glittered like motes through the smoke of
parties given by a certain crowd which he
desired his sister to know nothing about—
a crowd that was more or less led by Dickie
Robbins.

There was nothing viciously harmful in
the parties, but there was nothing in the
slightest of good. And at the last one—
He did not like to think about the last
one.

The door to the motor was opened, and

she said
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they stepped to the curb, crossed beneath
a canopy of brilliant lights, and entered the
broad foyer of the Crystal Palace. They
joined the crush in an ascending elevator,
innocuous to the press of hot bodies, the
scent of perfume, of powder, of cigar
smoke, of liquor, good and bad, that swift-
ly filled the small space. The car came
to a smooth stop, and the men, with stolid
politeness, milled uncomfortably about
until the women had been forced to struggle
through the doors.

“ Pine,” said Marcia. “ They've created
a distinct effect of pines. Smell it?”

Wilbur nodded briefly and led his sister
to their box in the large exhibition hall
where the show was being held. The
scenery was by Vyrban, and the effect was
one of startling reality. The trunks of tall
trees rose from a great carpet of pine
needles and moss. Great shafts of light
splotched downward through a lacery of
artificial foliage. The lighting varied its
note from one end of the vast hall to .the
other, changing in tone from the cold, thin
clarity of dawn, through high noon, to the
hot glory of the western skies at sunset.

The seasons, too, were represented in
their wide diversity. At the end where a
platform was raised for dancing was the
note of spring; then, at its heels, came sum-
mer, fall, and winter. It created a distinct

illusion even in the city which is the
stronghold of disillusionment. It further-
more maintained its illusion in each be-

holder for several minutes. This was tri-
umph.

Marcia took her brother firmly by the
arm. She was in time to prevent his sink-
ing into an inviting chair. She led him
from the box and started threading her
way along the row's of the various exhib-
its.

“ If it's all the same to you, sis,” sug-
gested Wilbur as they passed beneath the
brilliant shafts of high noon, “ we'll buy
this damned dog you're after as quick as
we can and then beat it.”

Marcia did not answer. Her eyes had
caught sight of a figure farther up the aisle,
leaning with immaculate carelesness against
the trunk of an artificial tree. She identified
its muscular perfection as Dick Robbins.
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A swift flush came into her cheeks. She
made no effort to suppress it. She was not
even aware that it was there.

The unconscious tightening of the pres-
sure of her hand upon his arm caused Wil-
bur to look down. He caught the flush and
studied the direction of her gaze.

“ So it's swine,” he announced with the
calculated precision of drunkenness, “ and
not dogs that brought you here.”

For a full second his implication failed
to strike Marcia. Then she jerked her hand
from his arm. Her eyes widened into amazed
defiance.

“ 1 realized that you were drunk,” she
said in a low voice that equaled his own,
“ but that remark is the sort of thing one
is only led to expect from a sot.”

“ It was. justified.”

“ All unpardonable things are—in the
eyes of their progenitors.”

“ 1've told you he’s the type of swine no
decent girl should have anything to do with.
If I choose to know him, that's a different

affair. A man can take care of himself
with men. You came here expressly to
meet him.”

“ 1 came here to buy a dog.”
- Wilbur laughed.

“ You think I'm a liar?”

“1 do.”

Even their lips were white.

“ Come with me.”

She replaced her hand upon his arm.
With studied artifice she smiled at some
passing friends and wished them casual
greetings. She approached a uniformed at-
tendant.

“ Where is the exhibition of Michael
Lebombard, please?” she asked.

“ Down that there aisle to the left,
miss— that little cabin sort of deep in the
shadow.”

a Thank you.”

Her black satin slippers with their rhine-
stone buckles sank into the thick carpet of
pine needles. Her pressure upon her broth-
er's arm amounted to a grip. There was
sufficient truth in his assertion to make it
infinitely more unendurable than if there
had been all truth or none.

She had tried to persuade herself that
her real reason for coming was the purchase
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of a dog; that the fact of Robbins being
there was merely incidental. It further-
more pinned her attitude, her relationship
with Robbins, upon a finite plane. She
would have preferred it to remain evasive
—as chimerical as the rush of wann feeling
that spread within her at the sight of him.

Their path led them toward the lighting
effects of dawn. They reached the imper-
ceptibly graded line that was the demarca-
tion from the glare of the stronger arcs con-
cealed by the foliage of the trees. They
were approaching the illusion of winter.
The pine needles at their feet were tufted
with cotton snow. It seemed as if the air
grew cooler.

There were few people. The crush was
at the farther end of the great hall—spat-
tering with the brilliant confusion of their
garments the soft flames of spring—danc-
ing in kaleidoscopic fragments to a stringed
orchestra whose music was muted by the
intervening spaces to an echo.

A bitterness hard and brittle as the paint-
ed snow came over Marcia. She stopped
their determined advance and faced her
brother. They were alone in the twilight
of a winter dawn; alone beneath the arti-
ficial majesty of great trees; a bare yard
or so from the log cabin that contained
the exhibit of Michael Lebombard. She
focused the attention of his eyes with her
stare.

“ And Susie?” she said.

He flinched as if from a physical blow.
She pursued her advantage remorselessly.

“If | give up Dickie Robbins will you
give up your Susie?”

They stared hard into each other’s eyes;
the offspring of a strong race. Degenerated
both, as to their outward surface, from the
virile strength and hardihood of their an-
cestors; subtied and refined to the luster
of fine silver; faultlessly exquisite; their
strong impulses of life and vigor kept in
stem leash within.

They stared, searching each to plumb the
soul of the other, while masking their own
with a defensive veil. They saw nothing.
She waited for him to speak. It was im-
possible, she felt, for his face to become
any whiter. She shrugged. She did not
laugh.
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“ The dog | came to buy,” she said, “is
in here.”

CHAPTER II.

BEYOND PRICE.-

ichael lebombard sat within

I\/I his log cabin in a New York carpen-

ter's conception of a rustic chair.

The carpenter had prided himself upon the

chair. It was a confection; a confection of

lathe-turned branches grading to ones so
slender that they might be twigs.

It was a beautifully finished piece of ar-
tistry. There was subtlety in its curves—
rusticity—an air of wildness, of the woods.
And an illimitable sophistication.

To Michael Lebombard the chair was an
abomination. But there was no other, and
he was sixty-two years old and did not care
either to stand or to sit upon the floor.
Not only the chair but every attendant cir-
cumstance of his present situation was an
abomination. He had been a fool to dome.

From the moment when his foot had
touched the steps of the train at the band-
box station of Ste. Marie de Beausire in
his beloved Saskatchewan, he had begun to
regret. There had been no cause for his
regret—then. It had been based solely
upon the indecisive foundations of intu-
ition.

He stretched his thin, emaciated-looking
arms that were in reality of the temper of
a fine steel spring, and yawned, exposing
a row of strong yellow teeth beneath the
scraggly luxuriance of untrained mustaches.
His black button eyes vanished behind a
discontented squint. Even as he had but
recently drawn the calico curtains across
the windows of the cabin in order to shut
out the obnoxious view of the artificial for-
est, he now lowered the lids of his eyes com-
pletely, that they might mask the shams
of the cabin itself.

He felt nervous and ill at ease. It was
not entirely due to the mad surging of the
vast, strange city, but to something that lay
beneath; something that he could not as
yet define.

The door to the cabin opened and from
below the heavy thatch of his eyebrows he
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surveyed the figure of the young man who
stood with such a nervous intensity upon
its threshold.

“ Michael Lebombard?” said Wilbur.

Michael arose from his chair.

“ Old, m’sieu’.”

Wilbur stood aside and Marcia came in.
Her eyes were hot and brilliant as southern
stars. Her color was high. She did not
breathe evenly.

“ You have shepherd dogs?” she said.

Lebombard looked his fill at the pair con-
fronting him. They were a type that he
was well familiar with in his character of
guide in the great northern woods. But
there they had always been transplanted.
He saw them now for the first time in their
own environment. He sensed their breed-
ing, their wealth, and their great strain; a
strain curiously allied with the one he was
himself undergoing.

“ Mademoiselle, she desires to see my
dogs?”

Marcia looked steadily at her brother.

“ It is the sole reason why I am here to-
night,” she sajd.

Three things Michael Lebombard at once
decided. One was that the exquisite young
girl with her unnatural coloring and star-
tling eyes lied. The second was that the
young man with the intense, drawn expres-
sion upon his weakly handsome face was
drunk. The third was that each was stand-
ing upon the perilous brink of some emo-
tional crisis in their lives.

One cannot arrive at the age of sikty-
two without having acquired a deep sym-
pathy or a vast intolerance for the tragedies
of youth. And there was no intolerance in
Lebombard s heart. In the depths of his
great north woods he had drunk deeply
from the well of philosophy that offers re-
freshing solace to the souls of solitary men.
He had plumbed the depths of many hu-
man frailties and, to a measure, had come
to understand their cure.

“ If mademoiselle,” he said, “ will come
this way?”

He crossed to a second door that was in
the rear of the log cabin and placed his
hand upon the latch: From behind it came
two low, short barks. One sensed the
presence of a smile beneath Michael’s scrag-
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gly, large mustaches; a smile of pride and
deep pleasure.

“ Vidinette,” he said, “ and Jacques.” He
offered the two names as an identity to the
barks. The smile beneath his great mu-
staches deepened and showed faint creases
beyond their shadowing edge as he added,
with an air of pronouncing something tre-
mendously important: “ North Star—he
does not bark.”

The blood raced through Marcia like
white fire. Would this tedious old fool,
she wondered, never be done. Her thoughts
were in a turmoil that was vague beyond
endurance. Her anger raged to a point
where it threatened to burst beyond the
controls of breeding.

Her nails bit deeply into the palms of
her hands as she watched the intolerable
slowness of Lebombard’'s movements. It
w'ould seem that the raising of the latch was
a ceremony; one of high state. She had
small patience at the moment with show-
manship. At last it was done. The latch
was free of its hasp.

Michael Lebombard drew the door in-
wards with a flourish of his free arm and,
so it seemed, of his whole body. He faced,
for an instant, the pale obscurity that lay
outside.

“ Attention!” he said.

Then he bowed.

Marcia gave an impatient nod to Wilbur.
They passed outside. An inclosure had been
built that extended to a wall about eight
feet in height. Beyond, at some distance,
was a painted drop of timbered hills
swathed in snow.

Standing erect against the background
of the wall, motionless as carved statues,
evenly balanced on all four feet, ears and
head up, wEre two magnificent specimens
of the shepherd dog, frequently, but care-
lessly, termed the police dog. They were
about eight months old; the*one a male,
reddish browm in color; the other a fe-
male, white with brindle patches. They
were twin objects of infinite beauty and
great pride.

“ Vidinette,”
and Jacques.”
Marcia looked fixedly in their direction.
Her eyes registered the fact that they were

said Lebombard softly,
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there. Her brain was tormented by in-
creasing pains. That they were thorough-
breds, she knew. The write-up in the news-
papers had assured her of that; also that
one possessed a peculiar excellence. The
paper had said something about there being
three.

It was characteristic of her that even in
her distraught state there was an insistent
urge to obtain the best. It would seem that
one was already gone Her mind darted
swiftly along adjacent channels. If one
were gone he would be the best. She want-
ed the best for herself. She must find out
who had bought him and then offer his
new owner a higher price. It could be ar-
ranged.

The paper had definitely mentioned the
important dog’s name. It was a curious
name. That of a star. She had heard it
once before that evening—from the lips
of Lebombard himself—but a moment be-
fore—the North Star.

“ Where,” she said, “ is the third?”

A positive glow swept across the wrinkles
of Michael’s face.

“ Mademoiselle is not satisfied with Vidi-
nette? With Jacques?”

“1 want the best.”

“ They are ver’ perfect of their kind?”

“ There are degrees even in perfection.”

“ Mademoiselle, | think can understand.
She will see North Star.”

The name came from Lebombard’s hid-
den lips with the qualities reserved for ven-
eration.

“ Then he isn't sold?”

“ Sold, mademoiselle!” A glint of fire
pierced the reserves of Michael’s black but-
ton eyes. “ Non, mademoiselle, North Star
he is not sold. One does not dispose so
cavalierly of royalty.”

Impatience increased within Marcia in
hot, stifling waves. She wanted to hit some-
thing—her brother— that deadly old man—
anything. Her stifled feelings demanded
the relief of physical expression. She was
on the point of making an offer for the dog
unseen.

Their value, she knew, ran to many
thousands. Were North Star, the perfect
specimen he had been reputed to be, twen-
ty, thirty thousand would not be too much.
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She imagined she could easily get him for
fifteen or ten. She would start at five. Per-
haps it would not be necessary further to
increase the offer.

“ If mademoiselle and— ?”

“ My brother.”

“ And her brother will be good enough
to stand a little this way?”

Marcia swerved sharply to the immedi-
ate present. She replaced her hand on
Wilbur’'s arm and drew him a little to one
side. He had almost fallen asleep, she
noted, upon his feet. The traces of what-
ever emotions their recent altercation had
aroused seemed gone.

His face was smooth and unruffled as a
sleeping child’s. He would look like a child,
she thought, if it weren't for the bags that
were beginning to form beneath his eyes.
He must be very drunk.

Why did that old fool want them to stand
aside? Would he materialize his wretched
North Star from the air? She was in no
mood for stunts.

“ And now,” said Lebombard,
oiselle shall see.”

He joined them at the edge of the in-
dosure and fixed his eyes upon the rim of
the eight foot wall. Thinly, like an echo
vaguely heard, came the strains of the dis-
tant orchestra and a faint chatter of a lot
of people. But the illusion of solitude re-
mained. They seemed alone, the three of
them and the two motionless dogs, acting
some esoteric drama in the painted scene of
snow and of the great north woods.

For an instant its spell caught even Mar-
cia in its grip. Gently from above fell a
few white flakes. It was several seconds
before she realized that they probably were
made of paper. But during those few sec-
onds she found her mind, her eyes, her
thoughts pinned with an unshakable in-
tensity upon the lean, tense figure of Mich-
ael Lebombard. His eyes burned the edge
of the high wall’'s rim. His voice, when he
spoke, contained the tremor of command,
and somehow of an abiding love.

“ North Star!”

A flash of muscular gray poised on the
wall and. jumped to rest at their feet. For
an instant everything was swept from Mar-
cia’s mind but the picture that the dog

madem-
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presented. His head was rather lean, clean-
cut, and medium wide between the ears; his
forehead a bit arched; his skull sloping and
continuing to a long, pointed muzzle. His
jaws were strong and overlapping.

There was a lively, intelligent expression
in his dark oval eyes. His ears were of
medium size and pointed. They stood erect
and turned to the front. The neck was
strong, with well-developed muscles. The
chest deep, but not very broad.

The ribs were flat and the stomach held
well up. The back was flat and strong.
The shoulders were long and sloping, and
the legs straight. The feet, sunk lightly in
the carpet of pine needles, were short and
round in shape.

Old Lebombard, with an expressive ges-
ture of his lean, strong hands, again re-
peated the name: “ North Star.”

Something was happening to Wilbur's
eyes. Thin glazes seemed to be lifting from
them. He stared steadily at the dog. They
lost their vagueness and a definite expres-
sion settled in its place; an expression that
changed as the second passed from curiosity
into one almost of awe.

“ God,” he said quietly, “you wonder!”

At the sound of his voice, low and nerv-
ously pitched, a shock seemed to flash
through North Star. His head turned un-
til his eyes were in line with Wilbur’s. Be-
tween the man and the beast shot certain
definite lines of communication as finite as
concrete things, lines that no eye can ever
see, lines that no brain can ever compre-
hend, were they to try until the end of time.

They registered their presageful message
in hammer blows upon Michael Lebom-
bard's heart. Marcia saw nothing but a
satisfactory specimen, a most satisfactory
specimen, of the type of dog she expressly
desired to buy.

“ He'll do,” she said abruptly. “ I'll give
you five thousand for him.”

The old man looked not so much at her
as beyond her. It was as if her body of-
fered a glass through which he saw some
private images of his own. His voice was
harsh and grating as the ice that breaks in
springtime.

“ Five thousan’ what, mademoiselle?”

“ Dollars, of course.”
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“ Dollars, mademoiselle?”

Michael Lebombard did not change the
peculiar evasiveness of his gaze, but his eyes
grew hard as glazed coal. He shook his
head.

“ Ten thousand.”

“ 1t is not the amoun’, mademoiselle—
a single one would do as well as many. It
is the medium of barter.”

She tried to return his look impatiently,
but it evaded her.

“ Barter? You mean you want some-
thing in exchange?”

The flood of pent words burst forth in
a torrent.

“ Sacre nom de Dieu,
wan’ nothing in exchange. North Star, he
is not for sale. Vidinette and Jacques, if
mademoiselle she desires, then yes. But
for North Star, not twenty times ten thou-
san’ dollars could him buy. If mademoi-
selle had said five thousan’ smiles — five
thousan’ tears— five thousan’ thoughts of
misery, of happiness, of love—"

“ But you came down to sell your dogs?
The papers said so.”

“ Mademoiselle, | cannot sell North Star!
One cannot sell a king!”

“ But | want North Star.”

“ It is not a question of who wants North
Star, mademoiselle. It is a question of who
North Star wants himself.”

“ 1 don't understand you at all.”

“ If mademoiselle will have a little pa-
tience, perhaps | can explain.”

Marcia was only too sure that she would
have no patience at all. There was none
left within her. But she wanted North
Star. Furthermore, she knew men. If she
were ever to get the dog she must contain
herself until this tiresome old man had
finished his maunderings.

Then she would offer fifteen thousand
dollars. She would write a check on the
spot. If necessary, she would add one
smile, at an extremity, one tear. The tear,
in her present condition, would be easy.

That it would be a tear of rage would be
of no matter. The old idiot could interpret
it as he liked. She suppressed a heartfelt
curse against foibles.

-“ 1 have patience,” she said.

Lebombard did not shift his gaze.

mademoiselle, |

He
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quietly said, “ Down!” The three dogs sank
to the ground at rest. A misty look came
into the old man’s eyes; a mist that effaced
the girl standing before him; the painted
scene of snow that was behind her; the
great trunks of the artificial trees; effaced
them all as if they were non-existent, as
if the removal of their mockery had given
him clear vision with which his sight could
travel beyond two thousand miles—to the
north and to the west, where the solitary
cabin maintained its lonely state in the
small clearing in the great pine woods.

Where there was no sound within or with-
out. With its heavy wooden shutters closed
and fastened tight. Its door barred, until
his hand should see fit to open it again.
Where it squatted in lumpy insignificance
at the base of a proud, tall tree and cast
its minute shadow on the ground beneath
the clear unsullied brilliance of the pale in-
different moon.

CHAPTER IlI1I.
ABIDING FLAME.

“ 1"10R eight months, mademoiselle, have
P I watched North Star from his birth.
There were five in the litter. Now
the mother and two of the puppies they
are dead. One could see that the three
who were left would be masters of their
kind. But that was a surety! And of the
three, one | believed in my heart would
be a king of beasts.

“ Men say one cannot judge a puppy.
That five— six—seven months must pass be-
fore one can be of a certainty. But I,
Michael Lebombard, | know! | look—I
tell—and how? Because it is into the eyes
that 1 look, mademoiselle—into the small,
clear mirrors of the soul. Into the eyes of
my three puppies | look. In none do I fin’
wickedness, or sleepiness, or fear.

“ Bon! So far is each of a perfection.
Two more months they pass. | look again.
Still are the eyes a recompense to my dili-
gence, my love, my care. But this time
what do | see? In the eyes of one, in addi-
tion to goodness, to alertness, to great cour-
age, there is something else. Mademoiselle
can guess, is it not so, what it is?”
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Marcia quietly shook her head. She
would have liked to have shaken it with

energetic impatience. But she knew that
so to do would only further controvert her
purpose. It was Wilbur who answered Le-
bombard’s question.

“You found nobility,” he said.

Again, as Wilbur spoke, a tremor seemed
to run over North Star. He turned his
dark oval eyes upon the youngster and
held them fixed there.

“ M'sieu’ has discrimination.
he know?”

“You couldn't miss it.”

“ It is there, as m’sieu’ say, and will be
there until death. In this pup’'s eyes |
e it and then | knew the Bon Dieu he
had granted me the happiness of owning a
dog who would be great even among the
great.

“ 1 sought a name for that dog. One must
be had at once, that he might know, like
humans, that he was an established being
in the order of society. But that was a
problem, m’sieu’! No earthly name, it seem,
would suffice. For what name bestowed
upon temporal rank could do honor to the
nobility and high purpose of this beast?
Not king, m’sieu'—nor officers of govern-
ment or state.

“ 1 took my problem to the kin’ face of
the night and found my answer in the stars.
In the north it hung like an eternal flame—
a fire of beauty and, m’sieu’, of service—
service to adventurers, to braves who face
the unknown spaces of the lan’ and sea—
a guide—a help—a promise—the North
Star. That and that alone should be a
worthy namesake for my dog.”

The cloudiness had completely passed
from Wilbur’s eyes. He returned the dog’s
regard with one as clear, as searching as
his own. He nodded his head absently to
Lebombard in agreement.

He could not understand the strange
impulse that was coming over him. It was
as definite as if it had been the result of
something physical. An attraction—a mag-
netism— a feeling almost of embarrassment,
as if veils had been snatched aside from a
whole vista of reserves, and in the mutual
look that passed between himself and the
dog there existed a positive understanding.

How did
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The finely developed sensibilities of his
nature shrank from what they imagined to
be the publicity of it. They begged a mask
—some shifting of his gaze. He could not
do so.

“ They then, m’sieu’, became my chil-
dren— Vidinette, mon Jacques, and North
Star. You will think my fancy it is strange,
but you mus’ remember I am a ver’ old man
who lives alone and listens to the beating of
his heart for human company in the deep
of the great north woods. | grow to love
my dogs. They are a daughter an’ two
sons.

“1 fin’ | begin to plan for them. The
fancy it is take hoi’ upon my mind and all
winter it is stronger and more strong. If
| had a daughter—if I had two sons— what,
I ask myself, would | do to give them the
best advantages there are in life?

“ One cannot give much in the woods,
m’sieu’. They are not for the young. They
are for the ol’ and weary—a resting place
for souls that have been bruised by the
great rrorld — a sanctuary for declining
years when one would get close to that na-
ture into whose bosom he mus’ soon re-
turn.

“ My daughter, | said, I would send her
away to some fine finishing school where
she could mingle an’ show herself an’ be
proud among her kind. 1 would miss her,
but I, Michael Lebombard, am not a man
to stan’ in a woman’s way.

“ My two sons, ah, with them it seems
I could not part! They were the strength,
the comfort for my wearying soul. One,
perhaps, | could give up—Ilaunch him
among his equals, there to hoi’ his head
high, to win of the honors, fame, the ador-
ation of admirers, to live in all the pomp
an’ circumstances of champions. It was
not my right to withhol’ him from his
fate.

“ Perhaps, m’sieu’, some day he would
come back. Perhaps he would think a
little now and then of his ol’ daddy Michael
Lebombard, of his home, his forest, and his
north. But one son should remain. Sure-
ly that was not too much to ask?

“1 choose my son—but you can guess!
—North Star. Even so | am not the hard-
hearted father. Non, non! North Star, |
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say, shall nevaire be sol’. Nor shall he
ever be boun'—even to me. He is free.
Free as the great forest of his birth— as the
air—the sky—as all great beautiful things
are free.

“ With his daddy, he shall always have a
home. But there shall be no chains. |
think, m’sieu?, you can understan’ what |
mean by that.”

“ You mean he is free to leave even you,
if he wants to.”

“ It is true, m’'sieu’. When the day come
that my son North Star he make up his
mind to leave his ol' daddy, Michael
Lebombard, he shall go! 1 shall say of
the price nothing. 1 shall say but this to the
man he choose as his master—nevair seU
North Star. Even as he go to that man
from me, so shall he go, if he desire, to
other men.

‘ He, too, m’sieu, would seek perfection
in companionship— that ultimate aim which
move us all mos’ strongly in this life. Not
for love, m’sieu’, or passion—but frien’ship
which is based upon a rock of mutual re-
spec’ and understanding.

“ An’ that is why, mademoiselle, 1 will
not sell to you North Star, I mus’ thank
you for your patience. Again | tell you,
mon Jacques, Vidinette, yes if you will.
You are rich, you are of the well bred, you
will give to my son or my daughter a
proper home and the advantages that are
due to their breeding. What shall we say?”

A hundred answers whirled in Marcia’s
splitting head. One thing was certain: the
old idiot would not sell North Star. Her
obstinacy was great enough to make her
want that dog or none. They had wasted
a half hour—an hour—in being tantalized.
Bored and tantalized. It was insufferable-

“ Thank you,” she said, “ very much.
Good-by.”

“ Adieu, mademoiselle

She reentered the cabin, crossed its nar-
row confine, and went out by the front
door. She had taken several steps along
the artificial woodland path before she
realized that Wilbur was not with her.
She turned impatiently and looked for
him.

The whole dog question was erased from
her mind. In its place pressed a flood of
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immediate memories. Their altercation—e
Dickie Robbins—would he still be waiting
against the tree—could she, as she would
now have to, get rid of Wilbur—as to Susie
should she wait, or take this opportunity
for losing herself in the near-by crowd?
Wilbur was drunk; it wouldn't be sporting
to leave him. He was a fool, unkind, and
a drunkard—a wastrel—but her brother—
her— Ah, he was coming.

She looked at him coldly as he came to-
ward her along the path. He appeared
quite sober. He was also more than a
little pale. She wondered whether they
would plunge at once again into the heat
of their fight.

“ Did you try to argue him into taking
more for him?” she asked when Wilbur had
joined her.

“ Certainly not,” he replied shortly.

“ Then what was it that delayed you
back there?”

“ 1 doubt whether you would under-
stand. | don’'t quite myself.”

“ 1I'm ready for your apology.”

“ Apology?”

“ You called me a liar.”

“I'm sorry. Let's not bicker, sis. Let’s
go home. | feel rotten.”

“ Sick?”

“ No. Morally.”

They had reached the fringe of the crowd
and were pressing through it. It whs clus-
tering about the end of an artificial trout
stream where an angler was making a se-
ries of brilliant casts with flies. For a
moment they could not advance.

Along the trail they had left there was
a commotion. A gray form of splendid
beauty that drew expressions of admiration
from all whom it passed. A gray form that
sped unerringly upon the scent that drew
him as surely as a magnet will draw steel,
ignoring in his passage the pelts, the smells,
the potpourri of woodland exhibits that at
another moment would have proved of such
compelling interest; unmindful of hands
that attempted to stroke him, of voices that
made an effort to arrest his attention, un-
mindful of everything but an overwhelming
urge to find at once the young stranger
who had taken, without reason or question,
his heart.
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Something cool pressed against the palm
of Wilbur's hand. He turned and looked
down upon North Star.

CHAPTER IV.

THE DIAMOND BRACELET.

Marcia, the dog’s appearance at

I her brother’s heels was-the final straw

that overset her irritability. 1t meant
further delay. There had been too much
delay. Another minute in that atmosphere
of unrest would send her, she felt into
hysterics or an outrageous exhibition of
temper—a public exhibition.

But did it mean delay so much as it
meant escape? The word sprang appeal-
ingly before her, much as an oasis in the
midst of an insufferable desert. Wilbur
was sober now. How or why she did not
care. He was thoroughly competent again
to take care of himself. She would send
him back with the dog. Then she could slip
into the crowd.

She remembered the general location of
the tree against which she had caught sight
of Dickie Robbins leaning. She would find
him again and join him. He was misun-
derstood. Even as she was misunderstood.

“ Take him back,” she said.

Wilbur did not answer her. He did not
move, but continued to rest his hand
firmly upon the dog’s strong neck. The
dark oval eyes stared unwaveringly up into
his.

“ | said take him back. I'll wait—rather,
I'll_ be somewhere around here. That
French fool is standing in the doorway of
his cabin. |1 caught a glimpse of him
through the crowd. He’s waiting for you
to take the dog back.”

“ No, he isn't,” said Wilbur.

“ Look for yourself and see.”

“ 1 know he’s standing there; but he
isn't waiting for me to take back North
Star.”

Marcia permitted herself a distinct tap-
ping of her foot.

“1'll take the dog back myself,”
said.

“You can't.”

“ Have you gone mad?”

she
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“ He wouldn’'t go with you.”

Marcia suppressed the luxury of a
scream. She postponed it. She shaped her
lips and gave a sharp whistle.

“ North Star,” she said, “ come!”

The dog did not move; no muscle of him
moved. His eyes remained fixed upon Wil-
bur’s. In them he seemed to read a ques-
tion,

“You'll only make a show of yourself,”
declared Wilbur.

Marcia stared coldly at the few neigh-
boring people in whom her whistle had
aroused a more or less intensive interest.
She grasped that they were classing her
among the exhibits. Several even moved
in her direction as though to encircle her to
view her act—a dog act.

The thought seemed tremendously hu-
morous, and she began to laugh. She
moved rapidly away. She found herself
walking swiftly back along the path and
toward the figure of Michael Lebombard
standing in the open doorway of his cabin.

“ Go up to my brother and get your
dog,” she said fiercely when she came tip
to him. “ As you may or may not have
realized, my brother has had too much to
drink. He is perfectly liable to walk out
and have the dog follow him. He isn't, and
I won't be, responsible for his actions.”

“ Perhaps not, mademoiselle ” said Le-
bombard; and his voice was that of an old
man, of a very old man, who has just
realized the truth that the fabric of all
human emotion is no more tenuous than
the stuff of dreams; “ but North Star, my
son, he will. You need not to worry any
more about your brother. No harm will
come to him now.”

“ 1'm not worrying in the slightest about
my brother. | stopped worrying about my
brother about five years ago. I'm worrying
about your dog.”

“ Mademoiselle she mean her brother’s
dog.”

A curse, a bitter, good, strong, honest
curse upon conundrums shouted Marcia's
nerves. What Wilbur had done, she de-
cided, inasmuch as her ragged edges would
permit her to decide anything, was to buy
the dog wfhile he had lingered in the cabin.

“* How much did he pay you?”

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

Old Lebombard’s face did not change the
alignment of a single wrinkle; but it grew
pale.

“ Nothing, mademoiselle.”

“ He paid you nothing, and yet you
don’t object to the dog walking out of this
building with him? A dog worth thousands
of dollars?”

She mwanted to shake him.

“ Mademoisette need feel nothing of con-
cern. It is a private matter between North
Star, mademoiselle’s brother, and me,
Michael Lebombard. | have but one little
reques’ to make. Your brother's name,
mademoiselle, and the address of where he
live.”

The cat at last had popped from the bag,
felt Marcia.

“ | see,” she said. “ You'll send the bill
around in the morning.” And there was
no doubt in her mind but that it would be
a stunner.

“ Mademoiselle!” Marcia wondered at
the burning glints that had sprung into his
black button eyes. “ There will be no bill.
For the las’ time | tell you | take no money
for North Star. I ask for the name— the
address—so that | may know where it is
his home. So that perhaps some day, if the
brother of mademoiselle he is so kin’, some
day when I am more lonely than on other
days, | may be permitted to come and see
my North Star again. | should like to do
so jus’ once before I die.”

“ 1 really believe you are serious.”

“ Serious, mademoiselle! What bring
you to this place? Why you come—why
I come— why?”

She refused to retreat before the fierce-
ness in his look and in his voice. She stared
back at him sharply. There was something
uncanny about the creature. Weird. What
had he meant by his question? Recluses,
she had been led to believe, possessed a
certain power of divination, of second-
sight.

“ 1 will tell you what it is bring you to
this place, mademoiselle—the thing that
bring you and your brother and me and
North Star.” Michael Lebombard’s voice
held the chill sternness of one of his own
great northern winds. *“ It is fate.”

She expelled a pent breath of relief.
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There was such comforting refuge in the
abstract. For a terrifying instant she had
firmly believed that he was about to say
Dickie Robbins. With a thoughtful frown
she unclasped the diamond bracelet from
her wrist. It was worth eighteen thousand
dollars.

“ Here,” she said, “ take this. Our name
is Gale—Wilbur and Marcia Gale. We live
on Fifth Avenue. You'll find us in the reg-
ister.”

Her last impression of the old fool was
the glittering pin-points in his eyes. They
rivaled the brilliants that lay unheeded in
his hand.

Lebombard did not move until he had
seen her join her brother— until he had seen
her brother, herself, and North Star start
breaking a way through the crowd. The
brother turned and looked back,

Michael bowed. From North Star there
had been no sign. It was so, Lebombard
thought as he went inside the cabin and
closed and bolted its door, that one felt at
a death. In bis heart there was no anger
or lack of understanding at the going of
North Star. There was nothing there at all.
It had been drained of all feeling as if by a
great pump.

It was not that North Star loved him
less or the other more. It was because
North Star held an equal affection for both.
And Michael Lebombard knew what had
tipped the balance of the scales. It was
service.

North Star knew—knew that he was
needed—that this new, suddenly beloved
stranger who had come into his life needed
him, his protection, his love, his care. That
old daddy Lebombard should need protec-
tion or care was a something at which to
laugh. Michael had been a dispenser of
those very commodities ever since North
Star had been born.

How could North Star know that though
he did not need them at all, he wanted them
so very, very much? He did not even con-
sider the luxury of tears. He had never
cried in all his life. He was ignorant of their
rich solace.

But one relief Michael Lebombard did
permit himself. He took the diamond
bracelet in his thin strong hands and rent
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it link from link. Then, later, he sealed it
in a package and mailed it to Marcia.
That would convince her, of a certainty,
that there had been no sale.

CHAPTER V.

THE MASKING COLUMN.

Dickie Robbins on the way out with

her brother and North Star to speak
to him. They were by the elevators when
she saw him. He was standing at the farther
side of the broad foyer by a column. Hot
waves of resentment went through her as
she remembered the wording of her broth-
er's criticism. Swine. She could have cried
as the word disseminated its poison within
her—or killed. Robbins, she could see,
was talking with some one who was stand-
ing behind the column.

She watched the impassive strength of his
face. She had heard it called animalistic
and sensual. She seized the fictitious com-
fort that such was the hackneyed term be-
stowed upon most muscular men by some
weaklings and by all disappointed women.
She felt the blood surge warmly to her
cheeks as she remembered the pressure of
his hand the last time they had met. There
had been meditation in the pressure, and
reserve—a reserve that had hinted at
crushing strengths that had been held in
leash, somehow, by the mastery of her
eyes. She rather wished he would not use
perfume.

Who was he talking with? She would
see him again at the Petersens’ dance
Thursday. She would explain about to-
night; her brother, the dog, her own split-
ting head. And she would feel again the
meditated pressure of his hand—a reserve
only too clearly unmasked by the sultry
passions in his eyes. He was strong. He
was a man, not an angel.

She was proudly glad that he was not
an angel. In the secret fastness of her heart
lay the intent to make him one herself.
What if he did use scents? Lots of men
used them—prize fighters did. What was
his family? No one knew. And she didn't
care. There were no class lines on earth

MARCIA did not come near enough to
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that mattered to people who desired to
know one another—who spoke the intuitive
language of personality, of magnetic at-
traction, rather than of heredity. Who
was he talking with?

“ Step aboard, sis.”

She faced her brother and the opened
doors of the elevator. A definite sensation
of ice chilled her heart as the doors were
closing and the car began its swift descent.
Robbins’s companion had moved from be-
hind the masking column—a woman in a
metal dress; a woman with white skin and
startling lips; a woman whose hair was
flame; a woman of thirty-five.

“You're standing on North Star’s paw,
sis.”

t She turned on Wilbur in a blaze.

\ “ Then why doesn’'t he bark and tell me
—bite me!”

" “1 guess it's because you're my sister,
sis.”

The car came to a stop and the doors slid
open upon the blare and clangor of the New
York night. The three faced it; two with
their bitterly defined problems of the pres-
ent and the past; one with the enigma of
the future.

CHAPTER VI.
THE BLOW.

HE three events that were to disrupt

North Star’s life and leave their im-

print upon his future, had their be-
ginning in the library of the house on Fifth
Avenue. A cold snap had shaken itself
from the vanishing train of winter and the
city had lost its air of spring.

Within the library, before a welcome log
fire, there was quiet and warmth. Every-
thing was as it should be. Wilbur sat in
a deep armchair, reading. Marcia was
above in her own living room. The serv-
ants were busied with the orderly routine of
their duties. The house was an impreg-
nable fortress of security. It was mid-
afternoon and the westering sun blazed in
through the windows. It was a moment
of hush, of peace. But North Star was not
at peace.

His head, outstretched upon his paws,
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was still. His whole body was still. The
warmth from the fire was pleasant. But
he felt uneasy. A vague disquiet dis-
turbed him. It disturbed him the more
because he could not define its source. Nor
could he locate it. There was no sound
beyond the occasional rustle of a turning
page. There was no scent that warned of
danger. There was no antagonistic object
that he could see.

But he was uneasy. Once before he had
had the same sensation. It had been in
his great north woods. The feeling had
grown stronger and stronger, just as it was
increasing within him now. For some rea-
son, the explanation of which he never
knew’ he had suddenly leaped against the
chest of his old daddy Michael Lebombard
and had hurled him, with his great strength,
backward for a distance of about fifteen
feet. And a huge limb, weakened by storm,
had crashed to earth from the tree beneath
which they had been standing.

He got quietly up and made an inspec-
tion of the house. He toured it from top
floor to cellar. Still there was no sound,
no scent, no thing of danger that his eyes
could see. He returned to the library and
stretched himself again before the fire. He
tried to sleep. He could not. For half
an hour he lay still.

And then he heard a bell ring. It was a
sound too faint to be heard by Wilbur, but
his own sharp sensibilities had easily caught
it. It was the sound associated in his mind
with a subsequent opening of the front
door. He heard the measured tread of Wil-
kinson, the butler, moving along the hall.
He caught his scent. He heard the open-
ing of the inner door; the storm door; the
closing of each. The feeling of uneasiness
within him leaped to its peak. A low growl
rumbled in his throat.

Wilbur looked up from his book and shot
a curious glance at North Star. The dog
was tense. He looked around the library.
It was empty. Its doors, its windows were
closed. The dog’s eyes were fastened upon
the door that led to the hallway. It opened
and Wilkinson came in.

“ A gentleman to see you, sir,” he said.
“ Mr. Richard Robbins.”

Wilbur's volatile nature flared into in-
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stant anger. He had made it distinctly plain
to Robbins and to his whole crowd that
the life he led with them was one that was
emphatically dissociated from the home. He
had left no doubts in their minds about his
home being primarily his sister’s, or of his
firm intention of guarding her from con-
tact with that side of life which he believed
the normal heritage of men.

But he knew Robbins. He was indif-
ferent alike to hints or to plain language
if they contravened his end. His ignoring
of any direct insult amounted to an art.
There would be no good in sending him
away; in refusing to see him. He would
expect that, and be prepared. Furthermore,
there would be some explicit purpose be-
hind the visit; an unpleasant one. It would
be better to know.

“ Show him in.”

Wilkinson left the library. Wilbur got
up from his chair and took a stand before
the fire place. He glanced down at the
growling dog.

“ Quiet, old fellow.”

There was no further sound.

Robbins came in from the hallway. He
drew the door shut behind him. He said
nothing. He did not smile. He stood still
for a moment and observed the details of
the room. His glance seemed pertinently
appraising—the high, oak beamed ceiling
with its panels of dull gold, the inset cases
filled with books, the Velasquez, two Cor-
ots, a Vermeer, and four family portraits
by Stuart upon the walls, the Samarkand
rugs that made soft islands on the dark
waxed floor, the great fireplace of chiseled

stone. Then he nodded to Wilbur.

“ Got something to tell you,” he an-
nounced. “ Couldn't say it over the
phone.”

He sat down in the chair where Wilbur
had been reading. He held one muscular
hand tight in the grip of the other. His
eyes were hard and shiny.

“ 1 told you never to come here,” said
Wilbur.

“ Had to. It's about the party night be-
fore last at Connor’'s. You were pretty
tanked.”

“ 1 remember exactly what happened.”

* Sure?”
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Certainly.”

“In detail?”

“ What are you driving at?”

It's important. You saw the fight be-
tween West and Connor, didn’'t you?”

“1 was in that small smoking room of
Connor’s at the time it started. They were
rowing over one of the girls.”

“ Just the three of you there alone,
weren't there? You and Connor and West?”

“

“ Yes.”

“ And the door closed?”

“Yes.”

“ Any one come in during the scrap?”
“No one.”

“You saw West hit Connor?”

. “ Certainly | did. One on the chin and
two just over the heart. | was sober
enough to miss nothing.”

“Try to stop it?”

“ Didn’'t have time. It was over in a
flash. Just the three blows and then Con-
nor passed out on the floor.”

“ Leave him there?”

We put him on a lounge to sleep it off.”
He never woke up.”

“ Still in a hop?”

“ He’s dead.”

The color drained from Wilbur’s cheeks.

“ Good God!”

“ Connor is dead and West's skipped.”

“ He killed him?”

“ A blow over the heart killed him.”

“ But West struck it—"

“ So you say.”

“ What in hell are you driving at?”

“ Keep your shirt on. Of course, | be-
lieve what you tell me is true. Others
mightn’'t.”

Wilbur seemed to shrink within himself.

“ 1 see what you mean,” he said.

“ Glad you do. You've been looking at
me as if 1 were a crook ever since | came
in. Takes trouble to show a man who
his friends are. Don’t see any of the rest
of the boys around, do you? You bet you
don't. They're busy saying things.”

“ Saying things?”

“Yes. To the police.”

The word was the last blow that over-
threw Wilbur’'s hold upon himself. His
nervous system was well shot from the pace
he had been leading. He tried to stop his
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hands from trembling. He put them in his
pockets.

“ And West's skipped?”

“Yep.”

“ But surely that points conclusive sus-
picion against him?”

“ Maybe so. Maybe they ’ll figure out
he skipped rather than testify against a
friend. They'd shove you in a cooler at
any rate until they found West.”

“ Maybe they’'d never find him—"

“ He's slick.”

“ And | could never prove | didn't kill
Connor.”

“ That's tne dope.” Robbins got up from
his chair and crossed over to Wilbur. He
tapped him on the chest with a blunt finger.
“ Now, listen here: When | said the boys
were talking it doesn't mean that they’'ve
been mentioning any names—-yet. They
had to cover themselves about WEst and
the police are out after him now. But
they’'re keeping it under cover that you were
in the room, too. Get me?” <

“ Then there’s nothing to worry about.”

“ The hell there isn't. Maybe the po-
lice won't get West for some time. The boys
will begin to get uneasy. They ’ll start men-
tioning other names. Yours. I'm going to
give you a straight tip. West hit for Canada.
Go after him. Get a confession from him

before witnesses. Cover yourself. His
jumping off place is Montreal. He’'s got
twelve hours’ start on you. Go get him.

Look up a small hotel called the Royal. It's
run by a man named Harris. Am | good
enough to come to your house now,
kid?”

“You're welcome to anything | have.
But I'm damned if I'll stand for your know-
ing my sister. No matter what happens
she’s got to be kept out of this. And that
means my name’'s got to be Kkept out
of it.”

“ Wouldn't do any harm to let the boys
know you’'d be grateful for seeing you
through. Grateful in a practical way. You
know what they are. They wouldn’t say
no to a present. 1 could fix it for you if
you say the word.”

“ Money?”

“ Sure. You could leave me a check.”

“ 1 never knew they were as low as that.”
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“ Lot you don’'t know, Kid.
healthy to play with fire. Never has been
and never will be. Some day there’s a slip.
Then you get burned.”

“You're a brick to stand by me this
way.”

“ I'm different.”

“ There's a train leaves around seven—"

“ Take it.”

Wilbur crossed to a desk and wrote a
check.

“ That be enough?” he said.

“ Yep. [I'll get busy right away.”

Robbins extended his hand.
shook it.

“ Keep your trail under your own hat,
kid-~even from me. | want to be able to
say that I don't know where you are, if
| have to, and mean it.”

“ Good-by—and thanks.”

“ Good luck, kid.”

It's never

Wilbur

CHAPTER VII.

MADNESS.

prise Marcia. The note had simply

stated that he was going away on a
trip. It was typical of his actions for the
last five years. It just meant another bust.
They lasted anywhere from two weeks to
several months.

To inquiries from friends, she gave out
that her brother had gone on a cruise about
the West Indies. No, there was no definite
itinerary. He would stay until his cold was
better. They knew how hard the spring
climate was for his throat. They smiled.
Only too well they knew.

That much, she had always felt, was due
Wilbur; her protection during his absence.
She was neither blind nor a fool. But there
was nothing she could do. She generalized
the absences for her own satisfaction be-
neath the understandable term of wild oats.

Her own affairs were reaching a climax;
a climax that had loomed more largely in
particular during the last two weeks of
Wilbur’'s absence. Robbins had begun to
call with a frequency that approached regu-
larity. He secured his entree under the
cloak of anxiety about her brother. She

1A

THE note left by Wilbur did not sur-
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willingly added herself beneath its folds.
The source of his anxiety was only hinted
at—things it would be better if she were
not to understand.

She looked upon him as a deeply wronged
man—wronged by her brother, who so evi-
dently and unreasonably despised the hand
that was offered to help him. She herself
allayed Robbins’s fears. Wilbur, she ex-
plained, never let himself in for any serious

trouble. Robbins had smiled reflectively
and said nothing. He would just stand
by, he said, in case anything should
break.

She had quieted North Star's objection
to Robbingwith a firm hand. The dog had
come to recognize her as the second in
command. He obeyed her as Wilbur had
told him so to do. But she could not make
him leave the drawing-room when Rob-
bins was present. It was the one point on
which he would not obey her. He would
be quiet enough, lying either stretched at
her feet or off in a corner, but he would be
always there.

She knew the dog’s presence made Rob-
bins nervous, in spite of Robbins’s attempt
to establish friendly relations—attempts
that were always significantly repulsed with
a warning growl. She gave up her efforts
to drive the dog away; she came to forget
his presence.

It was at night that Robbins came most-
ly, either to escort her to some affair, when
he would return with her after it was over,
and linger a minute or two after saying
good night, or else he would come and they
would make an evening of it at home, talk-
ing. It flattered her to think that she was
weaning him from the lurid trails he had
been following, giving him a chance that
he had never before so intimately had,
bringing out the true wells of goodness
that were waiting to be tapped beneath the
crust of circumstance.

He was an interesting talker. But she
knew that his words were mere surface
play to mask his hidden fires. She wondered
when he would permit them to escape from
his control. And what she would do when
he did so.

On the morning of the day that marked
the close of the third week of Wilbur's ab-

2 A
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sence she received a postal card addressed
in his handwriting. It was a picture card
showing a moose standing on a hilltop in
silhouette against the sky. The postmark
was smudged, making it undecipherable.
The stamp was Canadian.

Written in the space reserved for a mes-
sage was the single word, “ Love.” She
never thought of showing it to Robbins.
The fiction of anxiety concerning her
brother had been dropped. She placed the
card in a pigeonhole of her desk and forgot
about it.

Robbins came that night. They were
going nowhere. He came for dinner, and
she led him afterward into the library,
where they had coffee. She was wearing
an evening gown of silver lace over a
foundation of vert Nil Patou velvet. Light
from a bracket of candles found reflection
in a solitary blood ruby that hung from
a slender chain around her throat.

Robbins was peculiarly silent, and she
found herself doing most of the talking.
His silence became, eventually, pointed. He
was sitting in a chair drawn up near
her.

She found herself looking at his hands.
Their knuckles were white from the grip
he held upon the arms of the chair. For
an instant she felt a vague tremor of alarm;
it reflected itself upon her face.

“ 1 suppose you know,” said Robbins.

He stood up and came over to her. He
held out his hands. She placed her own
in them. He drew her to her feet. She felt
herself sinking with a mad swift plunge
below the waters of a fathomless sea,
drenched noth an unspeakable sense of com-
pletion. The stiff besom of his shirt pressed
the ruby sharply into her skin. She was
unaware of the pain.

He released her. She retained a con-
fused impression that Robbins at once be-
gan a discussion about their wedding. There
was some talk, she remembered, about giv-
ing the news out to reporters. It was un-
derstood that he would attend to every-
thing. There was a second blinding moment
near the door; then he was gone.

She sank upon her knees in the still hall
and placed her arms around North Star.
She thought nothing of his tenseness, of
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his lark of any affectionate response. She
went to bed. The sun had risen before she
fell asleep.

CHAPTER VIII.

HATE FLARES.

had sold his birthright for a mess of pot-

tage, but as the days drifted unchang-
ingly into other days a dull pain increased
within him until it became a gnawing strong
as hunger. He lived in his remembrances.
There would be two: one, an emotional
panorama of the great north woods of his
birth, the sun, the sky, the long cold north-
ern nights, the freedom of the wilds, 'the
watchfulness and training of old daddy
Michael Lebombard; the other, Wilbur.

His attitude showed that he had come
to understand if not to love Marcia, as if
he would have liked to love her, represent-
ing, as she must have, to his comprehension
the link that now connected him with Wil-
bur. But he sensed in her certain reserves
and confusions that baffled him.

As to why his beloved master did not
return, it was impossible for him to con-
ceive any reason at all. He had never
known absences before, nor death. Each
day as the sun arose, so hope perhaps arose
within him. But hope, from lack of nour-
ishment, grows frail.

He could know nothing, of course, of the
two postal cards that had come to Marcia,
from different places in the great north-
west, that had allayed her own misgivings
concerning the movements of her brother.
The spree, so far as she was concerned, was
still on.

North Star had come to accept with res-
ignation the frequent presence of Robbins
in the house. There was still distrust and
dislike, but it was carefully suppressed. As
for Marcia, she had never given North
Star much of her attention, and recently
she had given him none at all. Her hours
were continuous preparations for the wed-
ding which was to take place within two
weeks.

She had fought for-delay. She had want-
ed her brother to be present at the wedding,

IT never occurred to North Star that he
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to prove to him how utterly mistaken he
had been in his estimation of Robbins.
But Robbins had overruled her even as he
had overwhelmed her.

It was Robbins who suggested and ar-
ranged that North Star be shown at the
bench show. In spite of his carefully re-
strained attitude, he already felt a pro-
prietorship in Marcia's possessions. He
was tasting the first sweet fruits of the
reflection that his approaching marriage
with a girl of such wealth had brought him.

He looked, through masked eyes, upon
the great house on Fifth Avenue as partly
his own. He contemplated certain changes.
They revolved principally around the staff
of servants. He had submerged his ner-
vousness for North Star, and now regarded
the dog as a means to further the adver-
tisement of his own importance. He rec-
ognized the perfection of the animal’s
points. He.would create a sensation at
the bench show. And Robbins would share
largely in the sensation. It was arranged.

The bench show took place at the Madi-
son Square Garden. To North Star it was
an ordeal of confusing misery. He could
not comprehend its purpose. It meant
nothing to him as a test of perfection. He
simply did not grasp what it was all about.

There was discomfort. There was unrest;
lights—crowds of curious people, either
staring or gushing— noises— occasional con-
tact and continual proximity with other
dogs of his breed, who seemed to sense the
drifting qualities of his life, the fact that
he was rudderless upon strange waters with
no guiding beacon of a master to explain
or upon whom he could depend. And utter-
ly purposeless. There was no answer to it
at all.

Most bitter of all, there was Robbins—
Robbins, who exercised a stem, distasteful
officiousness that he was forced, through
Marcia’s unmistakable orders, to obey.
But he did so without a heart—sometimes
without comprehension, automatically with
his body alone, while his thoughts retreated
to the dimming fastnesses of his two great
remembrances.

Robbins reveled in his role as exhibitor.
Marcia had turned the matter over com-
pletely to him, although North Star was
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entered under her brother's name. He had
bought a book on the subject, and, for his
own satisfaction, had checked up on North
Star’s points. He used the scale drawn up
by the German Shepherd Dog Society,
which valued the perfect specimen at one
hundred points.

And in none had North Star fallen
down. It was an assured fact that the dog
would sweep the field. Firmly embedded
in his mind was the idee fixe that when
he placed North Star before the judge the
paramount thing was to have the dog’'s
ears erect and his head up. He rehearsed it
many times.

To North Star tire moment of judgment
was but another incident in the long ordeal,
that had swiftly become a senseless night-
mare, the chief horror of which was the
officious and intolerable proximity of Rob-
bins. The strain had wearied his body to
desperation and there was no heart in him,
no one near by whom he could love, no
one to awaken to its best advantage his
great pride, no one to warn him that he
was to strive for competitive success.

He felt numb. He wanted to go away,
back to the library in the house on the
Avenue, back to the fading scents of the
young master whom he loved. He wanted
rest for his tired body; he wanted sleep;
and he wanted a cessation of the jarring
clash of scents, of lights, of crowds, and of
the' proximity of Robbins. But Robbins
would give him none of these things.

He went with Robbins with a mechanical
obedience before the judge. He saw with-
out comprehending the things he saw. His
surroundings were a grating cloud from
which he drew deeper and ever deeper into
his alleviating memories. He stood. He
held his ears erect and his bead up—for a
while. At a sharp command from the hated
voice he held them up again.

The rest of his body failed utterly to
comply. He left it composed in the tired
position of slight relaxation that was most
soothing to his aching muscles. Robbins
did not notice that the position turned the
body a certain way, throwing out its joints.
The critical eyes of the judge then saw
faults which North Star in reality did not
possess.
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The moment passed. An hour passed—an
hour that built up in unbearable amounts
his great weariness of nerves, of body, and
of soul. At last he was in the motor and
knew that he was going home.

He sank at the feet of Marcia and Rob-
bins, and gave himself up to the soothing
relief of the car’'s smooth motion. His
eyes, already sodden, closed to embrace
sleep. A sharp, cracking pain on the side
of his head flexed him to his feet with the
force of a burst of fire. He stood trembling.
Great surges of passion blinded his senses
to everything but the withdrawn hand of
Robbins which had been responsible for
the unforgivable indignity, the sharp stab
to his pride, of being struck. He had never
been struck before.

The impulse to kill flared from the em-
bers of his already present hate. A harsh
sound swelled from his throat. He Sensed
for the spring. He heard Marcia scream.
He heard her sharp, “ Down, North Star!
Down!” His passion, with great fingers,
dragged him from the? rock of obedience
upon which had been built the whole fabric
of his life. He wavered— hesitated.

“ Down!” came again the command.

Trembling, sick, confused, he sank back
upon his haunches.

“ It was the just reward for failure,” said
Robbins in a voice that he strove to keep
from trembling.

Marcia for a full moment said nothing.
The color had returned to her cheeks. It
continued to surge into them until they
were flame. She stared steadily at Rob-
bins, seeing him ever more clearly as scale
after scale dropped its glass of illusion from
her eyes.

“ If you ever strike that dog again,” she
said, “ if you ever touch that dog again, I'll
kill you.”

CHAPTER IX.
CAST OUT.

T was on the head, elbows, and paws
that North Star first began to feel an
intense itching and irritation that pre-
vented him from sleeping and began to de-
stroy his appetite. As the disease attained
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a firm foothold and started to spread, it
began to work the complete demoralization
of his nerves. It was his first acquaintance
with disease.

It was at the bench show that he had
become infected with the mange. He had
contracted the less serious sarcoptes form
which did not destroy the hair, but which,
on the other hand, was less open to detec-
tion from observation. And there was no
one interested enough to observe him, to
recognize his plight, and see that he was
given the most essential immediate atten-
tion. There was no one at all but Marcia
and the servant who was detailed to feed
him.

It was this man who first began to sus-
pect that something was wrong. The dog
had lost all interest in his food. He was
irritable, morose. He looked thin. For a
while the man paid no attention. If North

Star didn't want to eat, that was his
own business. The food was there if he
wanted it.

The man had enough things on his mind
without having to worry about a dog’s ap-
petite. Helga was one of them. Helga was
a kitchen maid and was all-enveloping in
the attention she demanded of his thoughts.

As for Marcia, her interests were cen-
tered exclusively upon herself. She was at
sea. She wished that Wilbur were at home
to force her to take the step she secretly
desired—to break off her engagement with
Robbins. The blow on the head he had
given North Star had shattered complete-
ly the delicate fabric of illusion she had
built up about Robbins. She began no
longer to see him masked in the images of
her secret romance, but as he was. Then
she began to see him as he was to others.

It stunned her to discover that the tide
of utter completion with which his presence
had at first filled her was beginning to ebb,
and with increasing swiftness. She found
herself, even in face of an instinctive loy-
alty, beginning more and more to criticize.
What hurt her most was a suspicion that
was changing into certainty that the things
which were evoking her criticism were not
new traits that had been suddenly devel-
oped, but were traits that had always been
there—that were ingrained in his nature.
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She dissected the cause of her blindness.
It could not have been love—for two rea-
sons: the one was that, in spite of the super-
ficial cynicism of her world, the majority
of them were true women at heart. They
wanted love as sincerely as any woman of
any class wants love. If it passed them
by, they accepted its substitute with a
sporting outward show of content or
a cloak of cynical indifference.

They did not place their dead illusions
in lavender and old rose, with an accom-
paniment of discreet sighs and pallid
cheeks. They tore them from their soul
by ithe roots, so that they might never
grow again for their betrayal.

The other reason was that she felt no
hate. Her attitude toward Robbins was
simply beginning to be tinged with distaste
and with contempt. By the time that the
wedding was a few days off, she felt that
she would not go through with it. He bored
her. And he was ill bred.

But it would take courage to say no.
It would involve her in a public admis-
sion of poor judgment. She would have
thought nothing of admitting that she had
been wrong in the average run of things
that come up for choice; but to have to
admit that she had made a mistake in the
man whom she had chosen to marry was
galling.

It was well known, as such things always
are, that her brother had been strongly
antagonistic to her even knowing Robbins
from the very start. It was equally well
known that Robbins’s foothold in their so-
ciety was not based upon any known rights
of his own, but rested only upon the pre-
carious quicksands of their complacence.

And Marcia had made that foothold se-
cure; as secure as her own. If she with-
drew from her stand by his side, the perilous
surface would no longer support him. And
she would be regarded as a fool who had
learned her lesson in time. She did not like
to be thought a fool; nor did she like being
told that she had learned lessons.

And if she were forced to put her rea-
sons into words, as she would be, they
were slight enough to sound inane. They
had to be felt, not spoken, in order to be
understood— perfume—the boldness of his
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eyes when he Kkissed her. They were no
longer sultry—they were possessive. And
their provocative fires were already banked
beneath the ashes of achievement.

She admired muscular strength in men.
Robbins undoubtedly possessed it. But she
sensed that it was already at its peak or
on the wane. He would get puffy.

The whole thing was impossible. She
had willfully got herself into it and she
would take her medicine in getting herself
out. What was more, she would take her
medicine on the spot instead of evading
its bitterness by flight. She wished whole-
heartedly she had taken the plunge that
night in the motor when he had struck
North Star. Her mind had then been tuned
to a proper pitch. The words would have
come easily. But there had been, then, no
words to come.

Her present decision was the fruit of later
speculations. She waited, waited for the
first opportunity that would present itself
which she could use as a handle. But Rob-
bins, too, had learned his lesson. He trod
warily, with slippers and gloved hands.

As for North Star, Marcia had come to
hate him. It relieved her to have some
entity upon whom she could look either as
a direct or indirect cause for her uncom-
fortable position. Ever since the animal
had arrived, she convinced herself, there
had been trouble. Wilbur had gone off on
a burst that was surpassing all previous
bounds for elusiveness.

She had made a fool of herself over
Robbins. North Star had been directly
responsible for having opened her eyes. And
no more than any one else did she feel any
particularly warm regard for the one who
was instrumental in accomplishing that act.
Furthermore, North Star had been right in
his estimation of Robbins and she had been
wrong. She hated him for that.

In the midst of her great confusion the
man detailed to feed North Star thought
it advisable to inform her that in his opin-
ion the dog was ill.

“ Send for a vet,” she said.

And her interest in the matter ceased.

The veterinary gave her the results of
his examination. She received him in her
living room at three in the afternoon. Rob-
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bins was calling at three thirty to take
her to some affair or other at the Van
Homs.

While the veterinary was explaining the
cause, development, and essential cure for
the disease her mind was busied with the
extravagantly vain but soothing hope that
Robbins, before three thirty, would have
committed some crime or outrage that
would serve as a reason for making public
her present contempt. But, she reasoned,
he did not even possess the weakness of
character, that amounts paradoxically to
strength, of a good, honest, forceful crook.

His crimes were of omission; in fineness,
breeding, intellect, and taste. Repulsion—
<he word leaped before her and she seized
it. It summed up her emotions toward
Robbins.

“1 would advise,” the veterinary was
saying, “ that the dog Be secluded at once.
The disease, as | have explained, is highly
contagious and deserves the constant care
of an interested person.”

What -was the man saying? Marcia swung
from Robbins to the veterinary— constant
care of some one who was interested— Wil-
bur—but Wilbur was away—and in any
case his interest in the dog would have been
slight at best, otherwise why had he gone
off so cavalierly and left him.

“ You can treat him either at home, or
in his kennel in the country, or you can
send the dog to a hospital. With such a fine
specimen | would advise the home treat-
ment, preferably in the country. The dog’s
nerves, for some reason beyond the result
of the disease, seem completely overwrought
and the strange environment of the hospital,
the absence of those whom he loves, is liable
to do permanent damage to his nervous sys-
tem.

“ Then there is his pride to consider. A
shepherd dog, as of course you know, has a
great deal of pride. If you send him away to
a hospital he will feel that you are deserting
him to strangers. That you no longer want
him, because he is diseased.”

It was twenty minutes past three. Rob-
bins invariably was punctual. He would
be there, standing before her in the room,
immaculate, shiny, possessive, in ten min-
utes.
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“ Very well,” she said. “ Thank you.”

She rang for Wilkinson as soon as the
veterinary had gone. She went to her desk
and mulled among the papers in one of its
-drawers until she found the letter that
Michael Lebombard had inclosed with the
pieces of her diamond bracelet. On it was
an address. She copied both it and his
name on a fresh sheet of paper and handed
at to Wilkinson when he came in.

“ Arrange with the express company,” she
said, “ to have North Star shipped at once
to this man at this address. Send a tele-
gram to Mr. Lebombard stating that his
dog is being returned to him, and advise
him of the time and date of the dog’s ar-
rival. State that the dog is suffering from
mange. Tell him that my brother, in whose
care he left the dog, is away on an indefinite
trip and that | believe it advisable to re-
turn the dog in order that he may get the
personal attention he requires and which 1
cannot give him here.”

“ Very good, Miss Marcia.”

“ Please see to this at once. If possible,
get him off by an evening train.”

Wilkinson left the room and Marcia’s
eyes fled at once to the clock. It was
twenty-seven minutes after three. She de-

cided to receive Robbins in the drawing-
room. She would make an effort to force,
if possible, an open break. She put on her
hat and neckpiece.

She went downstairs and entered the
drawing-room as a clock in the hall chimed
the half hour. She seated herself as far
from the door as possible. She tried to
strengthen a sudden determination that she
would refuse to permit him to Kiss her.
She lowered her veil. Five minutes passed
before Wilkinson came in.

“1 thought you were upstairs,
Marcia. Mr. Robbins is waiting.”

“ Ask him to come down here.”

“ Yes, Miss Marcia.”

She planned a hundred openings.

Miss

Robbins noted the lowered veil and
checked an intended embrace. Perhaps it
was just as well, he decided. There was

an urgent matter of a business nature that
his creditors made it imperative for him to
bring up. He needed money, a lot of money;
at once. He felt a great confidence in his
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mastery. Marcia would not refuse, would
never refuse him anything. No girl ever
had.

“You know we don’'t have to start until
after four, dear,” he said, and sat down.

Her openings scattered to the winds.

“In an hour,” she said.

“ There’s something | want you'to do for
me, dear. Will you?”

Her heart missed a beat. Some subtle
intuition warned her that luck was about to
break.”

“ What?” she asked.

“ Lend me some money. I'm in a hole
and will be tied up for the next few weeks.
I need ten thousand to tide me over.”

She resisted the desire to close her eyes,
but stared at him quite calmly as she heard
her own voice saying: “ On what security?”

The word took the wind from Robbins.
It shocked him into positive amazement.
There had been no hint—no warning. The
flare-up when he had struck that damned
dog was already erased from his memory.
The word was a trap diabolically opened
beneath his feet and through which he felt

a definite sensation of falling. To what?
“ Security?”
“ Yes. We've never really discussed your

financial affairs, have we?”

He stared back at her, astounded. Some-
thing was wrong — suddenly — incredibly
wrong. But she was a woman. And all
women are alike. He'd eased up a bit on
the petting since the night of the bench
show. That was it! His hitting that
damned dog and the ease-up on the petting.
He got heavily from his chair.

“ What's wrong, dearest?” he said.

“Wrong? Nothing. Why should there
be? No—please—I1'd rather not—not to-
day—"

He looked at her in perplexity. It was
a stall. They all stalled. But he had no
time for coaxing. He needed that check
before they went to the Van Homs. All he
had to do was to get his arms around her.
They were strong, husky arms. They al-
ways worked.

He reached down and took her hands and
dragged her to her feet. He ignored the
rigid protest in her body. He clumsily
raised her veil and crushed her to him. The
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slap of her gloved hand stung him to a
rage.

“You little hell cat!”

“ Get out.”

“ Come here!”

“ Get out of this house.”

Her hand upon the bell checked his ad-
vance. His eyes were bloodshot. In back
of his blind rage something warned him
that he was losing her; that his power over
her was gone. He laughed disagreeably as
he realized that his hold wasn't.

“ Why are you like this?” he said.

“ Because it can't go on. | can't ex-
plain. It would be fatal for both of us.
You'd end up by being as miserable as my-
self. You ought to be glad.”

“ Glad you're jilting me?”

“ Glad I'm admitting my mistake before
it's too late. | don't love you. I've never
loved you.”

“ No?”

“ Don't be disgusting!”

“ 1I'm not good enough for you?”

“ If you must know it—you’re not!”

The blood coarsened his heavy features.

“ So that's it! But I'm good enough to
keep your brother out of jail. Good enough
to save him from the chair.”

“ What do you mean?”

He offered her the version that served
him best. She heard him through with pale
cheeks and steady eyes.

“ Then the price of your silence has gone
up?” she said, “ In other words, it's hit
the high-water mark of my consenting to
go through with this marriage?”

He shrugged.

She pressed the bell.

Robbins’s eyes widened the fraction of an
inch.

“ Mr. Robbins is going,” she said to Wil-
kinson. “ And Mr. Robbins is not calling
again, you understand?”

“ Yes, Miss Marcia.”

There was a threat in every step that
Robbins took to the door.

She telephoned and made an immediate
appointment with her lawyer. Then she
looked for the three postal cards that Wil-
bur had sent her and put them in her
handbag. She called her maid and instruct-
ed her to pack two bags.
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She was leaving that night, she informed
her, for a flying trip to the Canadian north-
west. She would wire if it was necessary
to have her trunks follow with further sup-
plies. She would know better what she
required when she arrived on the ground.

A curious calmness had fallen upon her.
It was a blessed relief to shoulder the
burden of her brother’s trouble. It seemed
infinitely to lighten the burden of her own.
The murder charge, of course, was absurd.
Wilbur would explain. It was his disin-
clination, she fathomed, against dragging
the family name before the public eye that
had caused him to yield to, yes, blackmail.

She despised, yet loved, him for his weak-
ness. Blackmail never paid. Anything was
better than that. She’'d find him and bring
him back. They’d face his trouble together.

Late that evening she boarded the train
for the first lap on her journey to the Ca-
nadian northwest. Mr. Rudgley, her law-
yer, had been most comforting. He ar-
ranged for a secretary to recall the wedding
invitations and cancel all arrangements. He
would also attend, he assured her, to Rob-
bins.

He had deciphered the postmarks on the
three postal cards from her brother. They
started her off on the proper trail. He
agreed with her that Wilbur should be
persuaded to return at once. She sank
back upon the seat in her compartment and
gave her tired nerves over to the swift,
soothing motion of the limited.

In a baggage car up forward was North
Star. She had completely forgotten his very
existence. She had her bed made up. She
went to sleep.

CHAPTER X.
A WHITE CROSS.

E motion of the train, the noise, the
shriek of the whistle, the sway of the
baggage car, the slats of his hastily
constructed crate, drove North Star into a
frenzy of hate, distrust, and despair. His
heart struck the depths and he lost all faith'
in mankind.
The days aboard the express car of the
limited were unbearable torture. The
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branch line to which his crate was eventu-
ally transferred proved worse. The road-
bed was far from the best, and the old-
fashioned freight car that served for bag-
gage rocked crazily from side to side,
stopped with violent jerks that sent his
numbed, aching body crashing against the
side of the crate, and started forward again
with the same violence.

He conceived a bitter anger at the crate;
at the wooden slats that confined him with-
in its narrow space. Even the baggage
car itself seemed desirable. There were
but few trunks and a couple of boxes on
its splintered floor.

If he could summon the strength to force
one of the slats from its place; if he could
push but a little harder against the one
that appeared to give when his body had
been hurled against it by a sudden stop,
then he could get out. Perhaps, some place
. in the car, he could find some water. His
whole throat was parched with fever.

The train came to a stop with a sickening
succession of crashes. A guard came into
the baggage and flung open the side door.
North Star watched his every motion. His
fever-ridden eyes saw the man’s hand take
hold of the peg and pull it from its staple,
saw him roll back the door, saw, through
the aperture, a sight that awoke long dor-
mant memories in his weary heart.

Pine forest, great trees, a patch of sky,
a flood of assuaging things. He stayed still
until the man had closed the door and left
the car.

The train resumed its course. Then he
stood upon his feet and, lowering his head,
pressed a shoulder against the yielding slat.
It began to give, tie forced his last re-
maining courage into a final heave. The
slat gave and he tumbled weakly out upon
the floor of the car.

He lay still, trembling, his tongue hang-
ing out and his breath coming in short,
desperate gasps. He got up and made a
circuit of the car. There was no water.
But through a crack under the door came
grateful gusts of fresh air.

He lay alongside of it, pressing his nose
as close as he could. The bewildering scent
that tugged at his memory grew stronger:

TO BE
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the scent of the pine forest, the scent of
home. That was itl—the home of his
birth. His pain, his lethargy passed from
him like the shadow of a cloud.

He was on his feet in an instant— trem-
bling, but this time with an emotion of un-
believable relief and joy. Stronger and
stronger rushed back the flood of his mem-
ories.

With every familiar scent they increased
until, as he sensed with that psychic power
which defies explanation that he was even
at that moment passing the exact locality
of his birth, of his true home with old
Daddy Michael Lebombard, of his sister
Vidinette, and his brother Jacques, he could
no longer restrain himself, but gave voice
to his joy in a sharp bark.

He felt that his single chance for life
lay in immediate escape, in immediate flight
to his home and to Daddy Lebombard, who
would know what to do for his torments.

He stood upon his hind legs and braced
himself against the door. He took hold of
the wooden peg with his teeth. He pulled.
And the peg came out of its staple. He
jumped backward just in time to stop from
falling through as the door rolled open.

Before his eyes stretched a flashing row
of tall pine trees. Familiar scents over-
whelmed him with their flood. He stood
upon the edge of freedom. He tensed his
muscles for a leap from the moving train.

Even were he to embrace death he was
determined to make that leap. It repre-
sented to him his solitary chance of escap-
ing to the haven of his birthplace and to
old Daddy Michael Lebombard.

Large drifts of dazzling snow still lay
parallel to the roadbed, snow, whose crust
had been thawed out by the sun. A pile
larger than the rest came flashing into view.
He crouched. He leaped, hurtling his body
through the air and away from the crashing
train.

He plowed up to his neck in the great
bank of thawing snow. He lay quiet— mo-
tionless. The train clattered past, clattered
ever softer into the distance.

North Star was free. He could not know
that a great tragedy would confront him
in this freedom.

CONTIN JED NEXT WEEK



By BEATRICE ASHTON VANDEGRIFT

A NOVELETTE—COMPLETE 1IN

CHAPTER L

HER WEDDING DAY.

Y wedding day— when | was to sever
M all ties and follow the man | loved
to our little gay home in the
Bronx!
| watched the sun burst over the back
alley, pale and hazy at first, then spread-
ing glorious through the gray skies like a
lump of hot butter in a cold batter, and
thought of the other scenes it had wit-
nessed. For it was the same sun that had
nosed over the Nile ;0 open Cleo's heavy-
lidded eyes. It was the same sun that had
tiptoed into the gloomy tomb where Romeo
and his Julie laid. It was the same sun
that had smiled on a million lovers and yet
—to-day—it was a different one, some-
how.

THIS ISSUE

And before it had even commenced to
warm the western sky, | would be stepping
into a swell meter machine with my Andy
and tour to the Municipal Building where
a distinguished judge or something would
ask us do we take each other for better or
worse? And we would say: “ Leave out
the worse. There ain’t gonna be none.”

Then we would cross the river and board
a beautiful green plush parlor car and be
whisked away to the Delaware Water Gap,
where we had engaged an elegant suite—
and Andy would hold my hand real roman-
tic all the way.

Andy!—1 twisted my head as | personal-
ly applied a marcel, and risking a seared
ear, turned to look at the little picture I
had of him on the wash-stand beside my
bed. 1'd had it there a year, ever since
I promised to wait. And now there wasn't
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going to be no more waiting. He was com-
ing for me to-day. Somehow, it didn’t seem
real.

| looked at him again. His arms was
crossed masterful and he was gazing straight
at me with them sober brown eyes of his.
And though his lips tried to be stern, there
was the hint of a little crinkle to 'em that
made you think, if he hadn't been posing
for his photo, he'd of been laughing. And
his hair—it was brushed back slick a la
shiek, but over the temple a stray lock com-
menced to edge away from the rest, and I
knew that as soon as the camera had
clicked he would be tossing it back with
that quick jerk of his head that made him
so boyish.

My Andy! | looked at them brown eyes
again, meeting mine so steady and sober,
and of a sudden everything did seem real
—terrible real.

A sizzle sounded from the back of my
neck and a crisp smell of scorched shingles
filled the air. At that minute come the pad-
pad of my landlady’s hoofs on the landing
and a pause outside the portal. Then a
sniff. —

“Hah, 1 smell a rat!” sneered a voice
and the door pushed open. It was my last
day and | could afford to be snappy.

“ Rat, nothing,” | come back, haughty.
“ It's my own hair.”

She sniffed again and jerked the wire
from the light socket.

“ Blowing out the fuses and leaving the
house pitch dark!” she snorted.

“ It's shady enough now,” 1 commented,
daring and malicious. She eyed me, bel-
ligerent but uncomprehending.

“ Fussing, fixing, crimping,” she resumed.
“ What's the girls coming to nowadays?”

“You said it—they’re coming to,” | re-
marked, but it went over her head like a
transformation.

Delivering me a look which would of
blasted a hardier flower than I she slammed
-from my boudoir with a remark that a par-
rot wouldn’'t of repeated. And that was
the one tie | had to sever!

Yet | was kinda glad after ail that | was
only a lone orphan in the great city. |If I
of had folks they'd be making a lot of fuss
over me and, according to schedule, wept
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for the bride. And | wondered as |
thought of it why any woman should weep
on the day that was another woman’s hap-
piest. There just wasn't no sense to it.

It was a relic of the barberless past when
tough guys in whiskers and leopard skins
would sneak up on the fold and frisk away
the fairest. There was some idea in taking
on then—at the sight of the youngest and
tenderest being hauled off by her long and
beauteous hair, growed especial for the pur-
pose— unconscious, with a brutal bruise on
her wan, white cheek. And they wonder
why us present day dames totes the short
and snappy boy bob and protecting face
enamel!

And so I dumb into my chic new blue
bridal crape, crowded myself with a cun-
ning little bonnet and sailed downstairs to
turn over the key to my attic prison.

The landlady was real willing to pocket
it plus two weeks’ back rent, and now that
| was leaving, began to be almost pleasant.

“ Well, well, Miss Corbett,” she remarked
with a twisty smile, “ so you're really gon-
na be married! My, to think this is the
one happy day of your life! For you can’t
count on the rest of 'em, deary, and never
know what you're letting yourself in for.
When | married Mr. O'Dinkle—just a
trusting, young girl—1 understand | was
to make a home for him—not for twenty
odd others.”

She sighed gusty, blowing the strings of
hair outta her pale blue eyes, and folded
the bills I had give her.

“ Marriage,” she continued, weary, talk-
ing through her nose like a kazoo, “ is like
eating in a strange restaurant. You'll may-
be get what you want and you’ll maybe
not. But there's one thing sure—you gotta
pay for it.”

She tucked the green joy-givers down in-
side her chest and waddled with me to the
front door.

“ Well, so long, deary,” she called, almost
cheerful. “ Gord knows | certainly hopes
you'll be happy.”

I shook off a creeping chill, squared my
shoulders and subbed down to the office
where | had promised the boss to put in a
final half day before giving him the perma-
nent opportunity to discover what a sterling
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stenog had been stole from the staff. |
hadn’t informed him just why | was going.
Being an old bach he wouldn’'t of under-
stood why a woman would rather leave off
spanking the keys at thirty per for spank-
ing the kids at try-and-get-it per. So | had
merely told him | was quitting for a “ better
position.”

“ One with a future, | trust,” he re-
marked, affable enough for him, “and a
chance to rise.”

“ Sure, it's all future,” | answered, enig-
matic, “ and there’s plenty of time to rise
—at six thirty a. m.,” | added, soda voice.

But the crowd knew the news, and as |
kidded the keys that morning | was the
cynic’s cure of all eyes. Some of the girls,
had been privately doubting my ability to
hook a husband, especially one that didn’t
expect this fifty-fifty, you-give-half, I-take-
half arrangement of modern matrimony.
But so far as I knew, Andy had every in-
tention of supporting me in the style to
which | was not accustomed, and all | had
to do was to remain comfortably at home
in a Bronx flat, perform the cooking, wash-
ing and worrying, look after the ice, coal
and meat bills and take care of any other
little trifle that might come along in the
natural course of events in my coming new
life.

And as | thought of these things my
heart grew warm and sweet, so that when
| idly binged the buttons | knew not what
I wrote. Anyhow, what did it matter? At
two p. m, | would be making my grand exit
—and the doors of the old life would swing
to behind me forever.

In fact, 1 become real gay and reckless,
snapping snippilyat the boss and my asso-
ciates, unburdening my soul that one glor-
ious morning of the effervescings | had been
cold storaging ever since | hit the outfit—-
and, like the Kaiser, | got away with mur-
der.

“ Hey, you!” the old crab would roar,
summoning me to the sanctum. “ What
the double darn damn is the idea of this?”
waving a letter addressed to one Mrs. An-
drew R. Gibbons. *“ Since when has the
Harlem Ham Products had a female for its
head?”

| blushed. Unconscious, | must of writ
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my new married name on the salutation.
But I come back snappy.

“ Pardon me,” | snickered. “ My error.
It should read the ‘Harlem Home Prod-
ucts’ and you can bet your last year's
toupee it's going to have a female for its
head.”

“ You're decidedly impertinent, young
woman,” he hissed, sour.

“ Impertinent,” | aired, “ but not peev-
ish, thank Gord,” and | swept from the
room, settling myself serene in my seat.

Ida Snyder, a typist of the feline species,
eyed me interested.

“ Well, well, Elsie,” she catnipped,
you're gonna get married—finally?”

“ Finally?” 1 cooed. *“ Nothing’s final,
my child—Ileast of all matrimony.”

Of course | didn’t believe it, but it sound-
ed clever.

* Going to keep on working?” she asked,

sidetracked.
“1 am marrying a man,” | answered,
not a mantelpiece. If any one stays to
home it 'll be me. | want a guy that's will-
ing to fare forth into the great, wild, gropin’
spaces where subways are subways and only
the fittest survive.”

Here | suggestively broadcasted the fee-
ble file clerks and drowsy draft boys a
sugary smile of sarcasm, but it took like
a vaccination on a graven image. Gee, it
must be wonderful to be dumb!

“ But won't you miss the excitement of
the business world?” put in Cora, the cute
little comptometress.

“ Miss it!” | echoed, disdainful. “ Miss
what? The morning subway jam, three
hours of snarled shorthand and dumfoozled
dictation, a chocolate eclair and a cup of
coffee, four hours of manicuring the boss’s
so-called English and being addressed like
a golf ball, then home again to a rented
room to recoup for the next installment.
And we women calls that a career!

“ Well, it may be all right for some,” |
concluded, smug, “ but thank Heaven I'm
through with it in another hour.” | looked
at the clock with satisfaction, while my
andience sat, awed. “ In one hour!” | re-
peated.

Here the switchboard Sarah interrupted
with the announcement that | was desired

SO

“
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at the phone. | ambled leisurely across the
waiting room and tapped the tinkle tube
to the left ear. It was Andy.

CHAPTER II.
POSTPONEMENT.

Y heart turned over, so warm that if
it had been a flapjack it would have
browned on both sides.

“ Oh-h, Andy!” | breathed.
you?”

His voice was quick and hurried and a
little impatient.

“ Qver to the office,” he told me. “ Now
listen, honey, | can’t make it by two. Stick
around till five, dear, and I'll come for you
in time to get hitched for that five forty-
four Lackawanna—"

“ Why can't we get married at two?” |
choked.

“ Because | won't be through in time,”
he explained in them irritable accents that
denotes somebody is listening at the other
end. “ Got some business to fix up— think
I can pull down a little bonus when the
boss gets back this afternoon. It 'll come
in handy on our honey-er—-trip.”

“ 1 don't care about no old bonus,” |
pouted, near to tears. “ And besides, it's
bad luck to postpone a wedding. Oh, Andy,
why don’t you come for me now?”

“ 1 can’'t,” he insisted, stubborn.

“You'd better,” | pleaded, desperate.
“ Oh, Andy, | feel if you don’'t come for me
now something terrible will happen. Please,
Andy, please. You know how | hate—sus-
pense.”

“ Now, listen, dear,” he resumed with pa-
tient exasperation, “ you don’'t savvy how
nice this extra dough’s gonna fit in. So just
at tight or do something useful and wait
for me—see? Now | gotta beat it. Can't
talk so good here so I'm hanging up. No,
I ain't mad at you. I'm just hanging up.”

I turned, my heart dead, and faced the
fishy eyes of the audience.

“Well?” they intoned.

“ Andy says,” | gulped, tearful, then re-
covered my customary poise. “ | have de-
cided,” I announced, “ not to be wedded
till later in the day,” and | set down to

“ Where are
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my desk, businesslike, and tried to decipher
my chicken scrawl shorthand.

A little titter circled around me and my
skin pricked. Then come the gurgling gig-
gle of Ida Snyder.

“In one hour,” she mimicked, and the
rest laughed.

| raised my head haughty.

“ According to Mr. Einstein,” 1| re-
marked, cool, “ time is relative—and to me
it's a poor relative. One hour or ninety,”
| added, nonchalant, “ don't make no dif-
ference in my young life.”

All afternoon | resumed my duties as in
a dream. Here | was supposed to be a bride
and | wasn’'t. | gazed around me, feeling
aloof and detached like a spirit, and it did
seem like death. Of course, that's what
I always thought marriage would be-—a
kind of death and a waking up to find your-
self in heaven. But | didn't know it was
going to turn out this way—a death where
you wake up to find yourself earthboundL

Twice | had to face the boss again, and
I done so in fear and trembling, remember-
ing how sassy | had been that morning. It
was like tweeking the lion’s tail and try-
ing to run—and discover you're rooted to
the spot.

And all the time | felt like a jumper, all
keyed up with every ounce of nerve and
pep, who takes the final run for the jump
and is brung up sharp at the tape line.
Frustrated momentum is an awful thing.

So the gang razzed me, good natured but
galling. Only Pell Prendergast, the sap,
showed what a friend he was. He hook-
eyed the rest of the afternoon just to tote
my grips across the ferry and said he would
wait for me till 1 come. Which I thought
was real sweet of him, seeing as how he
was merely a former dejected suitor of
mine, poor Pell.

And outside the gray skies glowered, with
the sun busting through like a false promise.

At lastmy Andy came.

Of a sudden the skies cleared and the
sun sailed high in a sea of whitecap clouds.
Then 1 took his arm, proud, and smiled
at them who had doubted. And even lda
Snyder come to me, fawning, to prove the
old gag that the cat what scratches the
hardest purrs the loudest.
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“ Ob, Elsie, dear,” she chortled, “ ain't it
wonderful? And wouldn’t you let me come
to the wedding? I'll bring the gang at five
and we'll see you off right, huh?”

“ That 'll be great,” |1 told her, benevo-
lent. And so | left them, lda calling out
something about forgetting my handker-
chief.

Handkerchiefs! What for, 1'd like to
know? There wasn't gonna be no more
weeping or wailing or gnashing of teeth—
and besides | could borrow Andy’s. He
had a big lavender silk one, folded Kitty-
comer and stuck up prominent in his breast
pocket. And say, didn't he look swell?
He wore a bow tie and an English straw
with a saw edge and on his lapel he bore
a white gardenia.

I snuggled over in the opposite comer of
the taxi, just so | could look at him, because
it didn't seem him.

And he looked at me, too, as if | didn't
seem me. Then after a pause he said
formal that my dress was real pretty. |
said | was glad he liked it and didn't it
turn out to be a nice day after all? He
agreed to that without no reservations and
apologized for running it late. | said that
was perfectly all right.

We sat, not knowing what to say, him
wrestling with his gloves and me studying
a passing landscape.

Then of a sudden the taxi swerved and
I found myself in his arms just like old
times, and he whispered over and over
again under my cocked hat, “ Oh, honey,
honey, dear!” and | sobbed in his collar
button: “ Oh, Andy, | thought you was
never coming!”

Then another silence hung, but it wasn't
an empty one, for our hearts kept up con-
versation though our lips couldn’'t. And
Andy kissed me right on Columbus Circle.
| shut my eyes.

A terrible voice was booming, breaking
bur bliss like a bomb: “ Say, you over there,
don’t let me catch you doing that again!”

It was a cop.

“ Oh, Andy,” | exclaimed, sitting up flus-
tered, “ he seen us!”

But Andy smiled, soothing, and said,
“ Naw, honey, he was just bawling the
driver out for clipping a comer.”
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Finally we come to the Municipal Build-
ing, rising like a finger pointing to heaven
with Justice standing atop blindfold, |
asked Andy why that was and he said so
she wouldn’t have to view the mistakes
done in her name.

Then | took his arm and we climbed one
flight of stone steps with the hesitation
movement, as they do in real weddings,
though my high heels teetered like stilts.

Finally we come to the right door and
went in. The room was big and dark and
cluttered with papers so that it looked just
like any old office—and | thought it was
going to be like a church.

Andy garnered some blanks to fill out
and | set down to table alongside a cute
little blonde with dreamy eyes who smiled
at me congenial. So | took pen in hand
and commenced to write down the facts
that would show | was worthy of being my
Andy'’s bride, while my heart fluttered to
a sweet, invisible music that was singing in
my ears.

“ All right, honey?” Andy wanted to
know, after finishing his. “ Better let me
look it over to be sure you ain't done
nothing dumb. Hey,” he broke off, amused,
“ how do you get this way?”

“ What way?”

“ Here, opposite color you've went
and wrote down ‘tan.’”

“ Why, ain't that right, Andy? You

couldn’t call me ‘white’ after last Sun-
day’s swim down to Coney, could you?”

Andy smiled superior and showed me
how it should be did. Then a man at a
cashier’'s window made us elevate our right
hands and swear that what we said was
God’s truth. So he handed us a certificate
and told us we could walk up one flight,
save money and get married.

We strolled out to the big hall where a
high window poured in a soft light that
warmed the cold stone—and it was almost
like a church there.

Andy wanted to stop a minute, but I
said: “ Hurry, Andy!”

He didn't hear me, only raised my chin
and looked.

“ No, Andy—hurry, hurry and you can
have a million of 'em,” | urged, knowing
what he wanted.
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“ All right,” he smiled, “ but this is the
last chance I'll have to kiss—Elsie Cor-
bett.”

| give in. Then we walked to the door
that led to the new life. It was locked.

CHAPTER I11.
DELAY.

AMN!” said Andy, smothered.
We knocked. No one come. The
joint was as deserted as the Polo
Grounds after a World Series game.

“ Maybe it's the wrong door,” |
gested, a cold chill gripping me.

“ Well, it's the right number,” he insisted.

He knocked again and the sound scam-
pered down the dim hall, racing back to
us with an echo like a laugh.

“ Nobody home,” he announced, remov-
ing his hat, perplexed.

We stood there, desolate as though St.
Peter had barred us from the gates of
heaven. Then, through the gray light,
come a little old man that did look like St.
Peter himself, though he trailed a broom
instead of a harp.

“ Listen, uncle,” spoke up Andy, breezy,
“ where's all the folks?”

The old man wedged his broom between
his shaky knees and excavated a gold watch
as big as a cabbage.

“ Ten after five,” he mumbled.
must of gone home.”

“ Now, listen,” blustered Andy, “ don’t
tell me that. We just come up from down-
stairs with a certificate and want to get
married. See?”

“ They’s nothing wrong with my eye-
sight at all,” remarked the fellow, soft-
voiced but facetious.

“ Come off it, uncle,” growled Andy, for-
midable. “ I ain't looking for humor. |
want to get married.”

“ No, they ain't much connection between
‘'em,” muttered Old Walrus without split-
ting a smile.

“ Say, are you kidding me?” bellowed
my prospecting husband. “ Ain’t you able
to wedge it into your bean that me and
the lady has serious intentions of commit-
ting immediate matrimony?”

sug-

“ They
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“In the city of New York during the
last year,” answered the guy, quoting stat-
istics, “ they has been sixty thousand like
you. One more or less don't make no dif-
ference. | see 'em coming— 1 see 'em go-
ing—it's all the same to me—"

He turned to go, but Andy snatched him
savage by his high, ravenlike shoulders.

“ Listen, uncle,” he begged, “ talk sense.
We got to get married right away. Now,
where’s the party that 'll do it?”

“I'm telling you they've gone home,”
repeated old Father William, weary. “ You
better come to-morrow.”

“ To-morrow!” echoed Andy in the voice
a condemned man would use on his last
day—"and “ to-morrow!” | chorused, weak.

| took his arm and we retraced, silent,
stunned. And as we come out from under
the grim gray arch a battery of laughing
voices bombarded us with: * Here comes
the bride—who shaved the groom?”

It was the gang.

In a minute the enemy surrounded us.
Andy and | was parted like a haircut. Rice
pelted us like hail and every time | would
stoop to dodge it, the girls would pour it
down my neck. Then the party got wild.
The boys had captured Andy, using his
right hand for a pump and his shoulder
blades for drums, the while raining loud
whispers in his ears that turned them red.

“ Remember,” teased Bob Beaver,
you're naming the first after me!”

“ Sure, sure,” promised Andy, bashful,
ducking a good-natured biff in the beezer.
“If it's a boy it's Robert—if a girl Rob-
erta.”

I shook off a storm of congratulating
kisses from my well-meaning women friends

and glared. Hartman Brooks was smiling
at me, simpish.

“ Well, he won you, Elsie, fair and
square,” he commented, rueful, * but I
guess | can take my medicine.”

“ What kind?” | snapped, sarcastic.

“ Arsenic or little liver pills?”

Our party was attracting attention. Folks
stood on the corner and beamed at us
benevolent. One of the girls had inserted
a bouquet of lily-of-the-valley into my un-
conscious claw, so my estate was unmis-
takable.
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| seethed, turning to include the world at
large in one single, withering glare—and
met a sea of smiles. The yellow map of a
grinning Chink stood out above the rest.

“ Oh, lookee,” he chortled, silly. * Just
married—nice li’'l blight'n gloom!”

Blight and gloom was right.

After a while the gang run out of stock
jokes and suggested we embark for the
ferry. We done so, a new volley of fire
burning our ears like a sandstorm, while
the crowd corraled a herd of taxis to follow
ours.

We chugged from the curb. Cries and
whistles and toots echoed behind us. Then
come the splinter of glass over our shoul-
ders and an old shoe plopped into my lap.

Our driver got out.

“Who done that?” he wanted to know,
his face purple. “ Who the hell done that?”

The gang looked sheepish.

“ Say. listen,” threatened the guy, fero-
cious, “ if the guilty party don't own up
pronto I'll be driving a funeral instead of
a wedding. 1'm a peaceful, well meaning
man, I am, but I don’'t stand for the rough
stuff. Now, who done that?”

Hartman sneered and slipped a bill into
his clenched fist.

“ 1 ain't no detective,” he said, haughty,
“ but maybe a ten ’'ll salve your wounded
feelings, my boy?”

Our driver reembarked, partly pacified,,
and we resumed.

“ This is a nice way to start our married
life,” complained Andy with a chuckle.

I looked at him, rigid under his tightening
arm.

“ Married?” |
get that way?”

“ That's what 1'd like to know,” he mut-
tered, desperate. “ Oh, Elsie!”

Of a sudden he caved in and laid his face

hooted. *“ How do you

on my shoulder. 1 leave it lay.
“1f we had got married this morning
like I wanted to— " | started out, huffy.

“1 know,” he groaned.
punk husband.”

“You ain't no husband at all,” | re-
minded him, severe. “ Don’t be forgetting
that.”

“ Why, ain't we practically married?” he
inquired, astonished.

“ 1I'm making a
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“ Practically ain’t absolutely,” 1 told him.
“ Oh, Andy, what ’'ll we do?”

He thought a minute.

“ 1 think we can make the five forty-four
yet,” he deduced.

“ Andy Gibbons!” shrieked I, “ | can't
go on no train with you.”
“Why not?”

“1 ain't married.”

“ Well, and you wasn’'t married the day
we took that trip to Asbury, was you?” he
blurted, sullen.

“ That was different,” |1 explained, frigid.
“ It was daytime then.”

“ Great Heavens,” he growled, “ what's
the difference between day and night? A
mere matter of the earth’s revolutions. Do
you mean to sit there and tell me that be-
cause this dam old terrestrial globe has
turned over so that a planet called the sun
happens to be shedding its immediate rays
on a place called China, Elsie Corbett can’t
go to the Delaware Water Gap with An-
drew Gibbons unless some gink by the name
of Jones, Brown, Smith or Doe has first
pulled a little hocus-pocus do-you-take stuff
and signed said name of Jones, Brown,
Smith or Doe on a plain, ordinary piece of
paper? Say, what's in a name anyhow, as
Mr. Shake-a-weapon often says?”

“ Andy,” | returned, sober, “ it may be
Jones, Brown, Smith or Doe, but it's the
name that changes mine to yours, and un-
til it is changed | can't go to no Del-Del-
aware W-Water Gap.”

“1 know, honey,” said Andy, all the
wildness gone. “ I know you can’'t. | was
talking crazy, that's all. Forget it. What
ho! We are arrived at the ferry.”

“ 1 won't set foot on it,” | declared.

“Why?” he asked, sly. “ Do you want
me to carry you?”

“1 can’'t go,” | repeated.
go.”

“Why not? We could let the crowd see
us off, sneak over, spend the evening and a
little coin at the Palisades and hike back
in time for a late supper. What say, huh?”
he coaxed, becoming enthusiastic.

I gulped.

“ 1 know it'd be nice,” | said slow, laying
my hand on his, “ but | can't do it. You
see, Andy,” | explained, my eyes averted,

“1 just can't
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“ 1've been thinking so long of crossing this
river as—as Mrs. Andrew R. Gibbons that
—that | just can’t bear to cross it plain
Elsie C-Corbett.”

“ Not ‘plain’ Elsie Corbett,” he con-
tradicted, vehement.” Beautiful, sweet,
wonderful Elsie Corbett—" His voice
mbroke, “ And she ain’t mine,” he finished.

The gang was hot on our trail, hurling
last minute advice.

“ We've got to board this boat!” hissed
Andy in my ear. “ Or they 'll think some-
thing's funny.”

“ Funny?” | chortled.
to locate the humor.”

I hung back, but Andy hooked my hand
and hauled me across the border line. Folks
jammed in after us and pressed us on
through. Andy was turning to wave fare-
well to the gang. In a flash I ducked and
run through the crowd up the stairs of the
boat. Chains were creaking and the whis-
tle tooted as | bust forth on the upper plat-
form and made for the gangplank. | crossed
it and they pulled it up. Andy was be-
hind me, across the moat—his face white.

“ Andy!” | shrieked, hysterical. “ Come,
Andy, come!”

There was a churning beneath us, the
clang of two bells, and the big crab left the
pier, snubbing against loose piles as it went.

“ Andy!” | screamed.

He stumbled toward me, then jumped.
Across the churn of white foam he leaped
like an agonized goat and clung to the out-
side of the iron gate.

“ Damn fool!” growled the gateman, let-
ting him in. “ You ought to be pinched
for that.”

He wasn't pinched but squeezed—my
own, brave Andy!

Then we sobered down.

“ Now what?” he inquired.

“Ha, hal Try

CHAPTER IV.
ADRIFT IN THE CITY.

'“§ DON'T know,” | answered, hard up
for an idea for once in my resource-
ful young life.

“ 1 guess you'd better go home for the
night,” he told me.
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I turned on him like a tiger cat.

“ Andrew Gibbons,” | hissed, “ | would
rather die!”

“ Well, anyhow,” he proposed, “ let's get
something to eat.”

I went.

It was a dinky little spaghetti place with
a potted palm in a brass bowl decorating
the front wine iw, and there was an atmos-
phere of moldy bread sticks. Andy or-
dered the bohunk waiter to unravel him a
couple of yards of spaghetti a la Garibaldi,
then asked me what | wanted.

“ Nothing much,” 1 told him, indifferent.

“ Aw, come on,” he begged. “ I know
you're hungry. Ain’'t you a woman?”

“Well,” | allowed myself to be influ-
enced, “ suppose you have 'em trot me out
some of that there boiled turkey wings with
curry of rice—"

“ Flurry of rice is more like it,” he broke
in, blushing, while the waiter grinned. In
delving into his breast pocket for the lav-
ender hanky he had produced a snowstorm
of well-known bridal confetti, a souvenir
of the crow'd’'s send-off.

They brung on the food. And | thought,
as | tried to choke it down, what a won-
derful dinner we would be having if Fate
had kept a certain guy we'd never seen
before and would never see again only ten
minutes longer in his offee. We'd be on
the train this minute, watching night pour
over the Jersey meadows, and there would
be a snowy white tablecloth between us,
all ashine with elegant glass and silver, and
a respectful waiter in a dress suit would be
bowing double and asking Andy, “ Does
Mrs. Gibbons care for a bit of creamed
chicken en casteroil or would Mrs. Gibbons
prefer some clams a la big neck with horse-
radish?”

But | didn't say nothing of these
thoughts to Andy. | was learning that men
don’t understand things the way us women
do. It seems that God gives us dames a
special passport to a land of dreams where
the men folks can't follow—only stand
waiting at the gate for us to come back to
‘em.

Then we danced to the wheeze of a cou-
ple of fiddles and a tin-lined piano, played
by a long-haired Romeo with a cold cig-

2 A
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arette hanging easy from his lips which
he would park every once in a while be-
tween two certain black keys and com-
mence singing in a voice full of stifled pas-
sion: “ You left me ow-it in the rain-n-n!”

And as | danced | buried my nose tight
against the withered little gardenia on my
bridegroom’s lapel, and if tears counted for
anything it should of revived immediate.

Time toddled on.

“ Now what?” | wanted to know, watch-
ing Andy labor with his demitask. “ What's
next on our delightful little program?”

“ How about a hike up the Avenue?”
suggested my should-of-been husband with
Spirit.

“ All right,” | agreed, anxious to join
the fashion promenade and show off my
new wedding gown. *“ It suits me to a tee,
as Mr. Hagen might of put it.”

Coy, | grabbed hold my Andy’s laundry
lugger and we set forth for the avenue, so-
called Fifth because it usually takes five
figures to make its acquaintance, while |
done it in one. Now, don't receive the
idea I'm in the habit of handing myself
homage. | merely wish to state that mine
is the sort of thirty-six that puts the
“ suits 7 in bathing suits.

Even Andy, a mere male, noticed the hit
I was creating and as he looked down &t
me, admiring the dignity and poise with
which | swept along, | could see he was
appreciating at last how well bread his but-
tered half was. Yet, while | walked, lean-
ing on my escort’'s arm and turning to meet
his gaze with a vague, interested smile, in-
side my heart there drummed the solemn
notes of a dead march.

Then a different music come to our ears.
We stopped beside a long striped awning
that crawled from the church to the curb
where an assortment of craning necks had
assembled. Then the music stopped and
down the striped lane come a bride all in
white, and a man, not half so handsome as
Andy, steered her by the elbow to a big blue
limousine that was waiting. A bride—!

“ Gee, ain’'t she beautiful?” | whispered
to Andy, as her smiling face peered from
the car. *“ Just like a queen.”

“ 1 ain’t seeing her,” said Andy, uninter-
ested. “ I'm looking right at you, sweet.”

3 A
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“ But | ain’t a bride,” | reminded him,;
tremulous.

“ Well, by heck, you're going to be!” he
cried, fierce. “ The man that married her
can marry us!”

He hitched hold of my hand and dragged
me through the mob that was still empty-
ing outta the church.

“Don’'t, Andy, don't!” |
scared, but he didn't hear me.

In a minute we was standing inside, alone
save for each other and the white-robed
minister that was walking contemplative
towards the altar, banked with lilies and
white roses.

We strolled up the aisle, slow, and even
Andy was hushed. Then we come to the
first marble steps.

“ Mister!” called Andy, soft but insis-:
tent, and gripped my hand tighter.

The minister turned, fingering his long,
purple scarf. When he lamped us he give a
start.

“ We want to get married, mister,” an-
nounced Andy, hopeful.

The man looked ever more surprised, and
a queer, scornful smile crept into the cor-
ners of his mouth—or it might of been only
the shadows” shifting in the light of the
candles.

“—Immediate,” added Andy.

Still he did say nothing.

“ Say, ain't you the one that tied the
couple that just ambled out?” my fiance
wanted to know.

“1 am.”

“ Then won't you tie us?” pleaded Andy.
“ Look, we got the ring and the certificate
and everything.”

“1I'm sorry,” said the preacher, turning
away.

But Andy touched his long white sleeve,
reverent yet persistent.

“ Please, mister.”

The servant of God winced, like he had
been touched by the plague.

“1'm sorry,” he said again, firm and cold
as the marble on the altar,

“ You hitched them” argued Andy.

Then the minister burst forth, vehement.

“ Have you any idea, young man, who
they were?”

“1I'm listening,” said Andy,

warned him,
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“ They were,” he announced, portentous,
rolling his notes like thunder, “ Miss Mary
Van Adrian Schuyler and Sir Edward Tris-
tram Hydewater.”

“ Well,” put in Andy, hot, “ they ain’t
got nothing on us. We're Mr. Andrew
Riggs Gibbons and Miss Elsie Marie Cor-
bett, and 1'd like to know why in—"

“ Andy,” | interrupted, gentle, under-
standing what he couldn’'t, “ I'm sure the
Reverent has did enough for one day. He
must be all tired out. No, Andy, don't.
We can go somewheres else.”

I took his arm and enforced an exit.

“ Say, I'd like to know why the dickens
that guy couldn’t tote out his prayer book
and spill a few words on top of us,” he com-
plained.

“ He just couldn’t, Andy,” |
“ You see—he’s society.”

“ Well, we’'ll get somebody else then,”
declared my embittered half. But we
couldn’t.

Eight nickels later Andy was walling to
admit that the clergy simply wasn’t to home
that evening.

“ They must be all away on a conven-
tion or something,” | surmised. *“ Maybe
at—at the D-Delaware Water G-Gap.”

Of a sudden the dam bust and the flood
flowed.

“ Aw, shucks, honey,” babied Andy.
“ Listen, don't do that, dear, right out here
on the street. Dry up, Elsie, or everybody
will be wondering who you are.”

I turned on him savage, glaring through
a mist of tears.

“Well, I'm wondering it myself,” |
snapped. “ Yes, that's just what 1'd like
to know. Who' am 1? 1 ain't Mrs. Gibbons.
| ain’'t Elsie Corbett. 1| ain't nobody. No,
don't touch met- You can't touch a ghost,

soothed.

can you?” | laughed, hysterical.

“ Now, listen, honey,” begged Andy
scared. “ Listen, dear, turn off the tear
taps. [I'll tell you what,” he added, bright,

“we’'ll hike over to Broadway and take
in one of those greatest love stories ever
filmed.”

“ Greatest love stories ever flim-
flammed,” 1 snarled, vicious, allowing the
tears free rain. “ Huh, it's gonna be great
to set and watch the handsome hero hew
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through fire, flood and fighting to win his
woman in the face of fickle fate, her furious
father and a rip-roaring rival, while beside
me snores the poor sap that ain’t got enough
gumption to be my husband when I'm hand-
ing him myself free, postpaid and delivered
right to the door. Yah!”

“ Go on,” said Andy, humble. “ 1 de-
serve it.”

I choked back a fresh string of warming
adjectives.

“ Continue,” he encouraged. “ 1 want

you to help me call myself names.”

“ Well, 1 don’t do it,” | gulped, sopping
up the sobs. “ Oh, my dear, good Andy!”

He pulled me into the deep door of one
of them swell shops—dark it was, and de-
serted—and let me water the gardenia on
his lapel.

“ Oh, Elsie,” he whispered, husky, “ do
you think I'm bearing it any better than
you?”

I clung close, trembling, then | lifted my
head and smiled.

“ Andy,” | said, giggling through the hic-
cups, “ we're a couple of nuts. Why, we
—we’re having a wonderful time, ain’'t we,
Andy? What's the matter with us anyhow,
acting up like kids that has to stay home
from the circus?”

He laughed, too, and kissed me cute on
the cheek.

“ Now where’s that greatest love story
ever filmed?” | inquired cheery.

“ Over on little old Broadway,” he an-
swered, hilarious. “ Lead us to it!” And
we went, tramping in happy march time
like the parade of the wooden soldiers.

CHAPTER V.
KILLING TIME.

E sat through two shows. It wasn’t
W a love story after all, but a picture
of wedded life, showing how a neg-
lected wife finally commences going with
another man because her golf-goofy hubby
pays more attention to his putting than his
petting.
But | didn’t hold it up as no moral to
Andy. | was too weary to do anything
but set, grabbing his hand grim and think-
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mg—well, we’'d be slipping into the Dela-
ware Water Gap now, driving up to the
hotel in a big hired limousine, and a re-
spectful porter would say: “ Shall | take
up Mrs. Gibbons’s bags, sir. | believe you
have reserved the best room in the house,
suite sixteen, overlooking the balcony.”
And Andy would wave the menial to his
task and step up to the desk and write:
“ Mr. Andrew R. Gibbons and wife of the
city of New York ” in a real leather book.
And the clerk would bow twice and say:
“ Very good, Mr. Gibbons, and does Mrs.
Gibbons desire to have ice water sent to her
room?”

It was eleven when the silver sheet bid
us good night. We come out, the bright
lights of Broadway hurting our eyes, and
I took Andy’s arm and promenaded him up
the Milky Way to look in little stores at
hats and beaded bags that he wanted to
buy me, but I wouldn’t let him because he
wasn’'t my husband.

Then my feet commenced reading the
riot act and | felt kinda tired all of a sud-
den.

“ Andy,” | says, clutching his shoulder,
“ what 'll we do now?”

He thought a minute.

“ Eat again!” he suggested,
“ Here, let's duck into this joint.”

“ 1 knew WE'd end up in the hospital,” |
commented, making a survey of the white
tiled walls and sterilized table tops. “ No,
all I want, is a cup of coffee — honest,
Andy.”

“Two cups coffee, a roast beef sand-
wich, fried potatoes on the side and apple
pie with cream,” he ordered, vigorous.

I snickered. Is there any situation in
which a man can't eat? Our Broadway
brothers likes to call us tire “ bill of fare
sex,” but they is at least two times in a
woman’s life when the menu means nothing
—when she’s happy and when she ain't.

And the assortment of stuff he'd ordered
would of upset a cast iron donkey.

Andrew Gibbons,” | exploded, you
ain't going to put that junk in your stom-
ach this time of night!”

“ Where will | put it?” he asked, eying
me, grumpy.

“Don’t get funny,” | frowned.

inspired.

“You
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oughtta have more sense yourself than to
order a collection of liver-lambasters like
that.”

The waiter was standing at attention, an
inquisitive look lighting his map.

“ Did yah wanta change anything?” he
inquired, but Andy cut him short with:
“ The order stands good. Now, make it

snappy.”
I drew myself up with dignity.
“ Andy,” | said, trying to remain calm,

“you ain't going to touch one morsel of
that awful stuff!”

“Who says | ain’'t?”

“ 1 say so.”

He smiled, self-contained.

“ And who are you?” he wanted to know.

I gulped. s

“ All right, Andy,” | surrendered. “ You
win— 1 ain’t nobody.”

Andy shifted his shoulders, huffy.

“You was almost forgetting,” he re-

minded, “ that 1 am still a happy, carefree
bach.”

At that | flamed.

“ Well, and you can continue such! ' I
cried, hot, “ so far as little Elsie Corbett is
concerned.”

His face fell, and a plastic surgeon
couldn’t of lifted it.

“ Aw, Elsie,” he pleaded, reaching across
the table for my paw. *“ Aw, Elsie, | was
only kidding, honest. 1—1 don’t want to
be no care-free bach— You—didn't mean
what you just said either, I am sure you
didn’'t, honey?”

“ I'm usually in the habit of meaning
what | say,” | declared, frozen, though
commencing to thaw.

Silence weighed, but nobody bothered to
read the scales.

“ All right,” he finally choked, feeling for
his hat.

I surveyed him, my heart hammering.

“ Where you going, Andy?” | inquired.

“ Out,” he said* his mouth tight.

“ You set right down again and eat your
dinner,” | ordered. “ Look, the guy’s com-
ing with the food.” | grabbed a menu,

frantic. “ Look, Andy, they got some nice
banana fritters on the bill. Why don't
you take some of them, too? They sound

real good.”
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“ 1 guess | will,” decided Andy, bright,
settling back— and the meal progressed with
cheer.

But as | watched him stow away the
fried potatoes, the apple pie, the banana
fritter and a sandwich as big as the islands
named after 'em, | prayed fervent that when
they all met again they would form a
friendly little League of Rations for the
peace of the world and my Andy.

It was two o’'clock in the morning when
a guy that must of been the manager
strolled over and jabbed Andy on the shoul-
der.

“ Listen, folks,” he began, shifting a chee-
root to the other side of his facial gravity,
“ 1 don’t wanta break up your little party
and all that, but it's working on toward
morning and the boys ’'d like to have the
chanst to mop up the place a little, prepar-
ing for a new day, as it were.”

“ You mean you want us to get out?” in-
quired Andy, dangerous and cool. s >

“ You pronounced it, mister,” smiled the
man, bland. “ Not that what we'd love to
keep you with us and all that, but we're
running a first class restaurant, not a one-
night lodging house.”

“ Well, I've went and spent my good
money here, whatever it is,” growled Andy,
though assembling his hat and gloves.

“ Yah,” scoffed the guy, peeling off the
veneer of courtesy, i'you come in here,
spend a dollar and a half and think you can

do the same with the night. Why don't
you go to a hotel?”

“ Why don’'t you go to—"

“Andy!” | calmed him. *“ The gentle-

man is right. We have dallied at dinner
long enough.” | drew on my gloves, broad-
casting the menacing manager a sweet, if
vague, molar revealer, and swept from the
joint with dignity.

“ Now what?” muttered Andy, still mad,
as we emerged on Fifty-Ninth Street.

“ Let’'s follow Columbus Circle and see

where it goes to,” | suggested with quiet
carcasm, but it went over his head like a
derby.

“ Naw,” he said, serious, “ | think we
ought to get a little rest—take that crab’s
advice and go to a hotel.”

“ Andrew' Gibbons!”
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“ 1 mean different ones,” he corrected
himself, hasty. “ You go your way and I'll
go mine—and we’ll meet for breakfast.”

“ 1 haven't any coin.”

“ Well, here’s ten,” he announced, slip-
ping me an X. *“ And wait, you better
have five more.”

| backed off, horrified.

“ | can't accept no money from you,” |
protested.

“ Why not?”

“ You may be my finances, but you ain't
my husband.”

“ Then I'll loan it to you,” he suggested,
wily. “ That's a safe proposition for you.
By the time you're ready to pay I'll be

your husband and you won’t have to.
How’s that?”

“ 1t don't listen right, somehow,” | ob-
jected. “ Mom has told me never to borrow
what | can’'t pay back.”

He scowled.

“ That ain't no reason,” he scorned.
“ There isn't no good reason why you
should turn down the first sensible proposi-
tion that | have offered—now, is there,
Elsie?”

| studied the tips of my satin walking
slippers.

“ No-0,” | remarked, slow. *“ | suppose
they ain't no reason why | shouldn’t trot
to some nice hotel on money you loaned me

—and yet— Oh, Andy,” | burst out, un-
controllable, “ it's just—that I want to be
with you!”

“ Honey, dear!”

A silence fell and nobody picked it up.

“ Then we'll stick!” he finally exclaimed,
triumphant. “ We’'ll see this night through
somehow and kill time if we have to do
the same to ourselves.”

I smiled comradely.

“ But they’s only two alternatives,” he
explained, rueful, “ the park or the subway.
Now which would you rather do, honey,
park in the park or the dark?”

“ Not the subway!” |1 hooted. “ I don't
feel like standing up for the mayor again
to-night.”

“ But it wouldn’t be crowded,” explained
Andy. “ We’'d have the whole car practi-
cally to ourselves.”

“ Ho, a private car!” | remarked laconic.
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“And it ® be all right if we could say
*Home, James!” But we can’'t. So | guess
it's us for the big, wide, open spaces, Andy.”

CHAPTER VI.

LOVE IN THE PARK.

E diametered Columbus Circle and
W entered the leafy, light-strewn green

of the park. They was nobody
around, a wind blew cool from the east,
combing the long grass on a little hill and
bearing the restless roar of lions from the
zoo. Overhead trees whispered to us as we
passed and done a fantastic shawl dance
in the light of the lamps.

We come to a bench and Andy give the
order to break, ranks and squat. | done so,
and we set there, silent, looking straight
ahead at the blackness on the other side
of the stone walk—just plain, complete,
absolute blackness with no redeeming ray of
hope. And my heart was such.

After a while Andy felt for my hand
and gripped it, desperate, like a drowning
man would. And though it hurt, 1 didn't
feel it beneath the bigger hurt in my soul.

The breeze blew from behind now, bring-
ing the sweet cinnamon smell of a big bush,
blossoming with yellow buds like dragon
flies. And the fragrance crept deep down
in my chest and swelled like a pain so that
I had to do something or bust.

“ Well, anyhow,” I commented, sarcastic,
“ 1 can't say that you ditched me at the
altar”

He didn't make no comeback at all, only
sighed.

“ Well, why don’t you say something?” |
growled.

“ 1 love you,” he obeyed me, sober.

I smiled and relaxed. After all, they is
nothing so magic as them three simple
words. A man could pelt his wife, bruise
her, choke her and bully her, but if he
said he done it because he loved her—she'd
spend her afternoons gadding around among
the neighbors telling 'em what a wonderful
man she drew, how much he adored her
and would do anything for and to her. But
let him attempt pelting her with roses,
bruising her with diamonds, choking her
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with pearls and bullying her into accepting
sables—without mentioning them three little
words—and she’ll be telling 'em out in
Reno what a cruel and neglectful old Blue-
beard she was anxious to be rid of.

So | snuggled closer to Andy, almost
happy again, and he laughed and brushed
his cheek against mine, but | pushed him
away, kidding him.

“ Nix on the cheek-to-cheek, old Knight
of the Garter,” | giggled, whilst stroking his
stubby chin. “ No nettle can touch me!”

He grinned and cuddled me cute. |
buried my head, sighful, but raised it im-
mediate. Somebody was standing over us,
swinging a Stick like a mad cat does its
tail. It was another arm of the law.

Andy and me separated like oil and water.

“ Listen here, bo,” commenced the cop,
menacing, “ you can’t pull this rough stuff
out here this time of the morning. Unless
you're anxious to get dragged in for spoon-
ing you'd better take the girl home and
call it a day.”

He strolled on, leaving Andy say the
things he would like to of said in his pres-
ence.

“1'll call it a day all right,” muttered
Andy. “ Some day! | got enough trouble
on my hands now without no damn—"

“ Andrew  Gibbons!” | exclaimed.
“ That's a nice way to talk in front of your
wife.”

“ Wife, is it?” sniffed Andy. *“ Say, if
that ain't just like a woman! Try to rea-
son 'em into doing something sensible and
they remain Miss Elsie Marie Corbett, if
you please. But get yourself in wrong
and they immediate elect themselves the
wife. Ha! Hal”

In the flash of a second my stout right
palm bad painted his left cheek red. And
at that same minute the cop strolled back
on the return trip.

“ For the love of liberty!” he breathed,
heavy. *“ It isn't spooning I'll be pulling
you 'n for, but assault and battery. Now,
get, both of you, and don’t let me see you
here again. In other words, move on!”

I went, serene. Andy followed me, mut-
tering but meek, while the cop -watched our
exit. We’'d only made a couple yards when
Andy turned.
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“ Say, listen, mister,” he asked, respect-
ful, “ can | go back a minute?”

“ What for?” snarled the officer.

Andy was flustered.

Think 1 dropped something,” he stut-
tered.

“ All right, but be quick about it.”

Andy wandered back to the bench, his
eyes on the ground, while | stood, impa-
tient. He fumbled around in the grass for
a couple minutes, then picked something
up. It was his gardenia, the doggy, little
old withered gardenia that had been so fresh
and gay that morning. But he put it back
on his lapel, gentle, and come to give me
his arm like a bridegroom.

And so we strolled on, outta the glare
of the lamp and the cop, down a little by-
way that led into darkness.

“ Where does this road go, Andy?” | in-
quired, timid.

“ This ain’t no road, dear,” he told me.
“ It's a bridle path.”

“ A bridal path!”
Andy!”

We walked down it, slow, finally turning
off into an open space bordered with bushes
like the fringe of hair on a man’s bald head.

“ Flop,” ordered Andy. “ We camp here
the rest of the night.”

For a long while we set, watching a weird
moon play light tunes on the soft fog that
shimmered over the grass. And we didn't
say nothing much, there being notiling to
say. And in the bushes little hidden crea-
tures moved— little creatures that was hap-
py in their homes and each other.

“ This is real nice, ain't it, Andy?”'l
observed, cheerful, after a spell of silent
contemplation. “ I never knew the parks
was so pretty, did you? Lookit the fog
fingers come creeping over the ground like a
bogyman. Now the moon’s gone in.
Look, Andy, ain’t she the little devil, flirt-
ing behind her fan like that?”

“1 don't see no fan,” said prosy old
Andy.

“ It's the clouds,” | explained, hushed.
“ A cloud fan of gray feathers tipped with
silver. See, now she comes a-peeping out,
coylike. I—1 wonder what it's like now
down to the—the Delaware Water Gap?”

Andy kissed my fingers, thoughtful, and

sighed |I. “ Oh,
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then
close.

“ Don’'t, Andy,” | begged. “ Oh, Andy,
don't kiss me. | couldn’'t bear it!”

He frowned and picked a long, dewy
grass to chew. The moon had hid her face
for good— frightened, | guess, at the weird
shadows that sneaked through the creepy
mist. It got cool, too, and Andy shiv-
ered.

“ You're cold,” | said, worried.

“ 1 ain’t,” he denied.

“ Well, what 're you doing, then?” I
snapped. “ Imitating Gilda Grey?”

“ No,” he said, weary, “ but | feel like
imitating Rip Van Winkle.”

“ And sleep for twenty years!” | laughed
short. “ Well, you won’'t find me waiting
for you when you wake up, deary. | done
my bit.”

“ Nagging me again,” sighed Andy.

“ 1 ain't nagging you!” | contradicted,
savage. “ I'm merely informing you you're
cold.”

* So’s the north pole; but what 're you
going to do about it?”

“ You oughtn't to of wore that Palm
Beach,” | told him.

“ Well, what did you want me to wear?”
he growled like a cross bear. “ Red flan-
nel or a fur lined overcoat?”

“ Don’'t try to be funny,” | warned him.
“ You know your own limitations.”

“ Funny?” he echoed, scornful. “ | don't
have to try. The situation speaks for it-
self.”

“ And you rehearsed it,” | mocked. “ If
you had come for me this morning when
you should of— There you go shivering
again, | know you're cold.”

“ You're not acting like no steam heater
yourself,” he remarked. “ Where's your
coat?”

“ Over in Jersey with the rest of the
things. Oh, Andy,” | cried, a thought
smiting me, “ he must be waiting still!”

“ Who waiting?”

“ Pell Prendergast. He said he'd stay
with my grips till we come.”

“Who's he, and what's he doing with
your stuff?”

| hesitated.

“ Well, he—he used to like me a little,”

looked up into my face, bending
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| explained, shy. “ Oh, he's real nice,
Andy, and | think it was sweet of him to
bother like this, don't you?”

“ Yeh, sweet as an unripe lemon,” he
growled. “ Why didn’t you let me tend to
‘'em, huh? Ain’'t | your future husband?”

“1 know, Andy,” | soothed; “ but you
see he—he wanted to. He'd do anything in
the world for me.”

“ He would, would he?” snarled my boy
friend, jealous as a Mexican hairless is of
a St. Bernard. “ Then tell him to pick
you the cauliflower off Dempsey’s left ear
or bring you a bunch of forget-me-nots from
the fist of Luis Angel. Yah!”

“ Don’'t be so mean, Andy.”

“ Mean?” he exploded. “ Say, it don't
make no difference to me if your old sweetie
wants to play porter. 1'd merely like to
hand him the tip that whoever horns in on
my little parties usually ends up the goat.
That's all—1 only want him to comprenay
that Andrew R. Gibbons is about as safe
to play with as the third rail, the third de-
gree. or the third party—see?”

“ Three don't seem to be a lucky number
with you,” | observed, amused.

“ When it comes to me and my girl,”
he announced, grim, “ two’s company and
three’s a funeral. That's all | got to tell
this here Mr. Pinned-her-fast—"

“ Prendergast,” | corrected.

He jumped on me.

“ If you're so crazy over the name, why
didn’t you take it?” he demanded.

I was enjoying myself. They ain’'t noth-
ing so tickles a woman as savage male jeal-
ousy. | was just doping out a cutting come-
back when a raindrop plopped on my neck,

CHAPTER VII.

IT KAINETH and shines again,

“a NDREW GIBBONS,” | wailed, “is
that rain?”

He spread a palm, careless. “ |

don't know,” he remarked, cool. *“ Is it?”
“You know it is!” | snapped. “ You've
knowed it all along. You—you're just try-
ing to postpone the rain like you done our
wedding. Well, you can’'t get away with
it.” 1 was crying now, tears of dismal
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despair, “ T-turn up your collar,” 1 or-
dered between sobs.

He done so, spilling a snowstorm of
rice.

“ Rice!” | choked “ Rice again!
following us like a hoodoo.”

We stumbled to our feet and groped
through the rain curtain that wrapped itself
around us in the lamplight like a robe of
rainbow pearls—but cold, they was—Ilike
the bottom of the sea.

“ 1 think they's a little summerhouse
somewheres around,” commented Andy,
helping me to flee before the storm under
his coat like Paul did Virginia,

“ Charming!” | hissed, catching a driblet
of rain off my nose. “ There’'s nothing |
like better on a wet four o’clock in the
morning than to park beneath an arbor and
inhale the fragrance of June roses. So ro-
mantic! Lead us to your summerhouse,
Andy, and let's hope we won't be there
when winter comes.”

We stumbled around in the dark and wet
and finally crossed the threshold of a little
rustic pagoda. We entered and huddled on
the round seat, forlorn.

“ Now we're out of the wet,” announced
Andy, tickled -with himself.

“ Out of it!” | snickered, watching a
miniature Niagara follow the run in my
stocking. “ We brung it right with us.
Huh! it's like taking a high dive in the
Hudson River with your best clothes on and
then avoiding a mud puddle.”

My water spouse tucked his coat closer
around me.

“ Poor little kid,” he soothed. “ I know
you're wet and tired and mad, dear, but
right now you're with the one guy in the
world that'd give his right arm for you—
and his left,”

“ Honest?” | murmured, relentful, snug-
gling deeper down into them arms. *“ Oh,
Andy,” | whispered, mournful, “ we're just

It's

like babes in the woods, ain't we? But
where’s the robins?”
“The Robins?” he laughed. *“ They

don’t hit Newr York till next week, honey.
But it ought to be a good game.”
“ Better than the game of love, | hope.”
“ But the game of love is never played to
a finish,” he put in.
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m “ Sometimes it is,” | reminded him, cyn-
ical.

“ But ours ain't going to be,” be de-
clared.

“ It ain't no time to talk about a finish,”
| snapped, “ when we ain't even started.”

“ Honey, it kills me to hear you talk
like this,” he said, hurt.

“ Kills you, does it?” | snarled. “ Then
I'm wearing the wrong color crape.” |
looked down at my drenched and draggled
wedding gown. “ A widow before I am a
bride,” | snickered.

The rain was pelting the leaves outside
with a soft, uncertain sound like the pat-
tering steps of a kiddie coming downstairs
in the night. It was kinda lulling, too, and
Andy’s head sunk deeper on my shoulder.
Then the rain stopped, and the cold, creep-
ing mist give way to a clear gray light. It
was almost morning.”

“ Go on, Andy,” | encouraged. “ Snooze
a little. You're tired.”

“You do, too,” he-whispered. *“ Lean
against me, honey. Rest your head
comfy.”

“ No, Andy,” | refused, gentle, sitting
erect. “ I'm all right.”

He grunted, drowsy, and burrowed his
head against my knee. Then his breath
come deeper and deeper. Once or twice
he felt for my hand till he found it. Then
he slept with his lips soft against it, con-
tented as a baby.

So | set there, watching him, while the
skies over us turned rosy. And in my
heart come the feeling that now, if never
before, I loved my Andy.

It ain’t no test when you’'re strolling on
your sweetie’s arm down Broadway. It
ain't no test when he makes love to you
under the moon with an orchestra of ban-
jos in the distance. The real test comes
when he’s laying unconscious, a cold sub-
ject for speculation. For sleep is the pure,
warm water that washes away whatever dis-
guise he has put on—and you see him as
he is.

And so | saw my Andy for the first time.
And he wasn’'t handsome and he wasn't
brave and he wasn’t masterful—just Andy.
But | loved him.

THE
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In another minute he would be conscious
of a new day.

Hasty | got out my kit and repaired
damages; and | chuckled to myself as |
applied the good old schoolgirl complexion,
thinking what a time | would be having
forevermore trying to be the first one up
in the morning so Andy could preserve his
rosy illusions of me. Must every wife, |
wonder, sleep with a vanity case under the
pillow?

Snap! went the lid of Old Faithful, and
| leaned back, to all appearances merely a
sleeping beauty, but, like Pathe News, I
“ seen all, knowed all.”

Andy was sitting up on one elbow and
bending over me.

“ Poor little tired kid,” he whispered soft.

He stroked back my hair, gentle, and |
could feel his eyes steady on me.

After a minute | let my lids flutter; then
| sighed and opened them, misty.

“ W-where am |, Andy?” | murmured.

“You been asleep, dear,” he told me,
“ having a nice long rest.”

“ Have 1?” | yawned, delicious. “ What
day is it, Andy?”

“ June 13,” he announced, a thrill in his
voice. “ The luckiest day in the year!”

The sun was beaming beautiful as we left
the park and every shining bough sung
“ Here comes the bride!”

We got to the Municipal Building at half
past seven, and set there, waiting, because
Andy said he wasn't going to take no more
chances. And so we was married. And the
Delaware Water Gap was even more won-
derful than | thought.

It's been a year.

Folks often asks me why it is my Andy
and me has never had a cross word— never
a fight to mar our marriage. And | smile,
reminiscent, and answer soft: “ It was that
one awful day. Everything happened in
that day that ever could happen. Fighting?
We got that out of our system before we
even stepped into the ring. And let me tell
you, folks, no matter how gray the skies
is—no matter how weary the waiting— they
is always another train leaving for the Dela-
ware Water Gap. All you got to do is
get it.”

END
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WHAT HAS OCCURRED

AMUEL B. HARKTON
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is decidedly complacent over the growing success of his wholesale
hardware business; in fact, he is developing a prominent bump of conceit.

His cousin, Tom

Wilbur, head of the sales department, coming in to announce that he has almost clinched a

million-dollar contract with Brink, Deane & Caswell, is somewhat irritated by Harkton's manner,
and suggests that the fact that Harkton's wife, Helen, works in the research laboratory of the
Scathmore Foundation, may be taken by the business world to indicate that Harkton himself
can't make ends meet. Harkton blows up and asserts he will put an end to his wife’'s employ-
ment and make her remain home in Montvale with their children, Dolly and Sam. His wife,
nevertheless, goes to work next day, and Harkton is further irritated by being informed, when
he calls the Foundation, that Mrs. Harkton and one Rivers, a scientist, are locked in a laboratory

and cannot be interrupted.
and that Rivers was carrying a traveling bag.

CHAPTER V.
WHAT SHE HAD DONE.

T may be said that Thomas Wilbur
reeled. This was something he did very
rarely, because he was an unusually

well-balanced, even a hardened, salesman.
But he reeled this time.

“ Sam!” he gasped. “ I—I can’t believe
that! We—why, we’'ve both known Helen
ever since she was a little kid, Sam. If a

Later the watchman tells him on the telephone that they have left,

woman beyond suspicion ever lived, it's
Helen! Why, she never even—"

“You needn’'t defend my wife for me,”
Mr. Harkton smiled bitterly. “ I'm not even
allowing myself to—to think an accusation
yet, because | don’t know. But | mean to
know damned soon!”

He squared his shoulders, as befitted a
strong man about to meet such a crisis. He
laid aside his unlovely pipe— the good old
pipe that had been smoked so many times

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for January 31.
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in peaceful comfort, in that very room.
Also, Mr. Harkton twitched down his vest
and buttoned his coat.

“ How much money have you with you,
Tom?” he asked crisply.

“ Eh? Oh, I'm carrying the wealth of
the Indies to-night—about six hundred dol-
lars. | drew that out in cash to-day be-
cause—"

“ And |%e got better than two hundred,”
Samuel muttered, after a quick glance into
his billfold. <£That'll keep us going until
we can get more, if it's needed. Will you
come with me?”

“ Where?”

< | don’'t know anything more about that
than you do!” Samuel said, vibrantly. “ Un-
til we eatch up with them-—that's all. They
may— | don’t say they have, because | can’t
believe it yet; but they may have taken a
steamer or they may have taken a train for
the west or the south or for Canada. And
it may be a day or so before we pick up a
dew as to where they have headed; but I'll
pick it up and I'll go after them and I'll
stay after them until | catch them!” cried
Samuel Harkton. * Will you come?”

“ l—yes, | think I will,” Mr. Wilbur re-
plied.

“ Let’'s go!” said the outraged husband,
with exceeding brevity, as he started for the
hall and his hat and light overcoat. “We’ll
drive down to the city in your car and—"”

Here, in the doorway, he stopped, verb-
ally and literally. He winced, too, did
Samuel, as he glanced up the empty stair-
way; drawn lines of suffering appeared on
his countenance.

“ The—the kids!” he said huskily. “ I
guess they’re asleep.”

“ By this time, yes.”

“ I—1'd like to sneak up there and look
at them, just once more,” Samuel said
brokenly, his yearning eyes still on the
stairs, “ But | don't dare take the chance
of—of waking them and having to explain
anything. Only—oh, Lord! | would like
to see 'em just once more, Tom! It may be
some time before 1 see them again, you
know. It may be—never!”

“ Well, but—"

“ Because I'm going to Kill that rat Riv-
ers when | get him!” Mr. Harkton advised
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his second cousin, and very convincingly,
too. “ I'm going to kill him, if | go to the
chair forit! Once | get my fingers around
his rotten throat, the devil himselfil never
get 'em off, Tam! And it'll be too good for
him! Heaven knows 1 never expected to
have to face anything like this myself, but
I've always bad pretty clear views on the
subject. | could forgive a professional
criminal or a man who smashed a few laws
in the heat of passion, but I've always felt
that death was too kind for the sort of cold-
blooded hell-hound that deliberately wrecks
a home! I—well, come on!”

He snatched hat and coat. He waited im-
patiently as the slightly bewildered Thomas
did likewise.

“ You're going to tell the servants you're
leaving, Sam?” the latter asked.

“ 1I'm going to tell nobody anything! 'l
phone from the city to Josephine and ask her
to come and look after the kids. Do you
want to phone Doris before we start?”

“ No, I—1 guess I'll phone Doris from
the city, too,” Mr. Wilbur said, somewhat
confusedly and with swiftly growing
anxiety. “ Sam, I—1 wish you’'d just sort
of sit down and count a hundred before we
start. | mean, think it over and cool down
a bit. You're pretty hot just now and likely
to do almost anything rash without—"

“ Yes! That'’s odd, isn't it?” Mr. Hark-
ton cried. “ Do you want to keep out of
this mess or are you coming?”

“ I'm—er—coming, of course. Only—"

“ Come, then!” barked Samuel, and
threw wide the door of his home and—no,
he did not march out into the night, never
to return until, hands all covered with hu-
man blood, the jury had pronounced the
case one of justifiable homicide. Rather
did Samuel halt his progress with a dis-
tinctly violent jerk, for to have continued
one more yard at this rate would have been
to knock headlong from the steps Mrs.
Samuel herself!

She was indeed standing there, all alone
and evidently on her way into the house,
while down the curved drive a taxicab
snorted and puffed away. She was, natur-
ally enough, astonished at the sight of her
husband; but clearly visible above her as-
tonishment—and Thomas at least caught
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this queer effect in the very first second—
there was something oddly glorified and
exalted about Helen! Her eyes shone, her
lips were parted like those of an eager child.
But there was a lot more than this to the
indescribable new expression, Thomas
sensed and wondered— and could not find
the answer.

“ Why, Sam!” gasped Sam’s wife.

“ Hah!” gurgled from Samuel’s throat.

“ What—what in the world—"

“ You're home at last, are you?” came
more dizzily from tire same throat, and more
furiously.

“ Why, yes; | came up on the nine fifty-
five. Sam, you weren’'t worried? I'm so
sorry. 1'd have been here ten minutes ago,
but Freddy’s front tire blew out, down by
the drug store, and he had. to stop and
change, of course. The poor young one was
so flustered, too! It was the first time it
had ever happened when—"

" Come in here!” rasped and scraped
from Samuel Harkton, as his forefinger in-
dicated the corridor.

And now this nameless new expression of
Helen's, Thomas observed, disappeared en-
tirely, quite obliterated by amazement that
was not unmingled with some little anger.
Her eyes widened; her head came a little
higher.

“ Well, yes, that—that's what I meant to
do, of course, Sam,” she said.. “ What un-
der the sun is the matter with you?”

“ Come!” said Samuel, barely holding
down the rage that was'upon him.

He closed the outer door behind her.
Again his big finger came up, indicating the
way to his den.

“ Now go in there!” said Samuel Hark-
ton.

Just once, Helen glanced rather wild in-
quiry at Thomas. Thomas nodded quick,
grave assent. Thomas also glanced at his
hat, his coat and at the outer door and
opened his lips to speak; but at the sight
of the mighty Samuel looming above the
frail Helen he seemed to change his mind.
Thomas, also, moved sadly toward the den.

Samuel closed the door there, too. Chest
heaving, eyes blazing, fists tight, he glowF
ered at the mother of his children!

“ Now!” he cried. “ Where is he?”
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“ Where is—who, Sam?”

“ Your friend! Your friend Rivers!”

Mrs. Harkton winked rapidly. She did
not wink in what a reasonably calm man,
perhaps, would have considered a suspicious
manner. Rather, she winked confusedly
and very prettily.

“ Where is he?” she repeated. “ I'm
sure | don't know where he is. He’'s home,
| suppose. Why?”

“ Don’'t try that innocent stuff on me,
Helen!” Samuel thundered. “ Don't—"

“ Don’'t do what?” Mrs. Harkton gasped;
and then, as some faint realization seemed
to come to her, she turned incredulously to
Thomas Wilbur with: “ He—he isn’t being
‘jealous of Jim Rivers, is he?”

“ Well, I—tell you, Nell,” Thomas be-
gan, most uneasily. “ In a way—yes, |
think he is. You see—"

More than this he did not say, for Mrs.
Harkton’s head had gone back; Mrs. Hark-
ton, in fact, was emitting several peals of
the most natural laughter. For some mo-
ments, its intensity quite shook her slender
little body.

* Jealous—of Jim!” she cried. “* Why—"

“ You can't laugh it off, either! ” her hus-
band broke in savagely.

“1'm not trying to laugh anything off!”
said Helen, and her merriment ended very
abruptly.

“ Helen, you listen to me!” ordered her
husband, and the thick forefinger pointed
straight at the lady. *“ You were locked up
all day with that man, in a private room!”

“ In the laboratory, do you mean?”

“ Call it what you like,” sneered Samuel,
“ you were locked up with him!”

Mrs. Harkton caught her breath. For
one remarkable, flashing moment, the glori-
fied expression returned, too.

“ And do you know why?” she cried.

“ 1 don't want to listen to any neat, in-
genious explanations, if that's what you
mean!” Samuel said roughly. “ I—aha!
Aha! You're blushing!”

“ Well, at the sort of thing you're trying
to imply, | think that any woman might

blush!”  Mrs. Harkton responded, quite
fiercely. “ You dare—"

KWait! That's not all I know, by a long
shot!” Samuel laughed wickedly. “ You
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left that rotten den to-night with Rivers,
and Rivers carried a traveling bag!”

“ A—a trav—" Helen stammered, and
for a moment pressed a fine little hand to
her forehead. “ He—yes, that's so; he did
have a hag. He had the big bag he carries
his pet microscope in, of course; he never
leaves that in the laboratory. But that
you—"

“ Microscope!” Samuel echoed tremen-
dously. “ Microscope—bah! You hurried
out with him; you were on your way—well,
never mind that! You're here now!
You're here where | can talk to you, and
hereafter you’'ll stay here, my dear! D'ye
hear that? This is the end of your scien-
tific rot, Helen! From now on, you'll stay
where you belong and no damned—"

“ Samuel! Stop!” Mrs. Harkton said,
with such remarkable force and with eye
so compelling that Samuel found himself
stopping, without having known any real
volition in that direction. He stopped, in-
deed, with mouth and eyes open, the latter
being fixed upon his wife in a sort of fishy
fury.

“1 don't know what has happened to
you,” Mrs. Harkton said, crisply. “ | know
you don’t drink, so that | think you must
have gone mad! Yes, | think you're quite
crazy, Sam! |—1 suppose that you were
anxious about me, being late and all that;
and if that's what's the matter with you,
I'm sorry. But the fact that a woman
misses one train really isn’t conclusive proof
that her moral fiber has been shattered and
that she is definitely committed to a life of
immorality! ”

“ Well—that’s all right!
essayed, somewhat groggily.

“1'll endure it this time and stay, be-
cause, as | say, | think you're temporarily
demented. But I will not endure any more
of it! Do you quite understand? To-mor-
row morning, if you are yourself again, we
will forget this. And if you're not your-
self, | shall take the children and leave;
and | shall send on to Boston for your
father and your brother and have them put
you in the care of an alienistt Don’'t fol-
low me, please, and— good night! ” said Mrs.
Harkton, and swept past her husband and
to the door and through the door.

But—" Samuel
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Half a minute, Samuel stood quite mo-
tionless, apparently in a state of partial
paralysis. Then he straightened up and
cleared his throat and looked, not too im-
pressively, at his second cousin.

“ 1 guess |—er—said about the right
thing?” he mumbled.

“ If you're asking me, you made a bloom-
ing ass of yourself!” Mr. Wilbur replied
with entire candor.

“ Do you think I—1 overdid it?”

“ Well, you bawled at Neil as if she were
some drab from the tenements, some rotten
little rat not even entitled to a chance to ex-
plain, if you consider that overdoing it!”

“ Well, I—I was excited, of course. |
was suffering a mighty sharp reaction!”
Samuel said, with some indignation. “ Man
gets pretty well wrought up, having his wife
disappear like that, you know. Why, when
—when | saw her there on the steps, Tom,
I simply went all to pieces inside! It's
possible that | may have lost a little self-
control for a moment | was so devilish re-
lieved that—"”

“ Yes, every word you uttered showed
that,” Mr. Wilbur grunted, and himself
turned toward the door.

“ All the same, | believe |'ve taken a
step in the right direction,” Helen’s husband
announced doggedly.

“You do? That's good.
do. Good night, Sam.”

“ Eh? Oh, sit down and smoke a while!”

“ Nope. Have to get back. Doris 'll be
expecting me,” said Mr. Wilbur, but he
paused again, struck by a thought. He
smiled perplexedly. “ | say, though, Sam;
there was something queer about Nell—
when she first came in.”

“ Hey? You think—"

“ No, | don’t think the sort of thing
you've been thinking,” the head of the sales
department snapped. *“ There was a—a
look to her, I didn't understand at all; |'ve
never seen any one just like that before.
She was sort of exalted and all tickled to
death with herself, as if—well, | don’t know
how to describe it, but it was there! ”

“ 1 noticed something like that, too,”
Samuel confessed. “ Sit down and—"

“ Not on your life!” said Mr. Wilbur,
and moved on again. “ There’s going to be

I'm glad you
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a grand old family row in this house before
morning and | don’'t want to be mixed up
in it. Goodnight!”

He was pleasantly wrong about that,
however. There was no family row. In
fact, had one searched Montvale from end
to end that night, one could not have found
a quieter house.

Upstairs, for a little, Samuel heard his
really beloved wife moving around; then
there was complete stillness; and when he
had sucked aimlessly on his pipe for another
period Samuel locked up the house— for
some queer reason with not nearly the usual
amount of tramping around and rattling
bolts—and also retired.

And comfortably tucked in his little bed,
with a paper and a book handy, he regained
much of his accustomed calm and of his
more valued self-esteem. He had, after all,
done the right thing. In a case like this,
not amenable to gentle treatment apparent-
ly, a certain amount of roughness was neces-
sary; if there had been a shade too much in
this instance, there was excuse aplenty. No
man virtually convinced that his wife has
eloped with a fellow scientist can be quite
himself, nor should this be expected of any
man. Never before had Samuel known even
the suspicion of that kind of shock; per-
haps it should have cleared his vision and
blessed him with a certain newr humility
toward Helen. For some reason it did noth-
ing of the sort.

He was calm now. He was honestly
sorry for the ghastly things that he had
said. To-morrow7 morning he wrnuld apolo-
gize—without, of course, being too effusive
about it and being quite prepared to call to
Helen’'s attention his justification, should
that seem judicious. He—oh, yes, he'd
have to square things with the poor little
kid.

But—the fact remained that now?, beyond
any peradventure, Helen knew his senti-
ments and knew that her scientific career
had ended! She knew that henceforth her
place would be right here in the home!
Or possibly she didn’'t know it yet; she was
fighting it out in there, all alone, and the
fight might take all night—but, by thun-
der, when it was over Samuel would have
won!
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His sixth sense told him these things. Be-
ing neglectful in some particulars, however,
his sixth sense failed to advise him of the
peculiar moment that was to come just be-
fore he reached up to turn out the light.

In the door between their rooms, the lock
clicked back. He started up and smiled.
So she was coming in, even now? to tell him
that there was one leader in this family—«
and one little housewife! Aye, she was
standing there in her funny little silk
pyjamas. She had been crying.

“ Oh, I—1 wanted so to tell you!” she
cried. *“ It—it's so wonderful! It has—
has seven distinct isotropes and—

Here Samuel began to rise, and as he did

‘so his wife darted back into her own do-

main, a woman whose tortured mind had
changed all in a twinkling!

“ No! No, I won't tell you!” she said
shrilly. “ 1 won'tl I—don’t you dare touch
me! Don’t you dare come near me!”

And the door slammed and the lock
clicked again, and Samuel sat back and
rubbed his chin. She was having the devil’s
own time with her fight! She was plain
hysterical and raving about her science, ap-
parently. It might be better to insist on
going in there and soothing her and—no!
it might not! It might be the worst possible
thing to do. Because, if she threshed it out
in her own way the whole fool business
would be settled for good, whereas if he be-
gan to meddle at this juncture—

Samuel turned out the light and sighed
heavily and settled down.

But the sighing—which was, of course,
an indication of dangerous weakness—was
all gone in the morning. Samuel arose very
much his own man—very much indeed
the dominant being that was Harkton, Inc!
Downstairs, he caught the sound of Helen's
voice. He opened his door an inch and lis-
tened; and then he smiled complacently.
She was talking to Anna and telling her to
get potatoes and onions to-day when the
man came; so she had not gone down to
the city and she ivas applying her scientific
mind to household problems! .Ah, yes, and
now she was telling Anna that breakfast
might as well wait another few minutes for
Mr. Harkton. Aha! Samuel chuckled as
he dressed.
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As a rule he had small tolerance for act-
ing and artificiality in the home circle, but
on this occasion ordinary caution suggested
that he might -well give a little consideration
to his mien. Hence Samuel descended with
just the right amount of penitence in his
smile and still with just the right amount of
dignity. He permitted the penitence to in-
crease a little as his eyes rested upon Helen,
in her place at the table. He walked
directly to her.

“ Nell, dear,” said he, “ 1 want to—to
beg your forgiveness for all the rot | talked
last night. You see, | telephoned and got
the night watchman at that da—at the
Scathmore outfit and— "

Mrs. Harkton placed one little hand on
his lips and smiled faintly.

“ All right, Sam. | know. | should have
phoned home when 1 missed the eight
thirty-one. Sit down. Your grape-fruit will
be all warmed through.”

And now Samuel kissed his wife, and it
seemed to him that the response was some-
what lacking in real warmth. Well, every-
thing considered, that wasn’t astonishing.
On the other hand, it wasn't a detail that
might safely be commented upon or even
noticed. Samuel strolled to his own place—
inquired as to the children and learned that
they had already started for school—stated
in answer to a question accompanied by a
very odd smile that, no, he had not heard
them shouting— glanced at his paper, neatly
folded as usual beside his plate—and sud-
denly, as he was about to pick up his spoon,
realized just what made Mrs. Harkton look
so unusual this morning.

“ Nelll Why the funny make-up?” he
asked.

“ The funny make-up?” Helen repeated,
raising her brows.

“ Your hair! What have you got it all
pulled back like that for?” Samuel laughed.
“ Why didn't you fix it—ah—ah—fuzzy, as
you always do? It's pretty that -way.”

“ Oh!” said Mrs. Harkton.

“ And you’ve got those confounded horn-
rimmed glasses on, too!” the head of the
house observed. * What's that for? Dod-
son said you could drop all glasses, didn't
he? You havent had a pair on for
months.”
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“ 1 find they rest my eyes,” said Helen,
in the same distant voice, which was more
than anything else like the trickle of ice
water.

“ Well, they make you look like the
dickens!” Samuel said flatly. “ They make
you look like some infernal school teacher
or highbrow, Nell!”

“ Yes?” said Mrs. Harkton.

Her husband stared. Still offended, eh?
-Or was that it? No, after a moment of
staring, he’d be hanged if he thought that
was it! Helen, whose cunning little opinion
of herself should this morning have been
compressed to properly small dimensions,
looked rather as if the same opinion had ex-
panded vastly overnight! Yes, to admit the
thing secretly, she looked just as Samuel
felt, now and then, when he had accom-
plished something particularly big and
satisfactory]

She smiled at him—yes, condescendingly!
She smiled as if somewhat bored!

“ Aren’t you going to read your paper?”
she asked, and shaded a yawn.

“l—yes! | might about as well!”
snapped Samuel Harkton, and opened it
with a swish.

Wrhich, to be sure, he might, and that
ivith a comfortable mind. Because, sulk as
much as she chose, Nellie was again in her
own home! She wasn’t racing for an early
train or riding on one— she wasn’t mooning
about an accursed laboratory with an ac-
cursed assistant—she wasn’'t doing a soli-
tary thing this bright, pleasant morning that
she shouldn’t have been doing. Nellie was
right there at the breakfast table—right
where she belonged and the same old Nellie
from this day onward to the end of Time!

So Samuel smiled as he spread his sheet,
smiled blandly, and then ceased his smiling.
Twice he blinked. Then he closed his eyes
tightly—and then, after a second, opened
them again. And it was still there, the very
excellent picture of Helen herself, on the
front page—still there and staring back at
him.

Nor was this all,
means.

Samuel’s favorite sheet ran to somewhat
florid headlines. He liked them because
they communicated much information

by any manner of
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quickly-—but never before had they fur-
nished him with quite so much information
as this morning, for

DR. HELEN HARKTON ROCKS SCIEN-
TIFIC WORLD BY DISCOVERY
OF NEW ELEMENT!!

crashed past his eye-balls and into his
brain; and as if this were not enough the
subhead advised him that

FOREMOST WOMAN SCIENTIST WINS
$50,000 SCATHMORE PRIZE

CHAPTER VL.
DE. HAEKTON.

FTER all, Samuel was a business man.
When thirty thrilling seconds had
passed, when his cheek had whitened
and his breathing had become jerky and ir-
regular, his first audible observation was:
“ Fifty—wins what? Wins fifty thou-
sand dollars?”

Mrs. Harkton pushed back the hair above
her right ear and smiled, faintly.

“ Why, yes. That's the Scathmore prize,
awarded every ten years, you know, for the
most important scientific discovery of the
decade.”

“ And you—you won this prize?”

“ So they say, Sam.”

“ You—you won fifty thousand dollars,
Nell?” Samuel mouthed on, quite sense-
lessly.

Mrs. Harkton nodded tolerantly, yet with
a hint of impatience.

“ 1t's not paid yet, if that's what you
mean. It will not be for several weeks, I
believe. It—why, it's unimportant in any
case, isn't it? | mean, as compared with
the thing itself?”

“ It—yes, | suppose so,”
tered dazedly.

His wife smiled faintly, perfunctorily, in
the same patient, superior way, and re-
adjusted her horn-rimmed glasses. Sam-
uel's own bewildered eyes gathered a faint
impression: latterly it had been suggested
that, in the vulgar phrase, his capable head
had taken to swelling. Maybe it had; may-
be it hadn’t; but this morning Helen seemed

Samuel mut-
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to be suffering the same trouble, and that
in a much more marked degree.

Vague indignation rose warmly within
Samuel—and cooled instantly, for the
impossible newspaper was dragging at his
attention.

“ It was officially announced yesterday
afternoon by Dr. Charles Reening, head
of the Research Department of the Scath-
more Foundation, that his associate, Dr.
Helen Harkton, after many months of the
most complicated and involved labor, had
definitely isolated and identified a new ele-
ment which—"

“ Toast, Sam?” his wife asked dutifully,
as she extended it.

“ Uh—yes—thanks!” mumbled Hark-
ton, Inc., and fumbled for it and found
that his bewildered eye had passed to:

“-—of such immeasurable importance,
both from a purely scientific standpoint
and because of its possible endless indus-
trial applications, as Dr. Harkton’s epoch-
making discovery, the board of trustees,
which also constitutes the Scathmore
Foundation Board of Awards, agreed unani-
mously that the decade’s fifty-thousand-
dollar prize should be awarded Dr. Helen
Harkton.

“ The element has been named Nel-
lium, and—"

“ Nellium?” Samuel echoed.

“ They—er—decided to call
Helen smiled modestly.

“ Why?”

“ After me, of course.”

“ Huh? Why not—why not ‘ Helenium,’
then?”

“ Too much like helium, Sam.”

“ Well, that’s all right, too; | don’t know
anything about helium, and | don’'t know
anything about naming elements; but this
— this £Nellium ’ stuff is too intimate and
informal. Who gave it that name?
You?”

“1? No.”

“ It wasn't Reening?”

“ No, it wasn’'t Dr. Reening.”

“ So it was this man Rivers, eh?”

“ Yes, | believe he did suggest it.”

“ Well, that's precisely what | thought!”
said Samuel Harkton. “ And | think we’'ll
have that changed over to something else.

it that,”
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I allow no man to go around tacking my
wife’'s pet name on any da—"

“ Sam!” said Dr. Harkton; and the word
was like a pistol shot.

“ What?”

“ Last night | told you precisely what
I meant to do if we had any more of this
nonsense. | assumed that the subject was
closed. It will be closed within a few mo-
ments, one way or the other. Now, do you
really doubt me, or do you not?”

u I—no, of course | don’t, Nellie,” Sam-
uel said, and flushed. “ You know that.
But at the same time—

“ Then let me say just this, Sam: |
cannot—no, really, |1 cannot—permit any
utterly childish jealousy on your part to
interfere with my work. Until yesterday I
tried to keep it even out of our conver-
sation, because | know that you are. not
interested, and |, as a matter of fact, had
accomplished nothing remarkable. But now
I have accomplished something, Sam—
something of real importance. | am very
happy. | should have liked to share that
happiness with you, or let you share it with
me. Instead, you endeavor to heap your
cheap abuse on me and—well, so be it
But this is the end of your cheap abuse.
Do you understand that?”

In a brighter, better state than our pres-
ent one, stringent laws will be passed,
making compulsory the erection of large,
prominent warning signs at tire crucial
point of every situation, domestic or other-
wise, just as railroad crossings and danger-
ous curves and deadly drugs are marked
nowadays.

Just now, for example, he might have
worked happy wonders by stepping around
the table and gathering into his great arms
this new, incredible wife, and then laugh-
ing boisterously over her and petting her,
and so summoning back the older wife he
loved so dearly. Or even last night—he
might have bounced out of bed and caught
Nellie and held her close and allowed her
to cry it out and— Well, he had not done
that, had he? Last night he had been an
iron disciplinarian of an unruly female of
no more consequence than any other fe-
male. And just now he’'d be hanged if he'd
go over there and try to make his peace
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with the strange, uppish being who sat in
his wife’'s place! He—that is, he—he—

““1 understand!” he said gruffly.

But he could have made no statement
more remote from the truth. In point of
fact, at this strange moment, he seemed
unable to understand anything at all. The
blow had come too suddenly upon his house-
hold.

This scientific tommyrot of Helen’s he
had always regarded as a harmless freak,
of course. It was something which had ap-
pealed to her active little mind in college
days, and more recently with young Sam-
uel out of the baby stage, had popped up
again to take the place of mothers’ meetings
and prepared foods, in the same active lit-
tle mind. Latterly its consequences, in the
shape of her absence from the home, had
begun to annoy him; and only a day or two
ago he seemed to remember, he had
determined to put an end to it, and at the
time he had considered that no formidable
task. That it might be of the slightest im-
portance in any way had never even oc-
curred to him.

And yet now—now they were calling her
“ Dr. Harkton,” and printing columns
about her, and handing her money in fifty-
thousand-dollar lots and—"

“ Yesterday,” said Dr. Harkton medita-
tively, in an uncannily cool, even voice,
“ they came trooping up to the laboratory
to cheer. They—they went quite wild for
a time, and my hand was almost shaken off
before they'd finished the informal recep-
tion. Some of the big men came in from
two or three universities before night, and
they—they came to learn, from me.! And
you never even congratulated me!”

“ Eh? Well, they probably knew it was
coming and knew what it—it was all
about,” Samuel said dizzily. “ | didn't,
you see. You never hinted to me that
you were getting ready to pull anything
as stupendous as the papers seem to think
this is, Nell, but—why, | do congratulate
you, kid!”

Unsmilingly, Dr. Harkton raised a hand
of protest. It seemed almost that she shud-
dered delicately.

“ Oh, not now, Sam—please!
late now!” she said.

It's too

3 A
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“ Why, no, it's not—1 do congratulate
you, Nellie. I think it's fine. | think it's
great,” said Samuel, for after all, despite
his faults and his egotism, he was a big
man—he was the splendid type of man
that can forgive his wife even the discover-
ing of a new element.

“ Tell me all about this element,” he end-
ed heartily.

“ About how we—how | came to discover
it, do you mean?* Dr. Harkton asked.

“Yes.”

“ But you'd never understand, Sam.”

“ 1 certainly would!” said Mr. Harkton.
tE1'm at least as bright as most of the
people who read this paper—and appar-
ently it's assumed that they’re able to un-
derstand. Give us the inside story, Nell!”

“ Well, then ”— Mrs. Harkton hesitated
dubiously—* it began, | suppose, when |
finally determined that the atomic struc-
ture—"

* The what?”

“ The atomic structure of
was— "

“ Of what, Nellie?” escaped Samuel.

“ Of tellurium. When | determined that
it wasn't at all what we had assumed it
to be according to the accepted hypothesis
of— Oh, you don’'t understand!”

“ Well, maybe 1 don’t, thoroughly, off-
hand like this. 1 can’t pile up a scientific
education in fifteen seconds, Nellie, par-
ticularly when all this front page stuff about
you has knocked me as cold as it has!”
Samuel submitted rather desperately. “ At
the same time, I'm not defective men-
tally.”

“ Nobody suggested that you were, Sam,”
his wife smiled, with elevated kindness.
“ Only let's not try this.”

“Why not? I'm not a scientist—no.
But—but—"

Mrs. Harkton was considering him fix-
edly, strangely. Perhaps it was within her
heart to punish Samuel for his shameful
exhibition of the night before; or it is
equally possible that her next remark re-
flected truly her innermost mind. At any
rate:

“ No, you're not, Sam— naturally, tem-
peramentally, I mean. You're—er—in the
hardware business,” said she.

4 A

tellurium

529

“ Hey?”

* Just in the hardware business,” sighed
Dr. Harkton.

“ Well, what the Sam Hill's the matter
with the hardware business, that you have
to sneer at it like that?” Mr. Harkton de-
manded violently. *“ It’'s been furnishing
this family with three squares a day for a
good many years, hasn't it? It built this
house and stuck a dog-goned fine little bun-
dle of gilt-edged securities in our safe-de-
posit box, didn't it? Well, then?”

Dr. Harkton had started back, almost
in fright. She had raised her hand again,
in that same regal protest—a brand-new
trick that, by the way, and one which irri-

mtated Samuel intensely.

“ Oh, Sam! Please! | wasn't sneering,”
Dr. Harkton smiled. “ 1 was just suggest-
ing that hardware doesn’t necessarily equip
one for an understanding of research work,
and—oh, we needn’'t be absurd, need we?”*

“l—1 don't know any reason why we
should be absurd,” Samuel said blankly.

He tried to read his paper again; he
found himself gazing covertly at his wife.
She—she didn’t look like the sort of woman
who would go out and, without a word of
warning to her family, discover a new ele-
ment. Even with her hair pulled back like
that and her owl-glasses and all the fool
gestures and airs she was assuming this
morning, she looked much like the Nellie
Harkton who was the mother of his children
and one of the most popular young matrons
of Montvale.

And she was, of course. She—why, how
the devil could she be anything else? This
swell-headed effect was mainly in Samuel’'s
fevered imagination; the fault, thep, was
mostly Samuel’s own. Small wonder, to be
sure, in view of the shock he had received;
but at the same time, unless he wished a
genuine gap to come between them and to
widen— Heaven alone knew how far!—it
behooved Samuel to get back to the nat-
ural.

1 Nell,” said he genially.

“ Yes, Sam? Yes?” said Dr. Harkton,
and came out of a brief fit of knit-browed,
frowning abstraction.

“ Frankly, you know—as between man
and wife, kid—what is an element?”
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Dr. Harkton started—winced—gazed in-
credulously at her husband. Had he sug-
gested that she go forth and rob a bank she
must have looked at him rather like this.

“ Honestly, you don’t know?” she asked.
- “ Honestly, Nell, if an element came up
here beside the table and licked my hand,
I'd never know it was an dement,” Hark-
ton, Inc., confessed, with a rather sad grin.
“1I'd probably mistake it for Fido—or
something like that. So don’t be selfish and
keep all this to yourself. What is an de-
ment?”

Dr. Harkton sighed and dropped her nap-
kin.

“ Well—it is the simplest form of matter,
Sam.”

“ The simplest form of matter—sure!
Like— for instance?”

“ Oh, like—like oxygen or hydrogen or—
or iron or copper—a form that can't be
broken up into anything else or— Do you
know what I mean?”

“ Well, I ought to know something about
iron and copper, Nell; I've handled tons
enough of them,” Samuel smiled, and for
a moment his toes clutched at a safe ledge.
* Go on.”

“ Well, there are eighty odd elements,
Sam, that have been discovered during the
last four or five centuries—and Nellium is
the newest one. That's really all.”

She nodded and smiled, just as kindly,

and sipped the last of her coffee. Samuel
waited several seconds.
“ Aha?” he said encouragingly. “ And

now vou've got it, what do you do with it,
Nell?™

“ What do you mean?”

“ just what I say. What good is the
stuff? | may not know chemistry or
physics, but I know nobody’s handing any-
body else fifty thousand cold smackers for
discovering something that’'s of no use,”
Samuel grinned. “ Can you make it pull
a truck, honey, or do you chuck a handful
of it under a boiler and get up a head of
steam— or what?”

Dr. Harkton stiffened, almost disgust-
edly.

“ Oh, you're trying to be humorous!”
she murmured.

“1I'm not! | only—"
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“ But you are—and you're not succeed-
ing,” Dr. Harkton said coldly, and her lips
tightened.

Again they had reached a standstill!
Samuel stared on at his wife, in the same
blank, rather senseless and uncomprehend-
ing fashion. He—he—confound it—he did
not believe she'd ever discovered— whatever
it was! She was too pretty, in her ordi-
nary state too much the little suburban
wife, to be discovering things like that!
Further, women who did that sort of
discovering were always angular and un-
attractive, if not actualiy blowzy, Samuel
fancied hazily. If they were not, they
ought to be, and—no, he did not believe
it! And still, as his gaze wandered back to
the paper, there was the signed statement
of Dr. James Bowden Comyss:

“ If the data so far accessible upon this
discovery are accurate—and the source
from which they come leaves very little
doubt upon that score—its importance can
hardly be exaggerated. What the scope of
its commercial application may be eventual-
ly, one can hardly predict; but upon the
superficial facts alone it is perfectly safe to
say that the finding of Nellium constitutes
probably the greatest single achievement
in science, not only of the decade but of the
century.”

And that was James Bowden Comyss
saying that— Comyss, the biggest and most
eminent scientist of them all, saying it about
something Samuel Harkton's wife had

done.
An instant he seemed to feel himself
shrinking. He looked at his wife and

thrilled with a strange, timid pride. And
this new Helen looked at Samuel from half
closed, thoughtful eyes, and the thrill died
suddenly and hot, unreasoning fury welled
up in its place—and that died, too, and
Samuel, shaken, smiled shakily.

For the first time in history he, the con-
versationalist of the family, seemed to find
nothing to say. He searched swiftly; he
discovered that he could find nothing to
say while Nellie stared at him with that—
that infernally contemptuous smile. Yes, ac-
cording to Samuel’s belief, it was just that!
And then again, he’d be hanged if he'd
allow anybody’s smile to render him dumb.
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So he stretched his legs beneath the table
with exaggerated unconcern and nodded
slowly and himself smiled once more—and
found something to say.

“ Well, anyway, Nellie,” he said amiably,
“ you wound up your scientific career in a
blaze of glory, didn't you?”

“1 did what?” Dr, Harkton asked
quickly.

“ 1 say, you finished your scientific ca-
reer in a blaze of glory.”

“ Finished it?” Dr. Harkton
“ Why, I've just begun it!”

Samuel sat up suddenly. They seemed
to be coming back to solid ground.

“ Oh, now, see here, Ndlie,” said he,
“ enough of a thing is enough. You know
how 1 feel about your being outside the
house so much. I'm entitled to some con-
sideration, even if | don't go around dis-
covering elements and things. Of course
I have no objection to your tinkering at
that sort of stuff around the home. For
that matter, whatever you want fixed up
in the way of a laboratory I'll have fixed
up in the attic. But as for any more of
this chasing down to the city every day—
nix!

Dr. Harkton was gazing at him with as
much amazement as she might have gazed
at even another new element.

“ Why, you're—you’re incredible!” she
breathed.

* Maybe so, my dear, but—"

“ It isn't possible, Sam that even you
fancy that 1 might abandon my work,
might sacrifice everything—my own in-
clination, the good I may be able to do
the world, everything— solely because you
—oh, but that isn't possible, of course,”
Dr. Harkton laughed.

And at the sound of this laugh, which
tinkled down from some rare spot millions
of miles above his own personal sphere, a
strange and nameless weakness came upon
Samuel.

He essayed a stem frown;
could have been more absolute.

“ Well, that— that stand’s all right in one
way,” he submitted weakly, “ but at the
same time you owe something to—"”

“ Oh! There's Jo!” cried the doctor of
philosophy, and sped from the table,

cried,

no failure
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There, indeed, seemed to be Jo. Samuel
gazed numbly in her direction, saw her en-
ter flushed and with shining eyes— saw her
dash upon her elder sister and infold her in
her arms as she cried:

“ Oh, Nell! It's wonderful! You're won-
derful—you’'re marvelous!”

Dr. Harkton, doubtless, responded ap-
propriately. Samuel did not hear. Samuel
was trying to think. He had not estab-
lished his authority as head of the house;
that was one point beyond dispute. Some-
thing had happened to that authority and
to himself—he seemed to have been picked
up by some invisible force and simply swept
into the background—-and unfamiliar as this
particular location was to Samuel Harkton,
he seemed unable to straggle to the fore
again.

For the moment, that was to say. As
he breathed heavily, he knew that within
a few minutes he would be quite himself
again.

He rose impressively-—he noted that both
sisters had vanished toward the door of the
home and that the door was opening now
and people were talking.

Then Dr. Harkton, buttoning her long,
plain coat, came toward him again.

“ Sam, Jo wall look after the children— I
mean she brought her things this time and
she’ll sleep here.”

“ Well, aren't—aren't you figuring on
sleeping here?” Samuel gasped.

“ For two or three days, | don’'t know,
Sam,” Helen smiled kindly. *“ You don’t
appreciate it, of course, but I've started a
perfectly terrific excitement in our little
circle, and that sort of thing has its re-
sponsibilities, which 1 can't very, well
evade.”

“ Well— certainly! But that has nothing
to do with your sleeping—"

“ I've prepared one paper, and last night
I almost finished dictating the other to the
girl at the Foundation, and she’'ll have it
ready for me this morning,” Dr. Harkton
hurried along. “ Those will have to be
given out for publication, and there are
two rival societies—each of them wants me
to read my paper before it first, you know
—and there are—oh, a thousand and one
other things that—"
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“ Nell, dear!” Josephine put in, quite ig-
noring .Samuel’s existence.
. “Yes?”

“ Your important friend out there with
the whiskers and the thick eyeglasses says
he promised Professor Landburg that you'd
give him a ten-minute interview this morn-
ing before he sailed for Europe—and time
is moving on.”

“ All right; I'll be there immediately.
You tell them, dear,” Mrs. Harkton dim-
pled. “ So, Sam, I'll try to get home to-
night, but | can’'t promise a thing—really.
If 1 don’t turn up, don’t worry. I'll phone
if I have a chance, but I may not have a
chance, and—goodby!”

She turned. But that Samuel gripped
her, she would have sped away.
“ Well, wait!” he choked. “ Who's this

—who’s your important friend and—"

“ Oh, why, Dr. Stemweld, of course—
yes, the Dr. Stemweld, Sam. He insisted
on driving over this way and stopping for
me this morning; that’'s why | didn't go
down on the train, you know. We're to
see Professor Landburg before he sails, and
—oh, Sam, | wish you wouldn’'t muss me
like that, and | wish you wouldn’t detain
me.”

She wrenched herself free and started
for the door,

Samuel gulped down an astonishing as-
sortment of emotions.

“ Well—hey! When are you coming
home?” he shouted.

“ I've just told you, | don't know, and
—oh, wbat does it matter now?” Dr. Hark-
ton cried impatiently, gayly, almost, as she
opened the door.

And with these brutal words the heart-
less woman rushed from her home; and,
outside there was the chugging of a motor
and the faint rasping of gears. Samuel tot-
tered after her, and somehow finally came
to the steps. Just curving out of the drive,
turning now into the street and speeding
away, was a fine, big closed car.

He mumbled savagely in the general di-
rection of its receding rear. He gazed quite
stupidly after it—and presently he gazed
at that dusty empty spot, far away, where
it had turned another comer.

Faintly, weakly, he groaned. In more
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senses than one, she who had so recently
been the wife of his bosom was simply
gone!

CHAPTER VII.
DR. HARKTON'S HUSBAND.

OSEPHINE took singing lessons.
Without due cause or proper advance
notification, she had a maddening way
of bursting into scales. They were not par-
ticularly good scales, and if one happened-
to be nervous their effect was much like
that of sandpaper on a fresh bum. Just
now, being glad of heart over the matter
of her sister, Josephine began with her
highest C and trilled more or less glorious-
ly downward— and the queer thing is that,
as he stared at her blackly, Samuel Harkton
did not even hear.

Josephine, noting this blackness, stopped,
gazed inquiry, and then smiled beamingly
upon her brother-in-law.

“ Well, this is a heluva note, isn't it?”
Samuel demanded.

. Josephine shrank.

“ Oh, you're coarse!” she said.

“ Coarse be—hanged!” Mr. Harkton
responded hotly. “ Who wouldn’t be coarse,
with a wife gone crazy like this and aban-
doning her—"

“You, of all people, ought to be sim-
ply bursting with pride over Nell! You
ought to get down on your knees and thank
your lucky stars for having married the
most wonderful woman of the whole age,”
said Josephine, and turned disgustedly
toward the stairs. “ And instead of that,
you're in a temper! Why, you're—you're
ridiculous!”

“ |1 am, eh? Well, what is it that makes
me so ridiculous all of a sudden?” Samuel
demanded more hotly as he shuffled after
her. “ Is a man ridiculous because he does
not throw up his hat about his wife's
leaving «<her home and her children? |
wasn’'t ridiculous yesterday or last week
or—"

“ Well, you are now!” his sister-in-law
advised him as she ascended,.

Then, just as she reached the top of
the flight, just as Samuel was on the very
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verge of bursting into an unjustified tirade
which he must have regretted, Josephine
deft the stillness of the upper floor with a
new scale.

So Samuel Harkton turned away, his
teeth grinding, and returned to the dining
room and thrust his hands into his pock-
ets and glared at the far too prominent
oil study of a pineapple and three bananas,
done by a maiden aunt whose subsequent
decease had somehow rendered its removal
vaguely indelicate and lacking in respect.
And then, be it said, Samuel did laugh, al-
though not boisterously.

In all probability Josephine was right.
He did seem to be making rather an ass
of himself, although excuses were not far
to seek. This, of course, was the first time
that Samuel’s little wife had ever discov-
ered an element, and it had come as a con-
siderable shock. Later on—when, say, she
had discovered three or four more new ele-
ments— he would become accustomed to the
idea. Indeed, the time might even arrive
when Samuel, glancing up from his morning
paper, would say: “ Well, well, my dear!
So you have discovered still another ele-
ment, eh? Well, that's splendid!” with per-
fect sincerity and good feeling all around.

Only even as yet, in this initial instance,
he still knew himself to be greatly shaken
and— Great Scott! - Was that clock
right? Samuel crashed back to his nor-
mal morning: he had not only missed his
regular train to the city, but if he meant
to catch the one after that he'd have to
do a mighty smart bit of walking. Very
briefly indeed Samuel considered bidding
farewell to his sister-in-law; he dispensed
with this decent bit of courtesy and
slammed the door of his home behind him;'
then he walked, and as he walked he grew
much calmer, much more himself; when
he reached the station he was even smiling
in his own complacent way.

So Chivers went down on this train, did
he? And March and Ludbridge? Chivers
hurried forward with hand outstretched.

“ Well, by golly, Sam!” he cried. *“ I
certainly congratulate you!”

“ Me?” said Samuel easily enough.

“Well, | should say so—on having a
wife like that!”
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“ Oh, yes!” smiled Samuel.

“ You don’'t look a bit puffed up about
it, either,” Chivers observed curiously, as
he dropped the hand.

“ 1I'm not,” Samuel managed to grin, with
entire truth.

There the conversation ended, and Chiv-
ers rejoined his neighbor, and Samuel-
walked apart. Just why he should be con-
scious of this distinctly ruffled feeling he
could not say; doubtless it was because
he had always detested Chivers, He kept
on walking, to the very end of the plat-
form; and here stood a little group of
Montvale dwellers with whom he was not
acquainted.
= But they seemed to know Samuel. They
hushed oddly, as he approached, and they
stared, carefully looking away as he eyed
them. Samuel presented his back for their
inspection and turned his paper to the finan-
cial section; and behind him there was a
very faint whispering, mid he caught:

“ Yes, that's him! That's Dr. Harkton's
husband.”

Samuel scowled suddenly. That was the
pretty sentiment that Chivers had not
voiced in so many words, wasn't it? That,
perchance, was the first thought that came
to anybody, when looking upon himself this
morning—Dr. Harkton’s husband. Not
Samuel Harkton, the head of Harkton,
Inc., but just Dr. Harkton's husband.

All right, then! What of it? Samuel
smoothed out his scowl and gave thanks
for the approaching train, even as a little
shudder ran down his spine. They were
beginning to whisper again back there.

Never partial to travel in the malodorous
smoker, he made straight for that car this
morning and took the very last seat, spread-
ing his paper widely before him and so re-
tiring from the world. .He wished to think,
keenly, dispassionately, effectively, as had
so long been his wont; and there was some-
thing mightily reassuring about the realiza-
tion that he had actually been able to
plunge into the task, even before the wheels
began to turn.

Primarily, then, he had suffered a sort
of domestic shell-shock from which he was
now recovering. Primarily-——not to mince
matters at all—his smug little ego had
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received a severe jolt; and it was entirely
possible that the said jolt had been coming
to the said ego, so to speak, because for
some time Samuel had been growing more
and more appreciative of Samuel and less
and less conscious that there were a few
other people still alive. All this he ad-
mitted; and having admitted it, he felt
much better and knew quite a righteous
warmth.

So that was that, and accounted for some
of the peculiar disturbance, but not for all
of it, by any means.

Nellie, hitherto merely Mrs. Harkton,
seemed to have blossomed out as a public
character and a benefactor of her race. All
right! But why hadn’t he lifted up his
voice in praise? Why hadn’'t she demand-
ed that he do something like that? Why, in
short, had they not rejoiced together over
her triumph? There were several reasons,
some clear, some not so clear.. Getting back
to fundamentals again, he had been some-
thing of a czar night before last, and a
plain, thick-headed brute last evening; on
the latter occasion he had said, had im-
plied, things for which, back here behind
the newspaper, he was honestly ashamed.
Nor, granting the simple and well warranted
faith in Helen which he had always taken
as a matter of course, was any of this to
Be condoned by the rather startling circum-
stantial evidence— He had apologized, to
be sure, but not prettily enough.

And still, even that aspect didn't seem
to account for all of it! No, the thing that
had jarred Samuel almost as severely as
Nellium itself was the incredible attitude
of Nellium’s discoverer—the aloofness, the
vast superiority, the plain, sickening, insuf-
ferable conceit! Why, it was exactly as if
Nellie herself regarded him as that appar-
ently lower form of animal life, merely Dr.
Harkton’'s husband!

Well, why?

No matter what she had accomplished,
that was not like Nellie. There was nothing
in it which even resembled the wife he had
known so long. Perhaps she had two per-
sonalities. That sometimes happened and
—oh, perhaps poppycock. She had just
one personality, and that a characteristical-
ly female one: unstable, easily exalted and

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

inflated, hypersensitized to everything, good
and bad, that had a personal application.
Being inherently like every other woman,
the sudden impression that she was not
quite like any other woman was what was
raising Cain with Nellie.

Probably bubbling with self-satisfaction,
she had been on her way to a nice, con-
servative little pedestal—and Samuel’s
brutality had given her, a terrific boost,
causing the pedestal to rise from a thing
feet high to one miles high. Now she was
luxuriating in an upper atmosphere where
dominating, suspicious husbands probably
resolved themselves into dust and blew
away forever. Or that, at all events, was
as near as Samuel could come to it.

As to the ultimate outcome—'he sighed
meditatively. Doubtless, Nature "would
take its cour e in this case as in every
other case. Nellie would descend grad-
ually to her appointed place; in fact, the
physical part of her would be there to-
night, or Samuel would know the reason
why! And there was a considerable con-
solation, as there always is if one will but
hunt long enough: she could not possibly
affect his beloved business. That, worm-
like in its significance, was still his own.
He turned his paper and gazed at the por-
trait of his wife—and another bright
thought came.

This pet sheet of his had a great trick
of dressing up mole-hills until one mistook
them for Rocky Mountains. He would buy
several of the other papers as soon as he
reached New York. He did this, tucking
them under his arm and making for the
subway and the home of Harkton, Inc.

Outside his building the head porter was
polishing a brass sign; he turned and gaped
at Samuel, quite as if viewing him for the
very first time. Inside his building the el-
derly elevator man of the car Samuel always
used bobbed his head with:

“ Morning, Mr. Harkton! You feel pret-
ty proud this morning, sir?”

“ Eh?”

“ 1 see Mrs. Harkton got her name in all
the papers, sir.”

“ Yes,” said Samuel.

So it was in all of them, was it? Nat-
ural enough, that, he supposed— although
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somehow he had hoped that it was a feature
of his own alarmist sheet. He stalked on;
and the main door of Harkton, Inc., had not
-closed behind him when he was confronted
by that peculiarly idiotic girl, so valued as
secretary by Bell, the credit man. This
creature, always impossible, stood squarely
in his path and clasped her hands raptly.

“ Oh, Mr. Harkton,” she cried, “ 1 want
to congratulate you—1 do indeed! Isn’t it
dear? Isn't it perfectly darling?”

“ Isn’'t what perfectly darling?” the head
of the firm asked sourly.

“ Why, what Mrs. Harkton has done, of
course! It’s perfectly wonderful! It's per-
fectly unbelievable! Why, I've just been
reading that anybody can take a pound of
this drug that Mrs. Harkton invented and
—and I've forgotten now what can be done
with it, but it's perfectly amazing. And I
want to congratulate you and, if you'd be
so awfully good as to allow me to do that,
I do wish, Mr. Harkton, that you'd take
my congratulations to— "

“ All right! Yes! Sure! Thanks!” Sam-
uel barked, as he pushed on.

And here came the Savage kid, unques-
tionably with another eruption. Samuel
slowed down and prepared to blast this
one. And she was only smiling at him
peculiarly and nodding.

“ Good morning, Mr. Harkton,
and walked on.

Samuel, lips parted, was conscious of a
sudden warm glow. She—say! There was
a kid with an understanding soul. He
stopped short. She might be cheap in some
ways and a little too lurid in the matter
of dress, but she had a brain and a heart of
pure gold; she had failed to gush forth even
one small congratulation! Aye, she had
failed so much as to mention Nellie's per-
formance; and while he would have had
some difficulty in explaining just why this
should have pleased him, it had done that
very thing. And Samuel wheeled about
abruptly and beckoned to the remarkable
girl, and she returned to his side.

“ About the— ah— excitement,” he
smiled. “ Is everybody in the office talk-
ing about it?”

“ Almost everybody,” said Miss Savage.

“Well, I don't want any more demon-

”

said she,
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strations,” said Samuel. “ All rot in the
first place—subversive of discipline and so
on. You understand?”

Miss Savage merely nodded, as casual-
ly, with understanding as complete as if
he had merely directed the stamping of a
dozen letters.

“ Very well, Mr. Harkton,”
quietly. “ I'll attend to that.”

Without a word, without a comment, she
simply passed on—obviously to attend to
it. Some seconds Samuel, gazing after her,
stood quite thunderstruck; he had not
known that there was a woman— or for that
matter, a person—in his employ like that.
His heart warmed as he considered her re-
ceding form: there, by thunder, with the
exception of himself, was the only real
executive in the whole works!

He was still smiling when he entered his
own office. He observed the start, the alac-
rity with which Miss Mills rose, the de-
lighted brilliance of her eye as she came
toward him—and ceased to smile. There
was indeed something military about the
stiffness with which Samuel awaited the
approach of his secretary,

“ You know what I'm going to say?” she
dimpled.
“ At

evenly.

“ Then—from the very bottom of my
heart, |1 congratulate you on having a wife
like that, Mr. Harkton!” said Miss Mills,
and in her eye there was a mischievous
twinkle.

“ Thank you,” Samuel said stiffly, and
looked straight over her head.

The mischievous twinkle vanished. It
may be that, just here, Miss Mills sensed
the dire presumption of which she had been
guilty, for she cooled visibly, becoming
all in an instant her remote, precise office
self.

“ Why, it isn't possible that you—" did
escape her.

Samuel elevated his brows ominously.

“ What is not possible, Miss Mills?”

“ Nothing, Mr. Harkton. Pardon me,
please,” said his aide, and dropped her eyes
again.

“ You were about to say—"”

“ 1 wanted to ask whether you wished

she said

least, | suspect,” Samuel said
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to do some dictating first or have me put
in an hour or two instructing the girls Mr.
Calvert took on. You mentioned that yes-
terday, Mr. Harkton.”

“ Go break 'em in, by all means,” Sam-
uel said acidly, as he made for his desk.
“ The mail can wait.”

For whatever reason, he was glad to see
her go. He glared after the slim, straight
back, and sighed relievedly as the door
closed.

Well, the worst was over, if one chose
to feel that way about it. The blow, that
is to say, had fallen and the first shock
passed; he no longer had the dearest little
fluffy woman in the world for a wife; he
was the husband of a scientist. All right—
so be it. They'd probably both recover
and be on good terms again shortly with-
out any great damage having been done.
Samuel chuckled, not too merrily, and
opened his papers. As yet his brain had not
quite settled down to the day’s business;
he’d glance through the other stories of
Nellie’s achievement.

Their earlier paragraphs were not star-
tling; they told much the same tale as his
own pet journal. The average newspaper
reporter’'s comprehension of science seemed
to be about as clear and sweeping as his
own, didn’'t it? One of them referred to Nel-
lium as the newest metal; another men-
tioned it just as glibly as a gas; and still a
third—hey? Samuel frowned suddenly at:
<€Mrs. Harkton's husband is employed by
a New York hardware concern.”

“ Well, what the— " Samuel muttered.

“ Employed,.” if you please, “ by a New
York hardware concern!” His warm eye
hurried down the column. Was there any
more of that? No, apparently there was
no more; they hadn’'t even mentioned Mr.
Harkton again. But one of the other sheets
might have mentioned him, and just as un-
flatteringly. Samuel spread out the next
paper and glared at it, and presently he
whined aloud, for:

“ Dr. Harkton’s husband, upon whose
name this brilliant little woman has brought
so much glory, is Charles F. Harkton, a
tinware salesman.”

“ Well, dammit! | believe that's action-
able!” shouted the head of Harkton, Inc.
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“ You do, eh?” Thomas Wilbur chuckled.

Samuel started violently and scowled up-
ward.

“ Oh, you, is it? Good morning. Yes, |
do!” he snapped. “ Have you read this?”

“ Yep. It isn't a marker to the one you
haven't opened yet,” Thomas grinned.
“ You're John Harkton, a canvasser, in
that one—and the fellow who wrote it gave
his imagination a little free rein and as-
sumed that the grand prize would pay for
the little suburban home you'd been strug-
gling to buy and help educate the kids.”

“ What?”

“ Doesn't mean a thing, any of it,
and—"

“ 1t doesnt, eh?” Samuel shouted.

“ Well, it means that two or three lawsuits
will begin to pop before noon. D'ye think
I'm going to let this bunch of scandalmon-
gers hold me up to ridicule and get away
with it? D'ye think— Here! Call up
Stanwood and tell him to come around,
quick! We'll start something.”

“No, we won't,” Thomas corrected
soothingly. “ I'll call up Stanwood, and
he’'ll have the papers correct all that stuff
—which they’ll do quite readily, | think,
when they know that Stanwood’s our law-
yer, and—"

“ Correct, be hanged!” Samuel cried, al-
though a shade less furiously. “ I'll take
enough good dollars away from that crow'd
to—"

“ Sammy! Listen!” the head of the sales
department put in firmly. “ You're running
a big hardware concern here. You're not
running a madhouse or a school for emo-
tional acting, whatever Nellie may have
done— And at that, I'll say the little
scoundrel had something up her sleeve last
night, eh?” he smiled. “ Something pretty
practical about the kind of science that
hauls 'em in fifty thousand at a crack, Sam.
You did some apologizing this morning?”

* Yes. But this—"

“ Oh, hang that! I'll attend to it. Sam
—what | started to say—have you heard
from Brink?”

“ No. Why?”

“ Well, | haven't, either, and he's been
here in town since yesterday morning,” Mr.
Wilbur went on, and his smile vanished. “ |
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called up the St. Arthur, where he always
stops, and he was out. Called up again
this morning, and he was out again, and
he hadn't left any word for me.. I don’t like
that a little bit, Sam. That contract isn't
signed yet, and there are people in this
burg who'd be tickled pink to get hold of
Brink and shave prices until—"”

Strangely, after all those years of utter
concentration on his business, Samuel only
shrugged angrily.

“ Brink 'll turn up when he gets ready,
1 suppose. If he reads all this twaddle, he
may conclude that I'm too much of a joke
to do business with and never turn up!”

Thomas shook his head and grinned
faintly.

“ You don’t seem so crazy about personal
publicity, after all,” he reflected. *“ Day
before yesterday 1 thought you were get-
ting ready to bust into the public eye and
make quite a splurge?”

“1 don't like this kind!” Samuel
snapped. “ I'm perfectly willing to do some
shining of my own kind in my own
line.”

“ Umura,” mused Thomas. “ Sam, is it

possible that too much hard work and too
much hardware have knocked your vision
into a cocked hat, whatever you were get-
ting ready to tell the trade journals about
it—or are you actually getting filled up
with the pride and the haughty spirit that
precedeth destruction, and so on?”

“ What does it mean?” grunted the head
of the firm wearily.

“ Means that, so far as I'm able to see,
Nell's going to give the firm about a million
dollars’ worth of free advertising before she
is through -with this stunt,” sighed Thomas.
“ Confound it! | wish Brink would show
up!”

“ Well, I may be old-fashioned and out
of date and a swell-headed ass and all the
rest of it,” Mr. Harkton propounded, sav-
agely, “ but I'm eternally dod-blasted if
I want my wife to do any free advertising
for—"

Here he paused, in the very act of bring-
ing down an emphatic fist, for the door was
opening and the little girl who presided
over the desk in the anteroom was looking
timidly at him.
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“ The—the photographer, Mr. Harkton,”
she said timidly. “ The man to take your
picture!”

CHAPTER VIII.
PENALTIES OF SCIENCE.

MUEL subsided. He also brightened

strangely, in a queerly pathetic way;

it was exactly as if some kindly magic
wand had waved above him, sweeping
him back to that happy, complacent atmos-
phere of day before yesterday.

“ Er—all right. Send him in!” he di-
rected. “ You get out of here, Tom!”

“ There are about fifty suggestions 1'd
like to make while he’s operating on you;
still 1 appreciate your diffidence,” Mr. Wil-
bur chuckled, as he started for the door.
“ Sam, have you read through the forty
pages of specifications that go with that
Brink contract?”

“Nol!”

“ Well, for the love of Mike, will you
forget Nellie and do it?” the head of the
sales department cried, desperately, and
threw out his hands in appeal. “ You, per-
sonally, have got about four hours’ work
to do on that thing before you can go at
him intelligently, and he’s likely to be here
any minute! Will you please get at it?”

“l—yes, I'll get at it as soon as I'm
through with this man, Tom,” said the old,
quiet voice of the head of Harkton, Inc.
“ Beat it!”

The door closed, with Thomas on the
outside and the photographer on the inside.

This latter, Samuel noted with mild in-
terest, seemed to be quite a character. He
was a small man in early middle age and
of peculiarly shrunken effect, with an eye
bright and alert as the eye of a fox and a
body apparently capable of motion as swift
as any panther’'s. Plainly, in the practice
of his profession, he was no purveyor of
prefatory remarks; he looked just once at
Samuel and then he bounded forward, the
while unlimbering the front of his box.

Just once, too, he glanced at the big win-
dows. He smiled, with what struck Samuel
vaguely as one of the most oddly open and
disarming smiles he had ever seen.
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“ Light enough here for a gallery, sir,”
he observed genially. “ Will you sit just
as you are for a moment?”

“ Er—ah—shan’'t | be writing, or some-
thing of that sort?” Samuel asked rather
breathlessly.

“ Yes, do that please—yes, just that way.
Hold it a second, sir! Thanks, Mr. Hark-
ton. Now, will you lean your cheek on
one hand and look straight at the camera;
want to get you full-face, sir. That's the
idea. Only don’t smile, please. Look sober,
Look as if you were thinking hard about
something mighty important, Mr. Hark-
ton and—there! Got you! Now, will you
Stand up, please?” requested the cyclonic
photographer.

So Samuel stood up beside his desk.

“ Like—ah—this?”

-“ Well—one like that,” agreed the vis-
itor, although he did not seem entirely
pleased. His penetrating eye focused sud-
denly; he examined Samuel very critically
indeed for a full three seconds. *“ Will you
just throw out your chest, sir, and stick
the fingers of your right hand between the
buttons of your vest? Like this!”

“No, I won't!” responded Samuel, an-
noyedly. “ D'ye think I want to look like
a tintype of an old-fashioned ward pol-
itician?”

Almost hypnotically the keen eyes fast-
ened upon him—and they softened sudden-
ly and seemed hurt; they were nearly the
eyes of an earnest, pleading child.

“Why, you won't look anything like
that, Mr. Harkton,” their owner explained.
“ That makes a very effective portrait, sir,
and particularly with a big-built, impressive
man like you. Anyhow, if it isn't unus-
ually good we don't have to use it—and if
it is it 'll be a winner! Do you mind tak-
ing that pose and holding it for a second,
sir, so | can see just how it does look?

I can tell better that way, you know,
and—"

His voice faded out. He bent over his
instrument. And almost immediately he

was straightening up again and folding tire
front of his machine back into place and
making toward the door.

“ Thank you very much, Mr. Harkton!”
he said, with a really graceful bow. “ Hope
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I haven't taken too much of your time,
sir? Good day!”

And he was gone and Samuel was sitting
down again, with a puff and a somewhat
bewildered grin.

There, bar nobody at all, was the brisk-
est man alive! With a mind and a body
tuned up to that speed, Samuel would have
been a millionaire at twenty-fivel He
chuckled once more. About the time one
or two of those shots appeared in the trade
journals, Nellie would understand that at
least she had no monopoly in the matter
of spreading pictured Harkton beauties be-
fore the public and—say! this was not get-
ting to work!

So Samuel rang for the little girl in the
anteroom and ordered that Miss Mills be
found and returned to him at once. He
spread out the rather staggering specifica-
tions of the Brink contract, blinked at them
once or twice, advised the office telephone
operator rather sadly that he was not to be
disturbed until further notice, waved the
arriving Miss Mills to the chair beside him
=—and went to work-in good earnest.

And so, for hours on end, he labored, at
the sort of task which he loved and which
quite absorbed him. The luncheon period
came; and since Miss Mills had the irritat-
ing habit of eating regularly and left as a
matter of course, Samuel slipped out by
the little door of his private office which
led to the side stairs, hurried to the tiny
lunchroom around the comer, gobbled me-
chanically and hurried back to work. And
the afternoon wore on and, with the more
intricate details of the Brink matter out of
the way, gradually, mystically, a blessed
sanity, a priceless poise, stole back upon
Samuel Harkton!

The heat of recent emotions all departed.
He "was himself again— not that proud self
which seemed to have arrived with the
“ Harkton, Inc.,” engraving, but an earlier
and pleasanter self—the Samuel who loved
his wife and his home above all things.
Actually, it was like coming to the surface
after a long and strangling dive!

This nicer Samuel seemed to be standing
apart, viewing the whole recent mess with
astonishment and more than a little remorse.
Once or twice he paused in his dictating and
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pondered upon matters which had no con-
nection with Brink. Why, in all their mar-
ried life, he and Nellie had never known a
commotion like this! They had had the
usual thousand and one minor disagree-
ments, to be sure, but hardly a single real
quarrel. And this thing was beginning to
hurt the real Samuel much after the fashion
of an aching tooth! More than anything
else in the world this afternoon he wanted
to go home—not just to the house, but to
the home!

Well, then, why didn’'t he do it? In his
heart of hearts he knew perfectly well that
even if she had discovered a baker’'s dozen
of new elements, Nellie would still esteem
him as the whole of her life. Which was
precisely the way he had been feeling about "’
Nellie ever since she had been twelve years
old or so! In his heart, too, he knew that
long before this Nellie herself had descend-
ed from her astounding altitudes and re-
turned to her beloved fireside. One might
safely give odds of an hundred to one thaf
She was there at this moment and—well,
why wasn’t he on the way, too, to make his
peace?

“We'll let the rest of this go until to-
morrow!” Samuel stated suddenly.

Miss Mills glanced up dubiously.

“1 don’'t mind staying late, if you want

to clear up—"
“We'll let the rest of it go till to-mor-
row!” Samuel repeated and arose — and

faced the entering Miss Savage, who closed
the door carefully behind her.

“You don't want to see the reporters,
Mr. Harkton?” she queried, doubtfully.

“ Reporters?”

“Yes, from several of the papers.
They've been there most of the day and two
or three are still sticking it out. I've told
them that you were in a conference.”

“You did well?” Samuel smiled broadly.

“ And | thought I'd better warn you, so
that if you wanted to go out the side door,
Mr. Harkton?” said this intelligent girl.

“ Well, my dear Miss Savage, I'm ever so
much obliged to you!” the head of the con-
cern said quite fervently. “ Thank you!”

The girl favored him with her own odd,
little, sophisticated smile and departed.
Samuel reached for his hat.
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“ There’s a bright girl!” he informed his
secretary.

Miss. Mills raised her brows slightly,
without enthusiasm.

“ Oh, yes,” she murmured.

“ A doggoned bright girl! She’ll land
somewhere!” added Samuel, as he started
for the side door.

And now, being blessed with that almost
incredible astuteness in such matters which
is so much a part of his sex and his kind,
he knew just what to do. He would load
himself down with candy and flowers for
Helen, and having laid these time-honored
symbols at her feet, he would discover that
the whole misunderstanding had been
erased as if by magic. And by golly they'd
have dinner alone and in peace, and if Nel-
lie didn't come around and sit on his knee
for her coffee, Samuel knew nothing about
women—or about that adorable little
woman, at any rate!

He hunted for a little and found those
particularly large fluffiiy filled chocolates
of which at one time Helen had been so
fond. He looked for just the right roses,
too, and fluttered over their preparation,
weirdly mixing the effects of a lovelorn
youth and a crochety old lady. Laden at
last, he boarded his train and -settled down
with a sigh, headed at last straight for
Montvale and reconciliation!

His heart thumped boyishly as he hurried
up the curved drive. Never in all his Kfe
had he been so doggoned glad to get hotne
as he was this early evening! His sparkling
eye settled upon the door as he approached;
this time, he knew, it would open before he
could find his key.

And still—it did not open.

So Samuel found his key and opened it,
after dropping the roses once and all but
dropping the candy. He entered, smiling
expectantly—yet his sparkling eye met
only the equally sparkling eye of Josephine,
his sister-in-law, who was just hurrying to-
ward him.

“ Oh, you're a dear!” this young woman
cried, and kissed Samuel, which was un-
usual!

“ 1 am, eh?” Samuel asked, quite genial-

“ Where—"

“You bet you are!” said Josephine.

ly.
“1
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mAes going to telephone you and ask you to
come home early, and then | was actually
afraid, you went off with such a grouch this
morning, Sam. Sam! Dinner’'s all attend-
ed to and everything and—oh, where did
| put that hat?”

“Well, where is—well, wait!” Samuel
stammered.
“ Can’t, Sam! Jimmy Burgess has been

phoning me all day; he wants me to go to
that garden party at the Thorndyke’s and
it's the one thing |I've been dying to do
and—oh, there it is!”

“ Are you—are you going now!”

“ Yes, and I'll be home here just as early
as | can, Sam,” said the hurried young
woman, as she made for the door. *“ Half-
past one—or two o’'clock at the most
and—"

“ Well, all right, but just stand still for
one minute, can't you?” Samuel demand-
ed. “ Where's Helen?”

Quite startled, Josephine did stand stilly

“ Oh—yes—Helen,” she answered. 1'd
almost forgotten, Sam. Helen isn't coming
home to-night!”

“ She isn't what?” Samuel gasped.

“ No, she phoned in about three. She
was captured by that Mrs.— Mrs.—oh,
what's the woman’'s beastly name, Sam?
The one who gave half a million to the
Foundation last year; you know the woman
I rhean. Well, anyway, Mrs.—whatever
her' name is—is giving some sort of scien-
tific society shindig at her country place to-
night and she insisted that Helen go along
and read her paper. Nell said there was no
way of getting out of it.”

Samuel drew one deep breath.

She didn’t mention when she was com-
ing ‘home, did she?”

<fNo, she didn't Sam,” said Josephine,
and moved on toward the door.

Samuel drew another deep breath.

“sHow can | get in touch with Helen on
the telephone?” he inquired darkly.

“ How?” Josephine, briefly, came almost
to :a standstill again. “ Why—I'm sure |
don’'t know, Sam. |If—if | could think of
her name, you might—but, even so, we
don’t know where her country place is, do
we? It's somewhere within motoring dis-
tance of New York, of course, because they
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were just starting when Nell phoned, but
—what do you want to phone about?”

“ Nothing!” Samuel said, coldly, inci-
sively. “ 1 haven't the slightest curiosity
about my wife’s movements, of course.
Don’t let me detain you, Josephine!”

“ No, | won't, old thing— thanks for be-
ing so nice about it!” Miss Meeker tossed
back to him, as she fled, laughing happily.

Perhaps a minute, Samuel merely looked
about him. He was not angry; he was
somewhat astonished at that realization. He
was rather chilly, somewhere inside, and a
black depression was coming down upon-
him swiftly. He turned at last to meet the
grave eye of his daughter—and for an in-
stant they only smiled at one another and
Samuel turned more chilly.

Pretty as she was, normal child as she
was, nevertheless there were times when,
looking at his daughter, Samuel had the
queerest sense that she was about three
hyundred years old and that she had ac-
quired saddening wisdom all along the
route! This was one of the times.

She was in his arms now and Samuel was
holding her quite fiercely. And now she
had disengaged herself and sighed.

“ You brought those flowers for mother?”
she said.

“ I—yes, honey,” Samuel sighed.

“ It's too bad, dad, but—don't you care.
Oh—and the candy!”

Samuel, with a dreadful effort, yanked
to, his visage what passed for a normal
fatherly grin.

“ 1 guess | brought the candy for you
kids,” he lied cheerfully. “ But not before
dinner, Dot.”

Dinner could have been more cheerful.
Despite his best efforts, conversation had a
way of ceasing to exist, completely as a
drop of water in desert sunshine. The
younger Samuel was turning rather morose,
although this did not affect his appetite;
several times he asked anxiously of his
mother, and Samuel replied jocosely.

Not that he could go on replying jocosely
for any definite period, though. Even be-
fore dinner whs over he knew that the truth
of the tragedy would have to be communi-
cated somehow, even to this little five-year-
old boy, heartlessly abandoned to the care
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of an aunt and two or three servants, a ten-
der lamb slaughtered on the altar of sci-
ence! Possibly not quite so bad as all that,
although the phrase, running over in his
brain, appealed to Samuel as fitting the case
with ghastly snugness!

He was glad when dinner was over. He
smiled quite pathetically as his little daugh-
ter wound an arm about his neck.

“1'll read Sammy his story and put him
to bed, father,” said she. “ You needn't
bother.”

“ Well—thanks, honey!” smiled Samuel,
and hugged her gratefully.

“ You stay down here and read. | know
you're tired. Er—where did you put the
candy, father, dear?”

“ Over there. Not too much of it, Dot.”

“ No, father, dear,” beamed this wise and
dutiful child, and left him to rest.

One hour Samuel devoted to his thoughts.
They were dark thoughts; some of them
were mocking; none of them led anywhere
at all. Then, grimly, Samuel jerked down
the legs of the card table in his den, found
cards and settled, more grimly, to solitaire.
He, at least, owned the conscience of a
parent; it might be silly, but he could not
go to bed comfortably until he knew that
Josephine was back.

But how he hated solitaire! And soli-
tude! Damnation, how he did hate them
both! He fumed over the table, puffing
hard at his pipe. Solitude! Why, by all
the particularly malevolent gods, he might
as well have been wandering alone in the
middle of the Sahara as—

“ Axcuse me,” said Olga, the new maid.

“ Huh?”

“ Ban people to seen you!” Olga stated
precisely.

Samuel opened his eyes wonderingly.
There certainly were people out there; he
heard them talking and chattering in the
living room, in the big hallway. He strug-
gled to his feet and hurried forth, his soli-
tude relieved so unexpectedly.

They saw him. They cheered gayly.
They demanded Helen. They were, as he
observed at once, neighbors all in festive
mood, to the number of thirty or so. They
had come, as he learned presently, hotly,
as a little surprise delegation of old friends,
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to congratulate Dr. Helen Harkton. Also,
they bore floral offerings—just by the way,
as Samuel had borne them to the same de-
serted shrine—and they were bubbling with
irresponsible mirth and the spirit of the oc-
casion, Samuel looked them over and his
heart turned to hot, resentful stone: out of
the whole collection there was not one he
liked, whose society he could even tolerate
without an effort!

_ There was a certain, chagrin apparent,
when they understood that Helen herself
was not to be of their number. Still, they
had come to celebrate her triumph and with
Samuel right there to act as proxy for his
distinguished wife, they proceeded to cele-
brate in their informal, neighborly way.

It is better not to dwell upon this party
and the reactions of Samuel Harkton. The
nervous part of him was badly out of ad-
justment to-night. And the household
owned a piano, of course, and a talking
machine and, given these last two ingredi-
ents, the impromptu dance which followed
little idiotic Leslie Peeks and her doll-faced
husband just as a shadow follows normal
people, materialized in about twenty-five
minutes.

But they went home just before twelve,
leaving flowers and congratulations behind
them for Helen. They bubbled and giggled
and laughed their way out of the house,
and Samuel still lived. Not much more
than that, to be sure, but he still lived.
He who had so recently detested solitude
now gave up a prayer of thanks for solitude
and staggered back to his cards.

There was a timid little step upon the
stairs presently. Samuel went to investi-
gate. He found his daughter, much more
moody than usual, standing in the living
room doorway, in her little nightie. She
smiled very sadly at Samuel._

“ 1 couldn’t sleep,” she explained.

.“ That's funny, with that— that crew of
hare-brained imbeciles shrieking their lungs
out, darling!” the hospitable Samuel said

bitterly. “ They're gone now, thank—er—
thank goodness. You'd better run back to
bed.”

Dorothy sighed.
“ It's so lonely with mother away,” she
observed.
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“ Well, mother 11 be back pretty soon!”
Samuel forced out, and patted her head;
and the child nestled to him and solemnly
contemplated the flowers, strewn all about.

“ Doesn't it look—doesn’t it smell— just
like a funeral?” she murmured.

“ Say, for the love of—” Samuel Harkton
began in a gasp; and instantly controlled
himself and shakily patted the head again.
“ Honey, dearest,” said Samuel, “ | want
you to run off to bed and to sleep. Every-
thing's all right and—and—and it isn't at
all like a funeral!”

“ It is, though!” the child insisted as she
drew away. “ It's just like Mrs. Maynard'’s
fune—"

“ Dolly, dear!” Samuel choked, sternly.
“ Go—to—bed!”

Dorothy climbed the stairs slowly. Sam-
uel, watching until she turned at the head
of the flight, waved his hand and returned
to his cards.

A clock struck one. A clock struck half
past one. And presently a clock struck two,
while Samuel still laid out his cards and
thought and thought and thought.

“ 1 want my mother!” a small, somehow
a dreadful, voice insisted, upstairs—Sam-

my’s voice, indeed. “ I—want my mother!”
said this voice again, and ended with a
groan.

Samuel Harkton's spine froze. It—it

wasn't just the natural wail of a lonely kid;
an inner parental instinct advised him of
this and brought him to his feet. Some-
thingr—something was wrong up there!
Samuel ran toward the stairs. Bad enough,
Heaven alone knew, to have the poor little
fellow forsaken by an unnatural mother;
but if anything ever—ever really happened
to him—

He jerked open the door and entered,
wild-eyed. He moaned awfully! He shut
his teeth upon the terror-stricken whine that
rose to his lips; something was indeed hap-
pening to Sammy. With poor little Doro-
thy drooping over him at one side of the
bed; mvith Olga, in flowery dressing gown,
looking down at him with more concern
than one might have fancied possible to just
that face, Samuel the younger was whim-
pering and writhing in pain.

And dreadful fingers clutched at the heart
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of Samuel the elder and stilled its beating,
for he knew! His boy—his little boy—»
was dying! He seized him and picked him
up and there was a scream of agony and
a heartbreaking:

“ 1 want my— mother!”

“ Father!” Dorothy stud thinly.
he—"

Something in that flattened, despairing
voice hurled Samuel into action. Tenderly
he laid his son upon the bed. Madly, he
raced to the telephone in his own room.

And so, within a matter of minutes, the
bell rang and Dr, Richard Boyce, a some-
what towsled and breathless physician,
swung his black bag into the home, had
the vile taste to yawn in Samuel’s face as
that gentleman bade him ascend while still
there might be hope and then did ascend
quickly.

Quite anxiously, since he was really the
oldest friend of Samuel, Jr., he bent over
the ostensibly dying child. He poked and
prodded about a bit and then stood up and
looked sourly at Samuel.

“ What's he been eating,
snapped.

“ Hey?
ular food he always eats, Dick!
gan—"

“ O-oh!” observed Dorothy, prolonging
the sound strangely.

Dr. Boyce glanced at her, just as she
sank to the bed beside her brother.

“ You, too, eh?” he grunted. And he
opened his bag and looked meditatively at
Olga. *“ Well, better bring me—

“ s

Sam?” he

His dinner—just— just the reg-
He be-

Be it considered that here runs a line of
asterisks. You will appreciate the signifi-
cance, even the necessity, of these asterisks.

A clock struck three.

Samuel was back at his solitaire. He
was still shaking and weak, to be sure,
yet he had Boyce's assurance that little
Samuel’'s chances of life were of the very
best. Boyce, indeed, at parting, had made
an ill-considered remark or two on the gen-
eral proposition of calling a man out of bed
at that hour when there was a medicine
cabinet right at hand.

Which showed how little fitted is the
hardened sawbones to treat children with
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properly delicate sympathy. Or maybe
Boyce had been minimizing the dangers for
the sake of keeping Samuel easy; Boyce
was pretty decent. But he couldn't fool
Samuel very much if ever a kid had been
in dire agony—

Hah! The outer door was closing soft-
ly. Samuel Harkton arose with a foul,
shameless curse upon his lips. He stalked
into the living room, reaching it just as his
sister-in-law turned from putting the chain
on the outer door,

Samuel considered her with altogether
unwarranted emotions. His big chest
heaved up and down, up and down.

* Hah!” said Samuel.

At this sound, Josephine ceased her hum-
ming quite abruptly. Her pretty head
came up. Her happy eyes ceased their
sparkling and flashed inquiry.

“ What, Sam?”

“ You're back, are you?” boomed from
Samuel.

“ Yes.
is it?”

“ It's half past three in the morning!”
snarled out of the master of the house.
“ And for all you—"

“ Now, that's enough! Do you hear—
enough!" the young woman interrupted
with much energy. “ You may be able to
browbeat poor little Nellie until she doesn’t
dare call her soul her own, but you can't
browbeat me, Sam Harkton! | wanted to
stay another hour, until the fun was all
over, and | didn’t because | had the children
on my mind.”

“ The children! The children!” Sam
croaked with a blazing scorn that should
have blistered the very varnish beneath the
souls of her little dancing slippers. “ Well,
for all the—"

But Josephine, humming carelessly, os-
tentatiously, again, was not heeding him at
all. Chin high, she sped up the stairs;
and Samuel relaxed and groaned and gazed
hotly after her, and then tottered about
wearily, turning off lights.

And now the lights were all out and the
windows and doors were all locked and
Samuel himself trudged upstairs. He whs
tired! He was most infernally tired! Bar-

Of course. Why? What time
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ring not too frequent trips to the theater and
not too frequent local social affairs, eleven
o’clock usually found Samuel in bed and
ready for slumber.

A moment he paused on the upper land-
ing, with a weary, hazy thought of stealing
in and making sure that his children still
survived; but he changed his mind and
would have shuffled on, but that the portal
of the children’s room burst open just then,
and Josephine, breathless, incredulous, out-
raged, a patch of high color on either cheek,
was before him.

“ Well—well, upon my word, Sam Hark-
ton!” she sputtered viciously at him.
“ Haven't you any brains at all?”

, “ Wh-what?” rasped Samuel.

“ Were you trying to kill them to spite
Nellie?” the absurd young woman panted.
“ Three solid pounds of candy and they'd
eaten their way almost through the sticky
mess! | don't know! A—a man's not ex-
pected to have much intelligence, but I
think that you—"

One house to the north, a maiden lady
dreamed luridly of the story she had been
reading all evening. This dealt with dire
plots and much dynamite—and now the
poor lady sat bolt upright, eyes closed still,
and screamed and screamed, and then with
a final scream buried herself beneath the
covers and waited through awful seconds
for the ceiling to fall down upon her. =

And one house to the south lived a cer-
tain Herbert Knowles, a light sleeper and
a very nervous man generally. At the very
same second, this Mr. Knowles bounced
from his bed, wide-awake, and automati-
cally reached for his big revolver with one
hand and with the other pulled the swatch
that turned on every light in the house. He
stood there rigid, frozen, cold sweat pouring
down his yellow-white face, listening and
listening for the next manifestation of the
predatory band which, presumably, had just
broken in his vestibule with a battering-
ram!

These two unpleasant phenomena hailed
solely and simply from that unbelievable
burst of crashing sound created by Samuel
Harkton in closing his bedroom door that
early morning.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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EN half the batter had been
scorched into flapjacks. Quong
flung a pot lid down on the rusty

top of the stove. The effect was tremend-
ous; the log walls seemed to belly outward
from the clangor. Three mounds of blan-
kets in three box bunks became three
up-sitting men, two of whom fell to
cursing the Chinese with deliberate thor-
oughness.

“ Bleakfas' leady dam’ soon.” N

Quong did not turn from his cooking.
His bent back, its green shirt X-ed by blue
overall suspenders, shed epithets as his oiled
boots shed water.

The man who had not cursed swung
sturdy legs over the side of his bunk and
reached beneath it for socks. He was
youtiger than the others; not tail, but big-
muscled, thick-bodied, with the face of a
fighter who had fought too much. A chin
that should have been ample was under-
shot; firm lips were drawn down in sullen-
ness; well-spaced eyes were flecked with red
and the flesh around them was dark; irri-
table little lines roughened his forehead,
and unpleasant grooves spread down from
the flare of his nose. Badly beaten men in

the prize ring come out for the last round
with faces like that.

He dressed slowly, not looking at the
two men who got into their clothes on the
other side of the cabin. These two looked
often at John Dariel while they dressed,
and at each other, exchanging glances that
came knowingly from comers of their eyes.

Their faces had not been marked by too
much fighting, nor by any. The elder—
fleshy, asthmatic Hogan— had a blotchy red
face whereon sixty years of aimlessness had
left their record beneath a ruddy scalp that
had given up its last hair. The other—
Evans—was a lanky man of less than forty,
with a face that was prepossessing until
you noticed his chin. Then you looked
again at his other features, and found as
little of purpose there as in Hogan’'s. Two
men who could not conceivably become so
engrossed in any business that they would
not have time to stop a while to hear or
tell an anecdote—that sort.

Evans completed his toilet by running his
fingers through his straw-colored hair, and
stood up to stretch and yawn.

“ Well, boss,” he drawled, “ how’s tricks
this momin’?”
¢ 4 A
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Dariei avoided his employee’'s eye by
looking past him through the open doorway,
to where the California foothills—beyond
the creek that was invisible in its cammed
bed—were black and lavender against a
gray sky.

“ All right,” he said stiffly, and went out-
side to wadi.

“ John ain’t such a good loser, an’ that'’s
a fact,” Hogan—pulling a patched blue
shirt down over his naked head—said com-
placently when Dariei had disappeared.

Evans stretched again and yawned,

“ No. But then he's young, an’ ain’t
been up against the world much.”

Thus each boasted of his own serenity in
the face of a lifetime of defeats.

Quong dragged, a table into the center of
the hard earthen floor and began to clat-
ter the meal down on it. Hogan studied
the soggy flapjacks with a watery calcula-
tion in his eyes.

“ How much grub left?” he asked the
Chinese.

“ To-day, thlee mo’ day—tha’s all.”

Hogan and Evans ifodded together, with-
out dissatisfaction.

When Dariei returned—his face red and
shiny, but the marks of the beaten fighter
not erased— the four men sat down and ate.
Hogan and Evans with vigor, the Chinese
lightly, Dariei as one who knows that a man
must have food. They looked at their
plates while they ate, mid no one spoke
until the plates were empty.

Then Dariei pushed back his chair and
stood up.

“ Let's get started.”

His voice was throaty and flat, with a
suggestion of restraint barely managed.

The Chinese went out with the others,
leaving the breakfast dishes on the table.
A few paces from the cabin door they came
to the brink of a cliff that overhung Feather
Creek. The stream widened here in a circu-
lar basin, forty or fifty feet across, rimmed
by seventy-foot walls of rock. The basin’s
surface was smooth as a green soapstone
disk under the dull sky, but its upper and
loweE portals were narrow clefts where white
water seethed and grumbled.

Down the face of the cliff from the
point where the four men reached it,

5A
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ran a length of rope, a hand line follow-
ing a zigzag trail to the water. A pontoon
bridge connected the foot of the trad
with a heavy raft—a dozen feet square—
tethered in midstream by two wire strands.
Floating atop two bare tree trunks, a sluice
box lay on the water, one end on the raft,
the other dipping into the spray of the
basin’s outlet; attached to the upstream
edge of the raft was a long-bladed water
wheel.

One at a time, Dariei first, the others
following, the men went down the crooked
path, across the pontoon to the raft. Evans
and Quong tested the creaking air pump
that occupied the center of the raft, adjust-
ing the gears by which the water wheel
was attached to it, while Flogan helped
Dariei get into a shabby diving suit, which
exaggerated the younger man'’s breadth, giv-
ing him the appearance of some strange,
deep sea monster.

Standing on the ladder that led down into
the water, Dariei waited until his helmet
had been screwed into place, grasped the
guide rope, and dropped slowly below the
surface.

Twice he stopped to adjust the valve m.
his helmet, and to bang motionless for the
ten minutes his body required to adapt itself
to the increasing pressure; then he stood
knee-deep in the mud and silt of the creek
bed. Another brief rest, and one groping
foot found the edge of an iron casing that
stood up out of the mud. He stepped in-
side the five-foot cylinder, signaled, and
sank again. With outstretched hands he
felt the four-foot lengths of tubing slip
past him, automatically counting the joints.
Five of them, and solid ground was under
his feet again.

With bare hands already numbed by cold
water and the pressure of the damps that
held the diving suit's sleeves to his wrists,
he found his tool—a ten-inch iron-steel gad
—and began to pick at the ground under
the edge of the iron tube in which he
worked. He worked slowly, his brain not
consciously directing his muscles, forcing
the point of his gad into the ground, scrap-
ing, scratching with mechanical application
to a familiar task.

His mind, freed from his body for the
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time, sat apart and studied him: a cumber-
somely garbed thing in utter blackness
gnawing at the earth with one steel tooth;
grubbing away within a piece of pipe that
held back the loose submarine earth, twenty
feet beneath the creek bottom, eighty more
below the surface; stopping now and then
to scoop the invisible crumbs his gnawing
had yielded into a can, to be drawn to the
surface and washed for the gold that was
never there.

fv His mind saw nothing individual in the
spectacle; it was a representative display
of human endeavor. If you were a man,
this—in one form or another—was your
lot; it was inescapable.

I* Was a time when you did not suspect
it, when you dreamed extravagantly. You
knew there was gold beneath this basin.
You knew it because every yellow grain

that had been found farther down-
stream had passed through it, washed
down from the mother lode, to be

caught by sandbars where the creek wid-
ened, and held for the bearded gold hunt-
ers of the last mid-centurv. They had
taken thousands upon thousands of dollars
from the creek. That much had passed
through this basin; how much had been
trapped in the basin’'s maw? A cone-shaped
volcanic hole in the water’s path, taking toll
of the stream’s golden cargo year after

year, its deep pocket slowly filling with
the heavy particles. You knew there was
gold here.

You went to a friend who was a mining

man, and who had a little money, and you
told him about it. He listened with bright
eyes, and he thought a long while before
be shook his head. -
m “ Maybe you're right, John,” he said.
“ 1 guess there’s gold there, but I don’t
think a man could get it out with a diving
suit. A pump or a dredge—but it 'd take
twenty thousand dollars to get started with
them. A diving suit sounds kind of flighty.
Know anybody that ever tried it?”

You did not, and his refusal to take part
in the venture, tentative until then, ac-
quired finality. You went to other men
you knew, and to some you did not. You
talked to men in Sacramento, in San Fran-
cisco, and in Los Angeles. Some were po-
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lite, some laughed, some heard you through,
others cut you off before you were well
started. None opened his check book.

You had a very few dollars; you added
to them by personal loans, ten dollars here,
twenty there; you stretched your credit to
the utmost, and you got an outfit of a sort.
A much repaired diving suit with an old,
long-spouted helmet, a rickety, deep-sea
pump, a bare minimum of food, pack ani-
mals, odds and ends of necessities, never
a thing without which you could possibly
skimp along.

Your last cent gone, you faced the task
of getting labor. You needed five men, and
four of them should have been good men to
handle the pump. You got three men, none
of whom was a good man. You had to
take those three because they were all you
could get: the right sort of men went where
salaries were a certainty, not a contingency
upon the success of an untried enterprise.
Your three inefficients were left to you be-
cause no one else wanted them; they were
men as little able to pick their jobs as you
were to pick your employees.

You brought your shabby outfit, your in-
adequate supplies, and your three precious
assistants up here among the Sierra foot-
hills.  On the second trip one of them,
Hogan, let a horse go off the flume bridge
at South Fork, and two weeks food was
lost. Three days were spent rigging the
raft, the flume, and the water wheel, which,
however dangerous to the man below, was
essential to the performance of any work
at all. It handled one side of the deep-sea
pump, while Hogan, Evans, and Quong
toiled in five-minute shifts at the other.
You lost three more days while the men
acquired sufficient skill at the pump to per-
mit a descent.

Then you went down after the gold. You
thought the gold would lie upon bedrock
a few feet beneath the sand and gravel
of the creek bed. You lowered a four-
foot length of iron casing until it sat on
end in the gravel. You climbed inside, and
with your steel gad scraped the creek bot-
tom from beneath the casing’s edge, now
and then pounding the casing deeper into
the ground. As the soil you gouged out
piled up around your feet you scooped it
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into a can, which some one on the raft
pulled up and emptied into the sluice hox.

The first section of the casing sank into
the ground until less than a foot of it pro-
truded. It had been five feet in diameter,
On an improvised anvil you bent an iron
plate into another length of easing, just suf-
ficiently less than five feet in diameter to
slip down inside the first. You lowered that
in place, bit by bit, scraped the creek bed
from beneath it, and forced it down. When
you had sunk it until only three or four
inches of its upper edge were within the
first length, you were still not down to bed
rock, and the can had not carried so much
as one flake of gold to the surface. You
fashioned another piece of casing still
smaller in diameter, to fit inside the second
one, dug a way for it, hammered it down.
And came to nothing.

Meanwhile you wvyasted day after day,
while your scant store of food shrank with-
in its containers. Quong blended an emer-
gency pint of brandy with spirits of am-
monia and Jamaica ginger limn the medi-
cine supply, into a spree that lasted a day
and a half. Toward the end of that day
and a half he fell into the creek; the immer-
sion awakened the rheumatism that was
never altogether absent from his thin hips,
and for two more days he was useless. No
diving could be done with less than a full
crew, so three and a half days were wasted
there. The shaky pump fell apart; repairs
that should have taken an hour occupied
your bungling crew for half a day. And
all the while the sacks that held your food
grew looser around their contents, and more
wrinkled.

You lengthened your stays under water,
trying to offset the time you had lost. You
stayed down too long day after day, and
you paid for it. Your body became a thing
of infinite pain: an agony sat in each mus-
cle, breathing became a feat accomplished
only with conscious effort, your heart
pounded against the walls of its prison.

Working below the surface— scratching
the ground, driving lengths of casing down,
patiently crumbling bowlders of slate—you
were never fully conscious. The weight and
velvet-blackness of the water drugged you:
your pains were such as an elemental be-
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ing—the bloated sea toad you resembled—
might fed: a vague aching that could not
be traced to any particular part of your
body. But when you came up out of your
well to rest and eat and sleep, you came as
if from an anesthetic— with augmented ca-
pacity for suffering. You were a quivering,
tingling lump of flesh; you wondered that
the blood did not spring from your pores
each time you moved.

Your brain, too, awakened to pain. You
saw your second-hand equipment with mi-
croscopic clearness: the rattling pump, the
treacherous water whed, the worn air line,
the rubber suit, with its patches, its frayed
spots, and its insecure seams. You shud-
dered, and knew you would never have the
courage to trust your life to these things
again—until it was time to go down on the
MOrrow.

You came to hate your three ineffectual
assistants with a bitterness that was not
sane. You tried to ignore them, and failed.
You studied them for hours on end, spying
upon them between apparently dosed lids,
listening to their talk, even to their breath-
ing when they slept. You had had no illu-
sions when you first employed them, you
had taken them because no other labor was
to be had on your terms. You laughed and
clapped them on the back when they made
thdr early blunders. You shrugged and
said: “ Things like that will happen,” when
Hogan lost a horse and two weeks' food
crossing the South Fork bridge. When
Quong’s drunkenness and resultant rheuma-
tism held up the work for three and a half
days you were not able to laugh, but you
kept most of your rage to yourself.

Gradually your restraint left you; these
three men took it away with their careless
inefficiency, their half-hearted laboring, and
their ingrained habits of time wasting. You
bellowed at "them, nagged them, cursed
them; all to no advantage. The Chinese re-
mained glum, secretive, and shiftless; the
two whites remained amiable and shiftless.
You stopped speaking to them except when
something had to be said, and you learned
to hate them.

You despised them all the more because
they had not deserted you after the first
few days’ labor killed their dreams of find-
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ing wealth. Quong’s mind was hidden from
you, but not the white men’s. Y'ou knew
that neither Hogan nor Evans had faith
now in your ability to send yellow gold
up from your well. But they stayed with
you: they lacked the initiative to quit. They
stayed, and ate. It should have been ridicu-
lous, but there was nothing left in you to
laugh; so it was fiendish. The work would
have to stop when the food was gone:
Hogan and Evans gorged themselves, no
matter how uninviting the provender might
be. They swallowed enormous mouthfuls
and counted the increasing wrinkles in the
food sacks. You were afraid to limit their
food; you were afraid to snap the thread
of irresolution that held them to you. You
pretended ignorance of their gluttony and
of its purpose; and worked harder, and sank
more lengths of iron casing; each successive
length giving you less working space, carry-
ing you down into still greater pressure.

You found two words that lumped your
whole outfit—animate and inanimate— to-
gether; two words that answered everything,
explained everything: cheap tools. The two
words fascinated you; they were with you
day and night. Cheap tools: of all the
phrases in the world only that one had a
vital meaning. You whispered it when you
lay on your bunk at night covertly studying
your employees; you walked up and down
the bank of the creek saying it aloud when
the smothering weight of your hatred had
driven you away from them. Cheap tools:
all history in two syllables.

You muttered the words now as you
dropped your gad and signaled to be raised
to the surface, your aching eardrums warn-
ing you that you had been down too long.

As you ascended, regulating the valve
in your helmet, pausing now and then for
the necessary minutes of adjustment to de-
creasing pressure, your mind came back into
your body, and you were no longer a symbol
of mankind, but an individual man. Your
identity came back with horrible pain.

1.
Hogan and Quong removed John Dariel’s

helmet, helped him over the edge of the
raft and got him out of his heavy rubber
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suit. He did not ask whether he had sent
up any gold that day; none of the others
thought it necessary to tell him he had not.

“ How you cornin’ down there?” Evans
asked as they filed across the pontoon bridge.

“ Ought to get through with this length
of casing to-morrow. Better get the next
one ready.”

The next day he sent gold up.

Grubbing away in his under-water hole,
his mind apart as usual, he was abruptly
jolted into awareness by the stopping of
his air supply. Seconds seemed hours with
no air buzzing through his helmet—then
it started again. And immediately the life
line tugged twice at his girdle: the signal
to come up.

He rose slowly, weighing, one against
the other, the two most probable causes of
this break in the day's work: either the
water wheel had got out of order, or the
men had decided to quit. But as soon as
he reached the surface he knew that he had
sent up gold.

Hogan unscrewed the diving helmet; a
wheezing, sweating Hogan whose fat, red
face was egg shaped with the breath of
its grin. He slapped Dariel on the back
with a thick hand and yelled into his facer

“ We got it, John! We got it! Big,
greasy lumps of it!”

Standing on one of the tree bodies that
supported the sluice box, Evans and the
Chinese, shoulder to shoulder, were stirring
its contents with their, fingers, Evans’s
weak face was pink and utterly happy, and
though Quong’s features told nothing, his
overalled legs were quivering as with chill.
Dariel dragged his leaden shoes toward
them. He felt no elation, no joy. The
world should have been a different, a lighter,
gayer world; but it was not. It was the
same world in which he had fought the
creek with ineffectual weapons.

He had won—or was about to win—but
there was no happiness in it. A savage
triumph, a brutal satisfaction, but not hap-
piness. For a flashing moment he regretted
his loss, felt an emptiness, then regret was
gone. Happiness was well enough for these
others, the cheap tools in spite of which he
had beaten the creek; happiness went well
with their worthlessness.
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He leaned over and looked into the sluice
box. Against the cross strips were little
slopes of gritty sediment that glistened with
yellow points: miniature snowdrifts of black
and gold against miniature fences.

Evans was sputtering excitedly, saliva
bubbling in the corners of his loose mouth.

“ Must be five thousand dollars there if
there’'s a nickel: just out of that last can!
I bet you we'll—"

Hogan was puffing and babbling over the
diver’s shoulder. Quong’s eyes were slitted
black lights. Dariel stepped back upon the
raft. Fools, fools, fools, gloating childishly
over his gold.

He spoke harshly, for the first time in
weeks without effort to keep hatred out of
his voice:

“ Hogan, you and Evans get the dust out
of there. Quong, get ready to go to Apple.
Take bOtS horses. 1'11 give you some of the
gold. Get a two-weeks' supply of grub.
Get the grub as soon as you reach there
S0 you can start back at daylight.”

The two white men stared at him with
slack chins and round, astonished eyes. He
turned away and began to get out of the
diving suit. Fools who thought he should
be chattering and giggling with a silliness
to match their own! He went up to the
cabin, leaving them to separate the gold
from the sand and gravel.

“ John ain’'t such a durned good winner,
either,” Hogan said, whistling softly.

All of the late afternoon John Dariel sat
on an empty box in front of the cabin, star-
ing across the creek at the hills, while from
behind the building came the ringing of
hammers on iron, and the excited voices of
Hogan and Evans. They spent money
recklessly in distant cities while they pre-
pared the casing within which the diver
would go deeper into the earth to-morrow.

Dariel spent no gold in his mind. He
dug gold out of the creek; dug it not so
much for its value as for the vicious joy it
gave him to take it away from the guard-
ing water. He personified the creek so that
it might feel pain when he gouged the metal
from its intestines, pain that would be in-
tensified because he worked with clumsy,
bunglesome implements.

After a while the hammering stopped and
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the two laborers came around the coma’
of the cabin to sprawl on the ground beside
Dariel.

“ She’s all set for to-morrow?7” Evans an-
nounced.

Dariel nodded without speaking. He
wished these two cheap tools would go
away from him with their excessively bright
eyes and their elation over the wealth he
was taking from the creek in spite of them.

Hogan hunched his fat body nearer.

“ How long you think it'll take to clean
‘er up?” he asked, his thick lips moist.

“ Three or four days,” Dariel growled,
and added, reluctantly, or maybe less.
I’'m down in loose gravel now.”

“ And then—" Hogan chucked a pebble
at Evans and laughed boisterously.

“ And then—” Evans repeated,
laughed.

Until bedtime Hogan and Evans talked
without pause, of money, of how it could be
spent to the maximum enjoyment; a gay
verbal wasting of the hoard that had cost
John Dariel all his own capacity for happi-
ness. He lay on his bunk with closed eyes,
listening and hating.

All three arose early the next morning,
and the two laborers resumed their game
of profligacy. The Chinese would not be
back with the provisions until ten o’clock
at the earliest; so Dariel put his two help-
ers to work preparing another length of cas-
ing, that there might be no delay.

“ This will be the last one,” he told them.
“ Even if I don’t get down to bed-rock in it
I'll have to stop. The next would be too
small to work in.”

Their share of the gold seemed to become
visible to them in this last piece of tubing;
their hammers beat upon it with a rapid
rhythm that had never been in their work
before, and above the clangor sounded gusts
of laughter and fragments of song.

The morning passed and Quong did not
return. Hogan and Evans, their work done,
sat on a bowlder from which they could
watch the trail. Evans burned cigarettes
one after the other and his lank frame fidg-
eted with new-found impatience. Beside
him, Hogan wheezed around his black pipe
and wiped the perspiration from his bald
head with a faded shirt-sleeve. They looked

“

and
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down the trail steadily, and took turns
damning the Chinese.

It was early afternoon when Quong rode
up the trail. His face was gray under its
dark skin, and his mouth was not so much
sourly drawn down as drooping. His
clothes were dirt-caked; he got stiffly down
from his horse, but the one he led was full-
packed with food.

What's the matter?” Evans demanded.

The Chinese ignored the tall man and
turned to where Dariel was coming from
the cabin.

“ Dam’ hoss fallum off blidge.
Bimeby ketchum. Wet lika hell.
tism—bad.”

He rubbed one hip.

“ Get the horse unpacked and something
for us to eat,” the diver said, and went back
to the cabin.

Mid-afternoon found Dariel under water
again. An hour’'s work got the new length
of casing in place, and the can began to
travel up and down through the water. He
worked now in loose gravel that made his
task the simple one of filling the can, send-
ing it up, driving the casing down, scooping
up another canful of gravel—

His mind did not go away from his body
to-day; the thought of nothing except his
immediate task. This oneness was paid
for by full consciousness of the pains that
racked his frame; his chest burned with
suffocating fire, his head spun, each muscle
seemed to tear as he used it. He worked
with a haste that kept him panting.

When he came up to the raft, the bare
wooden cleat? in the sluice-box were as
tractor-prints in a golden road.

That evening he found a change in Ho-
gan and Evans. Their eyes still were
bright, but some of their hilarity was gone;
they didn't laugh so much; they were
thoughtful. Later he saw them walking to-
gether, along the creek in twilight, talking.
When they came indoors for the inevitable
cribbage game he found speculation in their
eyes. They glanced past their cards at him,
surreptitiously. Presently the fire in his
pipe died, and he felt in his pocket for a
match. Hogan dropped his cards, struck a
match on his overalls, and held it over the

pipe.

Go down.
Leuma-

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

“ Thanks.”
in the word.

All next day Hogan and Evans fawned
upon their employer, awkwardly trying to
anticipate his desires, and between times
they studied him with hard, bright eyes.
Dariel, understanding, drove them with un-
tempered harshness, gave them sneering
thanks, or none, for their courtesies, and
kept them silent with contemptuous aloof-
ness. He understood them: they wanted
more of his gold. They had bargained for
fifteen dollars a day, and now they wanted
more. Given the least encouragement, they
could come out with it: a wheedling sug-
gestion that they be given a bonus for their
worthlessness. He knew them: greedy for
the gold he was taking from the creek.

When he got the last of the find, when
the basin’s pocket was empty, he would give
them their chance. He would listen to their

The diver put no gratitude

pleas; and then he would speak for
himself. He would tell them all that
these bitter months had told him.

He would give them every cent he had
promised them, and not a cent more. He
would brew out of his hatred an eloquence
that could burn through the thickness of
their hides, and make them for once see
themselves with honest eyes. Until then he
fended them off.

Meanwhile they took gold from the creek,
took it out in a can that came up twisted
and bulging around its burden; washed the
gold*packed it in oil cans, and sank them
in the stream below the raft, where they
would be safe from chance prowlers. By
the end of the third day, four cans were
grouped on the stream-bottom; four cans
that held more than a hundred pounds of
smooth-grained gold apiece.

Over seventy thousand dollars. His.

Each day Dariel went down into his iron
well for four hours. Except when he
dragged himself to table, he spent the rest
of his days and nights on his bunk. Toward
the last he was but dimly aware of the
others—the fawning fat Hogan, the fawn-
ing slender Evans, and the silent Chinese.
Only his hatred kept him conscious of them
at all. The world was bereft of sounds—
the ceaseless pulsation in his ears alone was
audible—and he saw the men as dim
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shadows moving purposelessly before him,
often indistinguishable one from the other.
They told him when it was time to eat, to
go down into the blackness.

On his third daily descent after Quong’s
return from Apple, Dariel found the two
bottom lengths of casing askew; the loose
gravel around them had shifted, and they
were bent at their common joint. The job
was done. The buckling tube would not
hold for long, and when it went the gravel
would close in smoothly, quickly, a smoth-
ering pressure that no suit made for man
could withstand. He had enough gold; he
had beaten the creek; let it get what tri-
umph it could out of saving that last shovel-
ful in the bottom of the pocket!

He yanked the life-line twice, the signal
for ascent—and his air stopped.

Mechanically closing the exhaust in his
helmet so that his suit would hold what air
it contained, he waited. Seconds passed, no
air came. He jerked the hose in the double
signal for more air. None came. He pulled
at the life-line, the upper end of which
should have been fastened to the raft; the
rope came down slack in his hands.

With fumbling fingers he unfastened his
weight-belt and let it fall away from him.
Then he filled his lungs with the weak,
stuffy airiin his suit, and started for the sur-
face. Bare fingers and heavy shoes found
purchase on the lips of the jointed casing
and lifted him up, length by length, to the
creek-bed. There, one arm found the
guide-rope, and it was taut. The stored air
in his suit was no longer weak; it scored his
lungs as if glass-dust floated in it.

He went up the guide-rope, hand over
hand, fighting currents that bent him down-
stream. The foot of the ladder: firm wood
for hands and feet. He could make the raft
now—if an accident to pump or water-
wheel had stopped his air. But if cheap
tools had become treacherous tools.

He went up the ladder. The edge of the
raft was under one hand; under the other.
Water dropped away from his face-plate.
His chest was over the raft's edge; he
crawled, scrabbled, came up on his knees.

Thin air of the upper world starved lungs
that had been fed on heavy stuff. He tore
at his face-plate; got it loose. He swayed,
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the sharp cough of strangulation tore his
chest. The raft whirled under him. Some-
thing like a man lay prone before him. A
face moved somewhere; and sunlight
glinted on bright metal. An invisible club
struck him everywhere at once.

Dariel awoke in the dull light of the
coal-oil lamp that hung from the cabin’s
ceiling. His naked body was wrapped in
blankets, and he was on his bunk. His
head swelled and shrank to the beat of some
pulsing thing inside; pin-points of fire tor-
tured his skin.

He groaned, and a shadow detached itself
from the other shadows in the cabin. Al-
though the shadow came dose to him, it
spoke from a distance.

“ Well, John, are you cornin’ around all
right?”

The shadow’s voice was a dim echo of
Hogan'’s.

Dariel tried to sit up, but the shadow
pushed him down with a fat, tangible hand,

“ Now you lay still, John, an’ I'll tell you
about it. It was that damn chink!” There
was bitterness in Hogan’s voice, as if he had
learned not to smile at defeat. “ He came
up here right after you went under the
water—to get tobacco, he said. An’ then—
I'm at the pump, and Evans fooling with
the sluice; an’ a gun goes off and a bullet
plunks into the raft at my feet.

“ Me and Evans both looks up an’ on the
top of the cliff there’s three hombres and
the chink. He’s grinnin’ for the first time
I ever seen him grin. The rest of 'em has
rags over their faces an’ guns in their hands.

“ £Stick 'em up,” one of 'em says, and
me an’ Evans stick 'em up.

“ Then | remember you, an’ | grab the
pump.

“ * Stick 'em up,’ the fellow says again.

« 1 There's a man down there,” | yells at
him.

“ *The hell with him,’ he says.
rest.’

“ 1 don't know what to do about that.
It seems unreasonable; so | keep on tryin’
to pump, only there was somethin’ the mat-
ter with the water-wheel and | couldn’t get

4Let him
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it goin’. Anyways, after | try a while |
got to stop; ’cause the second time that

pole-cat on the-bank pops at me he gets me
in the leg, an’ | can’t stand up no more.

“ | didn’t see all the rest: | was sort of
spread out on my face. | don’t know how
come Evans got his, blit they plugged him in
the side. Then the chink an’ one of the
others come down an’ the chink shows 'em
where we'd sunk the gold, and they pulls
'em up. You came over the edge some-
wheres along in there, but you flopped be-
fore they could get a shot at you, so they
let it go at that.

“ After they left, me an’ Evans got you
up here an’ put you to bed. You was in
pretty tough shape, so | tied Evans’s side
up, an’ he lit out for Apple, to get a doc
an’ turn the sheriff loose after them jaspers.
He had to go on foot—the chink an’ his
playmates took both hosses—but he said
he could make it. | don't know: he's got
a busted rib. 1 guess if he gets down to the
county road somebody’ll pick him up.”

Dariel giggled, pushed away the hand
that tried to hold him down, and sat up.
His body rocked and he laughed aloud—a
long ululant laugh that mocked every con-
ception of victory, derided all men who
thought to win their fights. He stopped
laughing, fell back among the blankets and
was asleep.

When he awakened again his head was
clear. The lantern still burned smokily
against the ceiling. In an opposite bunk,
Hogan slept uneasily, clumsy bandages
bulging around one stiffly held fat leg.
His face was purplish.

Then Dariel discovered that something
gripped his shoulder, dug into his aching
flesh. A thing stood beside his bed, trying,
to shake him: a thing that was the size of
a man. Instead of features and skin and
clothing this thing had mud and slime, black
and dark brown and green, smeared here
and there with spreading blotches of red.

Out of the thing came Quong’s voice.

“You get go-down-in-watah-suit.
ketchum. | show you.”

Dariel pulled his shoulder out of the
thing’'s grasp and edged back against the
log-wall, sitting up.

You
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Quong’s words came in the metallic tone
peculiar to guttural voices when high-,
pitched with hysteria, and he chanted rather
than spoke:

“ 1 bling 'em; | take 'em. | go to town;
I get dlunk; 1 talk. Talk this-a-one, talk
that-a-one. Bimeby I come cabin fo’ bacca.
Thlee men in cabin. Got guns; got guns
push at me. Got hid faces; one face come
not hid. | see 'em; | know ’em. | see 'em
in town when 1| dlunk. 1 talk, maybe.
Maybe talk bling 'em heah. All light! my
blame!

“You go down in watah; fat man,
skinny man on laft. What can do? Noth-
ing. | fix 'em. | make fliends. Gold hid,

I tell 'em; no can find. | get some, | find.
Thlee men talk; they say all light. | savvy:
they get gold, they take me little ways;
bimeby kill me. 1 savvy. | make fliends.

“ Put gold on hosses. | go little ways
all same them. Bimeby come blidge. South
Fo’k blidge, you savvy. Bad! | lead 'em
hoss. Tlouble on blidge. Too much
tlouble. One hoss, two hoss, dlop in watah.
I dlop in watah. Gold dlop in watah. Gold
come off hoss. What can do? Nothing—
then. | swim—ketchum shot in back. |
swim all same. Hide. They look; no find
'em. Bimeby stop looking. | come home.
You got go-down-in-watah-suit;  you
ketchum gold. 1 show you. Quong bling
‘'em men? Quong bling 'em gold; Quong—"

The sing-song voice flickered, died; the
Chinese slid down in a slimy heap on the
dirt floor. Hogan, stirring and breathing
unevenly, still slept on the other side of the
room. The suspended Ilantern burned
smokily. The diver's face began to glow
red in the dim light.

He looked at the fat man with the
bandaged leg: fat Hogan, who stayed at
the pump until shot down. He looked at
Evans’s empty bunk: Evans, starting down
fifteen miles of jagged trail with the ends of
a broken rib grating together in his side.
He looked at the crumpled Chinese on the
floor. And as the diver looked, something
cringed in his eyes. He slid his feet over
the edge of the bunk and stood up— naked.

“ Cheap tools,” be said thickly, and bent
to pick up the Chinese.

END



By RONALD PRINCE

WHAT HAS OCCURRED IN PARTS | and 11

ICAH THRUMM, whose finger-prints, found at scenes of successful crimes, indicate that he

has been operating undetected for forty years, demands by letter that Billings, a million-

aire, throw overboard at a designated time, ten miles off VVesthampton, Long Island, a box
containing one million dollars. As an indication of his power and determination Thrumm has
murdered Arrunsdale, a broker who disregarded his command.

The narrator of the story, a friend of Billings, calls in his nephew', Billy, an amateur crim-
inologist, and they plan to trap Micah Thrumm. With an empty box the yacht Marriatt puts to
sea. Billings, his daughter Alice, Billy, old Ripley, an acquaintance they have reason to suspect,
his nephew Herrickson, Simpson Yallance and Sturtevant Wyeth, two of Alice’s suitors, and the
man who tells the story, are on board. Smith, a new radio operator, joins the ship at the last
minute.

When Captain Wrckstrom is informed that a murderer is on board he decides to confine
Billings to his cabin under guard of Bickers, his first officer. As Bickers opens the stateroom door
he is stabbed by a man who rushes out and disappears. Search fails to disclose Thrumm. When
the narrator of the story goes to his own cabin he finds there a note from the murderer telling
him he is the next victim, and demanding a million dollars to be left under the same conditions
at sea a week later.

CHAPTER XIV. £It iss about the tamned engines,” he
announced.
“ Some further delay in fixing them?”
WITH the letter from Micah Captain Wickstrom gave me a look with

CRESCENDO.

Thrumm exciting the beats of my large eyes that were exceedingly grave.

heart, 1 requested Captain Wick- “They will not be fixed at all,” he said,
strom to relate the cause of his worry. At | reflected his gravity.
its worst, | felt, it could never equal my “ We will haff to go into the yards.”
own. “ And we can't—under our own power?”

This ttory began in the Argaty-AlUtory Weekly for January 24.
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“ No. There iss no immediate danger.
We are riding well and the worst of the
storm iss already over. The first blow was
the hardest. | haff decided to send for a
tug by wireless. | wish also to haff her
bring a good surgeon. | believe that Mr.
Bickers should haff expert medical attention
at once.”

“ By all means!”

“ 1 wished you to confirm the matter of
expense, also to ask your advice as for
whom to send.”

I mentioned my family physician and
felt assured that he would come at my re-
quest.

“ But hadn’'t we better call some passing
ship?” | suggested.

* There iss no liner within reach who
could get to us before a tug from the city.
I go. There iss need for haste.”

He left me with the added worry of the
first officer’'s condition on my already over-
wrought mind. What a mess the whole af-
fair had turned out to be! | shuddered
at the futility of it all, at our conceit in
having imagined that we, in our colossal
inexperience, could handle it. It had gone
beyond us and we were helpless in its
hands.

Destiny, Micah Thrumm had called him-
self, and destiny he seemed to be indeed.
Bickers' life swung in the balance— Bil-
lings’ life—and my own. It suddenly oc-
curred to me that there was no reason at
all why 1 should not tell Billings of Micah
Thrumm'’s letter to me. He already was
under the shadow of the man’'s threat— I
could confide in him without doing further
harm. It would also accentuate his vigi-
lance. | started for the door when it was
suddenly burst open and Captain Wick-
strom confronted me again.

“ 1 knew this morning that I was right,”
he said fiercely. “ They are no goot. The
lot of them! The wireless set iss smashed.”

* Smashed?”

“1 do not know exactly, but it will not
work. As for that Smith, he does not know
at all. He says somebody hass been mak-
ing monkey business with it.”

“ You mean we can't send for a tug?”

“1 mean we can send for nothing. If
we should sink this minute, we should do
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it without a word. When | think—when |
think of the foolishness of mankind! For
years and years and years men haff been
sailing the seas in peace and in content,
and then some wretched fellow comes along
and we should haff wireless. What iss more,
we haff come to rely on the tamn thing.
We are helpless without it. We cannot
even sink in peace without it. And when
we want it—now—where iss it? It iss
bust!”

“ Perhaps he can fix it?”

“ Nefer! We must content ourselves
with shooting rockets, to attract some pass-
ing ship. There will be salvage.”

“ It doesn’'t matter. No matter what the
expense we must try to save Biekers'’s life.”

“1 knew you would feel that way. |
shall have the rockets prepared at once.”

I no longer attempted to keep pace with
the surge of events. They had overtaken
me. They had overwhelmed me. My mind
was a confused blur. 1 began to appreciate
the viewpoint of the fatalist: what was to
be, was to be, and nothing could be done
about it. It scarcely made any impression
at all when the steward came to my cabin
and informed me that my guests, with the
exception of Alice, Billings, and my nephew
had succumbed to the strong motion of the
yacht in the tumultuous seas and were
seasick to a man. They were confined, he
informed me, already to their beds, wanted
no dinner, and indirectly hinted that their
one uppermost desire was to be set, as
speedily as possible, ashore.

I gave him abstract instructions to at-
tend as well as he could to their wants and
vaguely ticketed a mental memorandum
that it was my duty as their host to visit
each one of them and offer consolation. But
that would have to wait. | must confer
with Billings at once. | must stay with
him continuously. Guard him.

I did not find him in his cabin. 1 went
to the saloon. He was there in the com-
pany of my nephew and Alice. Alice sat
beside her father on the lounge, holding
his hand. My nephew sat nearby. They
were not speaking. Billings stared straight
ahead and his eyes looked tired. 1 knew
that he was thinking of the future; that the
whole direful business would have to be
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gone through with again; of the suspense
and mental torture that would be his when
we set foot ashore. It would be a night-
mare of constant alarm. Of starting at
shadows and, undoubtedly, at substances
more real and infinitely more menacing.

“ Bickers?” | said, joining them.

Alice answered me briefly. “ He has a
chance,” she said, “ I've done everything |
could. We’'re getting help, |1 suppose?”

I explained the disaster to the wireless,
the complete breakdown of our engines, and
the fact that Captain Wickstrom was pre-
paring to shoot Tockets of distress.

“ Perhaps,” | concluded, “ he has already
done so.”

I crossed to a porthole and looked out
upon the black curtain behind which hung
the starless heavens and lay the invisible
sea. Even as | tried to pierce the darkness
with my eyes a spear of molten gold shafted
upwards in a tall arc and there hung sus-
pended in the air, at its burst, a cluster of
scarlet stars.

The steward announced that dinner was
served and, seeing no opportunity for
drawing Billings aside to inform him of Mi-
cah Thrumm'’s letter without arousing the
curiosity of Alice or my nephew, we passed
in silence into the dining saloon and took
our places at the table.

We made no effort to mask the strain
that we were under. With our guests con-
fined to their cabins there was no need of
maintaining any air of artificial calm or
gayety. One thought, and one alone, filled
all our minds: Micah Thrumm,

“ I've been wondering,” said my nephew,
during an absence on the part of the stew-
ard between courses, “ if there isn't some
connection between the breakdown of the
engines, of the wireless set, and Micah
Thrumm. We must remember that we are
in the approximate position that he desig-
nated in his letter as the rendezvous for
to-night. There is a chance that he is still
on board. That he wishes us to remain in
this locality for a special purpose. Perhaps
he expects some ship of his own to be here
at midnight—some ship to which he will
swim and so make good his escape.”

| seized the explanation eagerly, as a
handle upon which | could hang my own
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suspicions that the assassin was still with
us;- my suspicions that had been fostered
by the receiving of his letter to myself. |
voiced my agreement and added a strong
opinion that we should be more carefully
than ever upon our guard.

“1 would advise,” | said to Billings,
“ that immediately after we have finished
dinner you join me in my cabin. That we
stay there until we reach port.”

“ Just as you wish,” said Billings.

There was a listless quality in his voice,
as if he, too, were becoming fatalistic. He
was seated upon my left. Alice was upon
my right, with my nephew alongside of her.
We were using one end of the longish table
that ran fore and aft along the saloon. The
steward had departed for coffee. The door
leading to the pantry was closed, as was
the door directly in back of my chair which
led to the passage. We were alone. |
looked at my nephew in the hope that he
would back up my advice. 1 caught a brief
glimpse of a puzzled frown upon his face,
of his eyes staring sharply at something
behind me, of his lips which were just
opening to speak, when the lights went out.

The fact that the lights should suddenly
go out did not, immediately, either astonish
or alarm me. With the engines disabled,
nothing was more likely than that the dy-
namo that fed the lighting system should
have become disabled, too.

“ The steward,” | said confidently, “ will
shortly bring lamps. | imagine that—"

“ Hush!” warned the voice of my nephew
from the darkness. It was a bare whisper,
but it reached like so many knife thrusts
my startled nerves. *“ There's something
wrong here— Micah Thrumm is in this sa-
loon!”

CHAPTER XV.
THE DAGGER.

S the door to the passage was directly

L behind my chair | had failed to ob-

serve what my nephew had been

staring at and which he later described to

me—the slight opening of that door— the

insertion of a hand that had felt for the
light switch— then the darkness.
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| sat, frankly, stunned, incapable of mo-
tion -or of thought, while the fear that my
nephew’'s whispered words had aroused in
me, caused my body to break .out in a chill
sweat. My muscles were clamped in tight
bands. It seemed an eternity; in reality
it could not have been for longer than three
seconds.

Then | heard a thump as if a chair had
been overturned—a stifled scream from
Alice— a confused noise like the sound of a
scuffle from Billings—-the sharp whispering
of my nephew'’s voice followed by a cessa-
tion of the scuffling sound— then -heavy,
stertorous breathing which | judged to he
Billings and which grew fainter asif it were
moving away from me toward the further
comers off the saloon—

Billings!” 1 called out
you?”

| reached a hand to my left, where he
had been sitting, and encountered nothing.
Then, from a distance, came * sfegle word
like the flick of a breeze from my nephew.
It was “ Silence!”

I could not stand the tension. | stum-
bled to my feet, .and with my hands out-
stretched before me, managed to peach the
passage door. | grasped its handle -ami
pulled. It was locked. The key was not
in the lock. The -key was gone. From with-
out came the muffled sighing of the sea— the
swirl of heavy waters—while within could
be distinctly heard, in the unutterable still-
ness that -clung like .thick terror in the dark,
the sound of that stertorous breathing.

And then, as the seconds passed, the
sound of something else.

It was not so much a sound as it was a
sensation—a sensation, if I can put it into
words, of scraping—of some one scraping a
foot slowly, quietly across the floor.

“ Lights!” said the voice of my nephew.
“ Turn on the lights!”

| felt for the switch in the paneling be-
side the door. | knew exactly where it was
and, putting out my forefinger, | pressed.
| cried out and -drew My hand sharply away.
The point of some sharp instrument had
pricked it.

“The door’'s locked,” | said. The
switch—something is the matter with the
switch—it—"

“ Where -are
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My -voicedribbled ant in the -silence that
choked me on a -swelter of fear.

“ Got a match?” said my nephew'—and
I noted that his voice was always coming
from a different place in the saloon. “ 'Strike
one—strike <one quick!

“1 have,” | said, stupidly fumbling-with
trembling fingers ki my pockets.

“ Quick!”

My fingers almost refused to function.
Pocket after pocket proved empty. Then,
in the packet of my waistcoat, | found
them. 1 jerked out the paper packet and
with my fingers trembling more badly than
ever tore off -a match. It was the worst
shock | had ever received in my life to feel
cdld fingers close with a viselike -grip about
my wrist, and others wrench the padse-t
from my hand; to feel a hot breath sear
into my ear and whisper, with dire signifi-
cance, the word Remember!”

Then again | heard the -scraping on it®
floor.

I plunged in its.direction. My arms folded
around nothing. A -chair caught me -and
sent me crashing to the floor.

“ Herel Over here—!”

It was the voice of Billings.

“ Coming!” -called my nephew, and there
was 'the trash of his feet.

“ Ah!” said Billings. “ |l—save m—

Silence.

Five seconds of silence.

Then lights.

As suddenly as they had gone oat, they
flooded the saloon again. livery eye was
riveted upon Billings—-upon Billings who
stood flat against the paneling of the port
bulkhead— the handle of a dagger protrud-
ing from beneath his left arm. He swayed.
He fell.

And the door to the passage swung, with
the rolling, idly to and fro.

CHAPTER XVL
A GLEAM OF LIGHT.

E were at Billings's side in an in-
stant— Alice and I. My nephew
was gone. More quickly than any
of us he had caught the significance of the
idly swaying door and, with a shout, had
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dashed from the saloon in full chase of Mi-
cah Thrumm.

Alice kept remarkable control of herself.
Her face was the color of ash and was
drawn looking. She was on her knees in
an instant and had pillowed her father’s
head in her lap. She slipped her hand be-
neath his jacket,, then drew it back with its
fingers tipped with blood. For a moment
| feared she was going to faint, but she
closed her eyes tightly and, with a desperate
effort, held on to herself.

| stood by like a fool. | had drawn my
revolver and was holding it in readiness.

“ We must get off this coat,” Alice said.

Her voice reacted like ice upon my nerves
and in an instant | was kneeling, too. To-
gether we managed to remove Billings’s
jacket. The shirt, below his left armpit,
was stained with blood, | then noticed that
Billings was still breathing. With deliber-
ate fingers, while her face grew unbeliev-
ably pale, Alice delicately took hold of the
shirt and pulled a long rip in it. Then she
examined the wound. | could see that it
was a superficial one. She saw so, too.

“ 1t isn't serious,” she said. u The knife
just glanced beneath the skin. There’'s noth-
ing to worry about—worry— perhaps in-
fection—"

The strain was too much. She fainted.

I managed to bring her to with water.
Billings also had partially revived. 1 won-
dered at the absence of the steward. He
had gone for coffee. He must have joined
in the search for Micah Thrumm. | asked
Alice whether she felt strong enough to help
me get her father to his cabin. She said
that die could. Billings's eyes were open
and he was mumbling dazedly to himself.
But he must have known what we were
about, for he assisted us in a clumsy fashion
and the three of us stumbled down the pas-
sage and into my cabin, where he fell back
heavily upon the bed.

“ 1 will go up to the captain’s quarters
and get dressing,” said Alice. “ You’'ll stay
until I come back?”

She took my reply for granted and left
the cabin. | sat beside Billings, dividing
my attention between his pallid face and
the cabin door. Again, in my hand was the
revolver.
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“ Sorry,” Billings muttered.
give way like this.”

Then he closed his eyes again.

.Alice returned shortly and | helped her
to dress the wound. When it was done a
good deal of color had returned to her
cheeks and I could see that her nerves were
well in hand.

“1f 1 leave you now to join in the
search,” | said, “ will you lock the door and
only open it if you recognize the voice of
whoever knocks? There is a gun in your
father’'s pocket and | believe that you will
be quite safe in here.”

Alice readily consented. We found Bil-
lings's gun in the side pocket of the jacket
we had taken off. | examined it to see that
it was properly loaded and then gave it to
Alice. Then | went out on deck to find out
what progress had been made in the chase
after the assassin.

It was a scene of confusion—of shouts—
of men rushing singly and in groups along
the deck. Every one, except those on duty,
was involved. But it was futile. As fu-
tile as our previous searches had been. Mi-
cah Thrumm had vanished as completely
as if he had plunged in some cabalistic fash-
ion straight into the blackness of the night.

Captain Wickstrom was outspokenly en-
raged. “ It iss worse than the deffil,” he
said. “ 1 do not like chases. No. They
are not orderly and are not goot for the
discipline of the crew. It should get them
Into bad habits. And above all chasings |
hate ones in which there should be found
nobody to chase. We shall chase no more.
It iss finished, 1 shall post guards for the
night until assistance comes. Then we will
wait for this mad flea to make exposure of
himself to us. Yess!”

And so it was arranged. Besides those
in the possession of Billings, my nephew,
and myself, there were heavy automatics on
board for each of the officers. There were
also some assorted rifles and guns in a
locked case in the library. These were load-
ed and apportioned among the cooler heads
of the crew. The rest were furnished with
fire axes, slice bars and belaying pins.

If was an impressive array and the Mar-
riat after the posting of the men resembled
an armed camp. Every passage, alley, deck

“ Sorry to
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and door had its guard. Looking back up-
on the whole business now, I can never get
over being surprised at our stupid recur-
rences of confidence; at our almost crim»
inaf blindness to the true source of the peril
that menaced us throughtout that terrible
affair!

| suggested to my nephew the probability
of our finding finger-prints upon the handle
of the dagger, which had clattered to the
floor of the dining saloon and had not been

touched. We did not doubt, of course,
whose prints they would be. We found It
still lying where it had fallen. My nephew

looked down at it, then knelt to examine it
without touching it.

He stared at it intently. His brow was
creased with a frown. *“ I'm trying to
think,” he said, “ trying to catch some-
thing that’'s in my mind—"

“ About the dagger?”

“ Something— 1 have it!
dagger before!”

| 've seen this

CHAPTER XVII.
BLIND ARROWS.

HAT happened during the ensuing

three quarters of an hour Is a

curious example of what can best
be called directional muddling—a blind
striking after immediate clews each one of
which seemed diametrically opposed to any
reasonable solution of the mystery and yet
all of which fell into their appointed places
when the true answer came, as it did, in an
inspirational Sash to my nephew.

The two leads of greatest importance, my
nephew informed me, pointed to Smith. He
expounded his views on the subject as he in-
spected the finger-prints on the handle of
the dagger, which turned out, as we had ex-
pected, to be those of Micah Thrumm.

“ 1 do not believe,” he said, “ that Smith
eknows anything about wireless at all. |
don’'t believe he has ever been a wireless
operator; nor do | believe that there is any-
thing the matter with the set—beyond the
fact that he doesn’'t know how to operate it.
The only message he pretends to have sent
is that fake one of mine to Timmins.

“ Smith knew no answer was required, so
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he was perfectly safe in saying that he had
gotten it off: But when Captain Wickstrora
wanted to send for a tug—a message that
would require an answer at once—what web
the result? An announcement that the set
was out of order and wouldn't work.”

“ 1 don’t see why he couldn’t have made
up an answer concerning the tug.”

“ He didn't dare. He wouldn't feel sure
of his ground. A wrong statement or two
and Captain Wickstrom would get sus-

picious. It was much easier just to wreck
the set. | believe be is Mieah Thrumm'’s
accomplice.”

“ Any proof of it?”

“ Nat beyond the fact that the dagger
that almost kiGed Mr. Billings belongs to
him. | saw it lying on his desk when | sent
the message to Timmins.”

“ That seems pretty obvious.”

“ Too much so. Almost too much so to
be probable. However it must be investi-
gated at once. First we will find out wheth-
er the set is really out of order or not.”

“ How can you? You don't know any*
thing about wireless, do you?”

“ No; but | went around asking who
did.”

“ And does any one?”

“ Yes. Vallance.”

“ The young architect? But he’s sick.”

“ 1 know he’s sick. He runs out to the
rail every five minutes. He's made an awful
mess of his cabin and the steward’s so busy
with the crowd of other sick ones cm his
hands that he hasn't had time to dean up.”

“ But you can hardly expect a man in his
condition to work on a wireless set.”

“ I've explained to him how grave the
situation is and he’s willing to help.”

“ Pretty sporty of him.”

“ Yes, it is. Well pick him up on the
way to the wireless room.”

We almost had to do so literally, for
Vallance, when we reached his bedside,
stifled a groan'and smiled up at us weakly,

“ Feeling better, old man?” asked my
nephew.

“ What's
lance.

“ Think you can stand up? | want you
to try out that wireless set now, if you
can.”

left of me,” whispered Val-
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“ Well,” Vallance gingerly lowered a foot
over the side of his bed and followed it by
the other, “ we can only die once, you
know. Personally | think that the state-
ment is a delusion and a snare. |'ve died
twenty times if 1've died once in the past
hour.”

We flanked him on either side and it was
a slow and halting procession which took
us fully five minutes to reach the wireless
room

My nephew assisted Vallance through
the door and propped him up against a
bulkhead. “ I've brought an expert to help
you,” he said to Smith.

Smith, who was covered with grease, sat
on the floor surrounded by various parts of
the wireless transmitter. He took a lower-
ing look at Vallance.

“ All right, sir,” he said.
to it.”

Smith stood up and nodded briefly toward
the confusion of parts.

“ 1t seems all apart,” said Vallance
weakly, as he staggered across the inter-
vening space and leaned heavily against the
set's panel.

“ Yes,” said Smith briefly. “ It does.”

Vallance, making a great effort, bent
down to pick up some section of the set’s
mechanism that interested him.

“ Look out, sir,” warned Smith.
black goo is grease.”

A palsied look came over young Val-
lance’s face. “ Go00?” he murmured faintly.
* Grease?”

I held the door open and carefully warned
him to look out for the ladder head as he
plunged past me and made for the rail

The gentleman is sick, sir?”
Smith.

“ As sick as your set,” said my nephew.

“It's on the blink for good, sir. I've
been at it for the past hour and haven't
been able to shoot the trouble yet.”

“1 wunderstand from Captain Wick-
strom,” said my nephew, “ that some one
tampered with it. Isn’'t that what you told
him?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ What makes you think so0?”

“ Well, the hurricane damaged the aerial
a bit and |1 had to go aft to fix a spreader.

“ Let him go

“ That

said
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When | got back here | listened in for a
minute or two and picked up a call from
New London. They were trying to get us
with a message. | guess it was in answer
to the one | sent for you, sir.”

“ Then you did send it?”

Smith looked faintly surprised. “ As soon
as the siren stopped,” he said.

“ Oh,” said my nephew.

“ 1 slapped the switches in to tell New
London to go ahead, but she didn't work.
Nothing happened at all. Fuses seemed
O K—juice from the mam line all right—
nothing wrong that you could lay your hand
on easy— but there was nothing doing. This
seemed strange, as well as making me feel
sore, what with having New London growl-
ing his head off for me and me not being
able to answer. What's more, the pesky
set was working like a Rolls Royce not
fifteen minutes before.”

“ Yes?” said my nephew briefly.

“ Yes, sir, running sweet as a breeze.
Right away | felt that something was up—
you know, had a presentiment like. | even
began to feel creepy—as if there had just
been some one in the shack who had either
left it just before | entered, or else was
still here.”

“ 1 suppose you looked around?”

“You bet I did.”

“ And there was no one here?”

You guessed it.” Smith paused for a
moment and then looked obliquely at my
nephew from slanting eyes. Then he
added, almost hesitantly, “ Some one had
been, though.”

“ What makes you so sure?”

“ Because he’'d swiped my knife.”

My nephew shot me a significant look.

“ Knife?”

“ Yes, sir—more of a dagger than a knife.
Regular wop toad-stabber. Picked it up in
Napoli and have carted it around with me
ever since. Well, I know 1'd left it lying on
the top of my desk when | went on deck to
fix the spreader. When | looked around,
after coming back, | saw it was gone. Made
me feel jumpy.”

My nephew looked steadily at Smith.

“ Did it have a bone handle with a silver
shield, and a thin blade about eight inches
long?” be asked.
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Smith looked at my nephew with veiled
eyes.

“ Yes, sir,” he said.

“1 did.”

It was a second or two before Smith said,
“ Where?”

* Sticking in a panel, Mr. Smith—just
about six inches from Mr. Billings's heart.”

“ Did you find it?”

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE CLEW.
"ty THOSE heart, sir?” said Smith
W slowly, as he paled a little and
after a startled pause,

“ Mr. Billings's.”
“ One of the guests, sir?”
One of the guests.”

“ Dead?”

“ No, not dead. But wounded.”

“ Then whoever gypped the sticker from
me tried to Kkill him?”

“ Such is the case.”

“ Gosh,” said Smith simply, “
have been me.”

This was a distinctly equivocal statement.
One could infer from it that the “ it ” it con-
tained might refer to Smith either as a po-
tential victim of .his own knife, or as an
equally potential assassin with his own
knife. 1 could not fathom the man at all.
If duplicity existed it was of a superlative
quality and kind. His manner was natural
and accorded exactly with the way any in-
nocent person would have acted under the
circumstance.

“ When did it happen, sir?”

Even this question accorded with inno-
cence. It was more than probable that
Captain Wickstrom had left the wireless
man severely alone both as to utilizing him
during the past searches and as to having
given him any information concerning their
purpose.

“ Where have you been for the past half
hour?” asked my nephew.

“ Right here, sir. Working on the set.”

“ You didn’t have this cabin at all?”

“ Been rigkt here all the time. Got to
stay here, too. Captain’s orders. No grub
for me until the set is fixed.”

This certainly accorded with perfect inno-

“

it might
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cence. We were foolish, | believed, in con-
sidering the man to be in any way in-
volved. Evidently my nephew was begin-
ning to think similarly.

“ Did you find anything else that showed
some one had been here while you were
fixing the spreader?” he asked.

“ Nothing but the fact that the set
wouldn't work. And what he did to it I
don’'t know. [I'll admit it's got me buf-
faloed.”

“ Well,” my nephew stared thoughtfully
around. “ I'll just take a look and see if
there is anything that you may have missed
—any sign—"

“ All right, sir.”

Smith returned to his labors. 1 could
see, nevertheless, that in spite of the con-
centration he was bending upon his work
he kept shooting a good many wary glances
from the tail of his eye at my nephew.

The inspection of the cabin proved un-
productive of interest until the moment
when my nephew suddenly brought his mag-
nifying glass to play upon the tip of a sharp
spike that was used for the filing of papers,
and which stood upon the operating desk.
After a minute inspection he took a clean
sheet of paper, wiped it over the end of
the tip—holding the spike upside down—m
carefully folded the paper, inserted it in an
envelope, sealed it, and put it in his pocket.

“ Found something?” | asked.

He gave me a sharp look and mumbled
something beneath his breath that I could
not catch. But | gathered that my ques-
tion had been indiscreet.

For the next ten minutes the investigation
proceeded around the wireless room and ex-
tended itself through the sleeping quarters
of Smith, where neither the drawers to his
lockers nor the secrets of his clothes press
were immune from search.

“ All right,” he said at last, “ There is
nothing more to be gained by staying here.”

“ Did you come across anything, sir?”
asked Smith as we moved to depart.

“ Only a speck,” said my nephew, “ and
there is no telling as yet whether it is of
any importance or not.”

The words were light, and our reception
of them was lighter. But heavy indeed
was the emphasis placed on that insignifi-

5 A
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cant thing which my nephew called a
*speck ' when the denouement came. And
how wise he had been, as | later plainly
realized, not to have given his confidence
even to mel

We found young Vallance dinging to a
stanchion and leaning heavily against the
rail.

“ Sorry,” he said weakly, “sorry I
couldn’'t have been of help.”
“ That's perfectly all right,” said my

nephew. “ | very much doubt whether you
could have accomplished a thung this side
of several hours. That set looks like a
Christmas tree on the 2nd of January.”

“ Find any clews?”

“ Nothing to speak of—just a speck.”

“ Speck?”

“Yes. | don't know what it is yet my-
self.”

“ Can | do anything else to help? Not
that I've done anything as yet—but if |
can't,” Vallance added with eagerness, “ I'll
go back to my cabin and lie down.”

“ By all means do.”

“ You shouldn't have waited lor us,” |
said.

Vallance smiled with strained sheepish-
ness. “ | couldn't move,” he confessed.

“ It’s too bad it hits you this way.” |
offered him my arm, which he gratefully
took, while my nephew held him firmly
by his other, “ If we were only going to
be out for a few days’ run you would
get over it. But as we're going to try and
get back in a short while I imagine you
will feel pretty rocky until we land.”

“ In a short while?” Vallance said, with
obvious relief. “ Why couldn’t we go back
now?”

“ We can't go under our own power, and
must wait either until the wireless set is
fixed and we can send for a tug, or else
pick up a tow from some vessel that comes
in answer to our rockets.”

We had reached Vallance’'s cabin and
he sank, with a sigh, back upon his bed
and closed his eyes. We left him there and
went to my nephew’s cabin, the door of
which he locked as soon as we were inside.
There was a set, intense look upon his face.

“ 1 think we are getting warm,” he said.

“ The speck?”

6 A
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“ Yes—with a ‘ perhaps ' attached. I'm
not banking on it too much, because every-
thing so far has led us up against a blank
wall; that wall being the hiding place of
Micah Thrumm. There is no doubt but that
he is on board. There is no doubt but
that he intends to kill Mr. Billings. Who
is with him now?”

“ He is in my cabin. Alice is with him.
I know that Captain Wickstrom has a par-
ticularly husky sailor stationed at the door
—the one we saw as we passed—and two
equally husky youngsters patrolling the
deck outside the ports.”

* Then we have time.”

“ Time?”

“ For an investigation that I am going
to make.”

“ 1 can help you, of course?” | said.

“ No. It is something that | have to
do alone.”

“ You can give me no hint?”

For your own sake, no.”

“ Well, what shall | do?”

“ The best thing you can do is to stay
with Mr. Billings.”

“ Couldn’'t you give me one bhint of the
course you intend to pursue?” | urged.

“ 1t would be better not.”

“ Simply for my own good?”

“ For everybody’s good.”

There was no disbelieving his sincerity,
nor his capability of dealing with the situ-
ation. His firm, young earnestness shone
like a beacon light across the surface of
my troubled sea. The weight of Mkah
Thrumm'’s letter pressing against my heart
seemed lighter. | stood up, patted him on
the shoulder, and unbolted the door.

“ 1 have the fullest confidence in you,”
| said,

“1 hope to God, sir, that it isn't mis-
placed.”

The last glimpse | caught of him as |
closed the door was of him sitting before
his table and inspecting an envelope he had
taken from one of its drawers, | recognized
the envelope as the one that had contained
the death threat sent to Billings by Micah
Thrumm.

And it seemed to me that my nephew,
as he stared intently at its surface, gave
an abrupt start—as if some sudden kuowl-
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edge had just been brought home to him
with the force of a stunning blow.

CHAPTER XIX.
A LIVID FOREHEAD.

OR three full minutes, | was later in-
formed, my nephew sat perfectly still
and stared at the envelope from Micah

Thrumm. And as each minute passed,
what had at first been only the wildest of
conjectures in his mind, became certainty.

Grim certainty.

Working with careful speed, he arranged
his camera upon the table and took flash
light photographs of his collection of fin-
ger-prints—the ones he had gathered since
setting sail.

He developed his plates, dried them, and
had excellent proofs within a space of
twenty-five minutes. | am not familiar with
the processes he used, but | know they
were of the latest—also, judging from the
bills that his apparatus cost me, the most
expensive.

He arranged the entire collection, in-
cluding the set given me by Commissioner
Halsing, on the table and made a minute in-
spection with the aid of his magnifying
glass. He found, at last, what he wanted.
The solution of the mystery was his—with
the exception of one puzzling feature—one
feature that hovered just beyond his grasp.

He then went one step further.

He fastened, by means of clamps of his
own devising, a microscope to the table top.
He took from his pocket the envelope con-
taining the clean sheet of paper in which
he had wrapped the ‘ speck ' he had wiped
from the tip of the paper file in the wireless
room. He lightly coated a glass slide with
some adhesive stuff, folded, with an ex-
tremely steady hand, the sheet of paper
once, and then tapped its all but imper-
ceptible contents onto the glass slide. Hav-
ing done so, he slipped the slide into its
grooves and examined it through the strong
microscopic lens.

He then realized that he was not alone.

Some one else was in the cabin with him.

Behind him.

Some one who had crept like a shade
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through the door which, after 1 had left
him, he had been too engrossed in his sud-
den discovery to remember to bolt it again.
Some one whom he sensed standing very
near him—staring at him—staring at him
with a peculiar malignancy and hate—
some one whom he knew, as surely as he
knew the sun would shine at dawning, was
Micah Thrumm.

There had been no sound; no creak out
of harmony with the gentle sighing noises
of the vessel and the ever-restless sea; no
sound of breathing or of feet slipping soft-
ly across the floor. And yet he knew that
the man was there.

It was a wretched predicament to be in,
and the slightest false move on his part
would but hasten the swift rush-—the swift
plunge of a knife—instant death—

His head was bent low. His eye was
close to the eyepiece of the microscope. His
hands were resting lightly upon the top of
the table. His legs were tucked well be-
neath it. It would take a full second for
him to spring upright—to whirl around and
grapple with the figure drifting creepingly
toward his bowed back.

And a second was too long.

Whatever he did must be done in a
flash; a flash so swift that the upraised hand
of the assassin would find no time to strike.
The man would expect him, if he did any-
thing, to spring up—to hurl himself upon
him. So he did the opposite. With a
quick lunge, he threw his body sideways,
fell flat on the floor, rolled under the table,
and at once tugged at his gun until he got
it out of his pocket. Then he looked from
beneath the table—and saw nothing.

There was nothing there but the chair
which he had overturned, and which now
lay flat on its side. He called himself
seven Kinds of a fool, and decided that he
was in for a fine spell of nerves. He had
imagined the whole thing. There was no
one there. There could be no one there,
for from his position beneath the table he
commanded a dear view of all the floor
space of the cabin.

Then he heard a sound.

It was a gentle, almost imperceptible
scraping, as of something moving on the
table top above him.
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“ Oh,” he said while a shock ran through/
him, “ so there you are!”

“ Yes,” agreed a soft voice from above.

It was a very soft voice—a voice that
was silky, and tenuous with inferred hisses.

.“You're a pretty good jumper, aren't
you,” said my nephew.

“ You're not such a bad diver yourself,”
said the voice.

“ Of course you are Micah Thrumm?”

“Yes. | am Micah Thurmm.”

“ And | suppose you know,” said my
nephew, with as much bravado and confi-
dence as he could muster, “ that I've got
you cornered. | happen to have a gun.”

“So | saw. It's an ugly gun. | also
have a gun—an ugly gun.”

My nephew reflected. No bullet from a
revolver would ever pierce that table.

“ Will you give yourself up, or shall I
have to call for the guards in the passage
to come and get you? They ’ll shoot you
dead if they do.”

Micah Thrumm laughed quietly.

“There are no longer any guards in the
passage,” he said.

“ That is a lie.”

“ No. You ought to know that it isn’t.
I never would have come here if the guards
had been at their posts.

“ Where are they?”

“ They have gone to put out the fire.”

“ Fire?”

“ Yes. A little fire. | started it.”

“ You haven't exactly been idle during
the trip, have youl”

“ No. | started the fire, by the way, in
order to have a dear field and enough time
to come in here and kill you.”

“Try it”
“ 1 shall. You are beginning to know
too much. But you shan't see me before

you die. You will never knowwho | am.”

“ You seem mighty certain it's | who am
going to die.”

“Oh, yes. There isn't any doubt in my
mind about that at all. And you needn’t
think 1 don’t realize your motive in chat-
ting with me this way. You're trying to
keep me interested until the guards get back
to their posts. Silly fellow!”

“ Not at all. I've always conceded that
you were tremendously clever.”

“ Am, my dear boy—not were.”

* That remains to be seen.”

“ Just so. Like my face, that remains
to be seen.”

Taking careful aim at a point on the op-
posite bulkhead just beneath the overhead,
my nephew pulled the trigger of his gun.
The bullet, he knew, would flatten itself
harmlessly against the steel.

After the roar of the explosion had sub-
sided, a thin chuckle came from above him.

“1 wondered,’”l said Micah Thrumm,
“ just when you would do that.”

“ You might just as well commence now
on your prayers. They 'll be busting in that
door in one minute.”

There was no answer.

“ 1 said,” repeated my nephew, “ that
they would be busting in that door in one
minute.”

Still there was no answer, nor was there
any sound of anything astir in the passage.
It was disconcerting—the sudden stillness
after the first few minutes of hearing that
answering voice. Perhaps every one was
in the vicinity of the fire. Perhaps the
sound of his shot had not been heard. He
took indefinite aim and rapidly pulled the
trigger three times. The corresponding sharp
cracks filled the cabin with a vast tumult of
sound. So it seemed to him. They must
be heard. Some one—every one—would
come at once.

But still there was silence. No—not
quite—there was a scraping sound from the
table top; a scraping sound and then the
tips of four fingers creeping slowly beneath
the edge at his feet. He held his breath
and with his gun leveled toward the lower
edge of the table, where m his excited folly
he fondly expected the head of Micah
Thrumm to appear, waited for his target.

There was still no sound. But the finger-
tips pressed tightly on the rim, as if to gain
a purchase so that Micah Thrumm could
lean over and peer below—Kki order to aka
—to aim his own ugly gun—

The fingers belonged, my nephew decided,
while his brain spun in nervous whirls, to
a left hand. The forehead and eyes would
therefore appear to their right. Trembling
more than a little, he shifted his aim a frac-
tion or so of an inch. Then, like some fan-
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tastic substance found beneath the sea,
there came into view a shock of ragged,
gray hair.

With nervous fingers he centered the gun
at the middle of the thatch of hair—wait-
ing—scarcely breathing in his great nerv-
ousness—waiting for the first clear line of
flesh. It came: a livid, pasty colored fore-
head. He fired. Once, Twice. He pulled
the trigger a third time. There was no
sound.

“ Thanks,” said the cool, peculiar voice
of Micah Thrumm. *“ That, | believe, was
your sixth shot. And now | shall kill you.”

CHAPTER XX.
FIRELESS SMOKE.

T is perfectly true that the first four shots

I fired by my nephew were never heard.

The fire started by Micah Thrumm
was not a dangerous one, but we had no
means for knowing so at the time of its dis-
covery. The first indication we had that
something was amiss was a burst of smoke
that came sweeping suddenly aft from the
bows. The alarm was given at once and
spread on wings through the yacht. Every-
one, sick or not, came rushing on deck and
hurried forward, caught in the grip of that
demoralizing fear which a fire at sea alone
can arouse.

Captain Wicktrom was of no uncertain
mind as to what to do. Regardless of what
individual menace there might be to Bil-
lings, the yacht and her human freight as
a whole were, in the final analysis, his
greater responsibility. He recalled the sen-
tries from their posts and had them take
up their stations which had been assigned
during the numerous fire drills he had con-
ducted and the efficiency of which, until
then, he had never had an opportunity for
testing under actual conditions. There was
naturally a great deal of confusion, but I
believe that on the whole the excitement
did not last longer than five minutes.

Though the volume of smoke was exces-
sive, no immediate source of the fire could
be discovered. For a moment it seemed that
the deck itself was burning. But no flames
could be seen. After the first burst of con-
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fusion, smoke bombs were discovered and
the whole business was recognized as its
true worth, as a ruse on the part of Micah
Thrumm.

If so, I felt, it had failed. For Billings,
who had sufficiently recovered from the
shock of his wound to move about again,
had been constantly at my side throughout
the alarm. He was quite unharmed. My
first thought as a solution for the pseudo
fire was that Micah Thrumm had been anx-
ious to get us out of my cabin in order
either to conceal himself within it, during
our absence and the absence of the guards,
or else to plant in it some instrument of
death.

We had begun to straggle from the deck
and into the saloon— every one chattering in
more or less of a high-pitched, nervous fash-
ion—when my nephew's fifth and sixth
shots were heard.

For no sooner did he hear the voice of
Micah Thrumm saying: “ That, | believe,
was your sixth shot. And now | shall Kill
you,” than he realized in full what a fool
he had been. Nor had there been any sane
excuse for his folly.

Not once but a hundred times, since he
had graduated from his primers, had he read
of the ancient western trick of sticking an
empty hat up to draw the enemy’s fire. And
in this case, as he well knew as soon as his
brain cleared from the nervousness and ex-
citement of the past tense moment, it had
been nothing more human that Micah
Thrumm had lowered beneath the edge of
the table than an empty wig.

My nephew crouched at once to his knees
in the least strained position he could af-
fect, and tensed himself to plunge out and
grapple Micah Thrumm'’s legs as soon as
he should jump to the floor. And his eye
looked ceaselessly along the table’'s lower
rim in search of a hand that might appear
and start pumping lead in his direction.

We had determined at that point the di-
rection of the source of the two shots, and,
still under the influence of mob excitement,
had bunched into the passage and were
frantically pounding upon my nephew’s
door.

It would not open, as Micah Thrumm
had bolted it upon the inside, but it took
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the huskiest of the sailors with us little
enough time to put his shoulder against the
panels with short, heavy lunges. They were
not effective and Captain Wickstrom expe-
dited matters by smashing his heavily shod
foot against the woodwork. On the third
smash the door gave and flung inwards. In
our panicky nervousness we all of us
crushed into the cabin after Captain Wick-
strom. Mieah Thrumm had turned out the
lights as well as having bolted the door,,
and it took a second or two fear some one
to find the switch and press it.

The cabin was in indescribable confu-
sion. The table had been overturned, and
it seemed as if a whirlwind had picked up
and misplaced everything movable. My
nephew lay at length upon the floor, with
an ugly welt rising on his forehead.

But Micab. Thrumm had succeeded again
in making good his escape, for outside of
our immediate circle, the cabin held no
stranger. In the confusion' and few seconds
of darkness before the switch had been
pressed, he must have slipped through our
milling bodies like an eel. But he could
not have gotten very far, and | felt
hot with rage at the injury dene my
nephew.

“ After him!” | shouted, and seeing
young Wyeth and Variance, both of whom
were flanking me, made an advance upon
the door.

“ Stop!” commanded Captain Wickstrom.
“ Chasings are finished. We haff done chas-
ings enough.”

“ But he has just gone!” | insisted. * We
are bound to catch him this time.”

“ Neferf” said the captain. “ He iss a
deffil and can go into air like this! You
men will go back to your posts. | will haff
no more scamperings about this vessel. And
you gentlemen, and Miss Alice,” he said to
the rest of us, “ I suggest you go back to
your cabins and stay on your guards.

“ Your nephew,” he turned to me, “ iss
already recovering from the blow on the
head. You will haff no trouble in bringing
him around. At any moment some ship
may haff sighted our rockets and be bear-
ing down upon us now. | shall transfer
every one but the crew to her as soon as she
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comes alongside. Then I know you will be
safe.”

What slight chance there had been of
catching Micah Thrumm had evaporated, |

felt, by then. “ Whatever you think best,”
| said.
“ Yess. Now | go to the bridge.”

The cabin cleared with murmurs, curious
glances, and not a little confusion. Alice,
Billings, and | remained. | had managed
to assist my nephew to the bed. He was
partially recovered, although still consider-
ably shaken and dazed.

Alice made a cold compress with a towel
and applied it to the swelling on his fore-
head. His eyes opened widely and he

*looked from one to the other of us.

“ Where are the rest?”’ he asked.

“ Gone to their cabins,” | told him.

“ They were here, though, weren't they?”

“ Yes.”

“ 1 thought | heard a jumble of voices
just as | was- coming to.”

| could not see what difference it made,
nor why he should have asked the question.
He swung his feet over the side of the bed
and sat up. He reviewed the litter of his
effects.

“ Damn,” he said softly.
them with him.” 5

The remark, as had been Ms previous
ones, remained an enigma.

“ Alice,” he said, “ take your father back
to your cabin and keep hint there.”

“ But you,” said Alice, “ you're hurt.”

“ Please do as | say. At once. You
want to help him. You want to save his
life. Then do as I tell you.”

There was sufficient conviction In my
nephew’s voice to command obedience either
with or against reason. They started for
the door and | started to follow.

“ Not you,” he said to me.

| closed the door after Alice and Bil-
lings and turned toward my nephew.

“ Now then,” he said, “ listen to me.
You must do exactly as | tell you, and Mi-
cah Thrumm will be ours in half an hour.”

“You know where he is?”

“ No,” he answered to my confusion.
“ But | know who he is—which is much
more to the point.”

“ He's taken

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK



By LOIS FINK HONBERGER

—I—HE setting was perfect. Wide front
porch, well back from the elm-
shaded street— fairy flecks of moon-
light penetrating the thick, secluding honey-
suckle vine that filled the soft night air with
fragrance—a low cushioned swing made for
two— and the lady next door playing “ Oh
Promise Me ” softly and with feeling. All
the scene needed was the girl. And on the
porch they waited for her—her father, a
lover and his dog. Mr. Sprague, with the
disillusioned patience of twenty-two years
intimate knowledge of Suzanne and her
ways; William Rouser Rigby— they never
called him Bill—growing momentarily hot-
ter under his immaculate collar as the long
minutes grew* into an hour; Sport, the bull
terrier, with a wistful eye on the large isin-
glass covered candy box reposing in state
on the correct creases of William's white
trousered knees.

“ 1 guess this shows me pretty well how |
stand with Suzanne, Mr. Sprague,” William

drummed on the candy box with nervous
fingers. “ I've had this date with her for
over a week, and there’'s just no excuse—"”

“ Well, now, | wouldn’'t get discouraged

if | was you. There’s no telling what Sue’s
up to—"

“You said it!” remarked William feel-
ingly.

“ Mebbe she’s just forgotten—"”

“ Huh! That's great consolation, that is!
If I thought she’'d gone and forgotten our
date—"”

“ 'Course, | don’'t know that that's it!

Mr. Sprague put in hastily. “ Mebbe
Turkington’s run out of gas.”

“ Say, they better not pull that one
again! | found out that Turk had his old

red junk heap filled up that afternoon just
before they started. And you know they
didn't bum up any fifteen gallons just go-
ing to the beach and back. Suzanne needn’t
think she’s pulling the wool over my eyes.
I'm not as green as | look. And I'm get-
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ting pretty darn sick of it, Mr. Sprague.
I've done every earthly thing she’s wanted
me to do this year. I've let her drive my
new car all over creation. |'ve danced
through five pairs of shoes, and played ten-
nis at four thirty in the morning, and gone
swimming at midnight, and shaved off my
mustache— "

“1 know you have, son. | know you
have.” Suzanne’s father rose ponderously,
moved his chair closer to William’'s discon-
solate figure, and eased his huge body back
into it with a gusty sigh. “ And doggone
it, William, 1 wouldn’t be surprised if that
was just where you made your mistake!”

* Shaving off my mustache?” William’s
well kept hand with its impressive diamond"
caressed his downy upper lip ruefully.

“ Naw. Humoring her the way you do.
Turnin’ yourself inside out to please her.
Turkington don’t do it, you bet! Say—the
line of talk that lad gives her! An’ she
just eats it up. Criticises her clothes. Tells
her she can’'t sing worth a damn and he'd
rather listen to the phonograph. Bawls her
out if she keeps him waiting two minutes—
say, iemme give you a pointer.” Mr.
Sprague paused to light a fresh cigar. “ Last
night he refused point blank to go to that
club dance. Said it was too hot to dance,
and dancin’ was a stupid form of exercise
anyway. And Sue stood for it! What's
more, when he offered to take her into New
York to a show she insisted she'd rather
just go to a movie. And let me tell you,
young feller, when a girl starts savin’ a
man’s money for him—well, you better get
right busy, or I'm afraid that lad’s goin’ to
beat you to it!”

“ Get busy!” groaned William. *“ What
can | do, more than I'm doing? |'ve tagged
her around morning, noon and night. Dad’s
growling his head off because | don’t stick
around the store more. You see, Mr.
Sprague, 1'm good enough to kill time with
during the day, while that big stiff is wear-
ing the greasy overalls, but evenings—
Lately, I don’t get a look-in. This is the
first date I've had with Suzanne in five
nights—”

“ Well—<¢ Mr. Sprague scratched hs head
thoughtfully. “ Why don't you do like
Turkington does—just show up whenever
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you feel like it, date or no date? Or else
come right out and ask her plump and
plain—"

“ Ask her! Say, I've asked her so often
that when I meet her on the street | have
to clap my hands over my mouth to keep
from saying, ‘ Hello, Sue, will you marry
me?’ | can't exactly drag her off by the
hair of the head.”

Mr. Sprague chuckled. *“ Well, I dunno
but what that'd be a prettty good idea.
If 1 was in your place I'd try a little of the
rough stuff, too. Copy this lad Turking-
ton’s style.”

“ Yes, and Suzanne would give me the
gate so quick—"”

“ Wait a minute, now.” Mr. Sprague in-:
haled deeply and sent a rich cloud of smoke
through the honeysuckles. “ You take my
advice, young feller. 1've raised seven girls,
and | understand women some better'n you
do. I'm telling you—and | know—that
that's just where Turkington makes his big
hit. Sort of a new experience for the kid
—not havin’ her own way. | guess we've
Irinda spoiled Sue-—she bein’ the baby, an’
all—"~

“1'll say you have!” snorted William.

“ Atta-boy!” Mr. Sprague's mild blue
eyes twinkled. “ Now, why can’t you talk
up like that to Sue, 'stead of lettin’ her twist
you right around her little finger—"”

“ Oh, what chance have | got, anyway,
against a guy that's been gassed and won
medals and flies airplanes for a living?
Even Mrs. Sprague rubs it in. Turkington'$
her little favorite, all right. You don’t see
her making any lemon pies for me. Or rav-
ing about my eyelashes, or inviting me over
to eat waffles Sunday mornings.” Frown-
ing severely, William drew out his watch
and consulted it.

“ Of course, Turkington’s just boardin’,”
soothed Suzanne's father. “ He don’t get
home cooked victuals like you do— an’ bein’
an orphan—ma feels kinda sorry for him,
I guess. Ma’s awful tender-hearted.”

The lady next door launched into an-
other sentimental ballad.

“Well, I've -waited long enough, Mr.
Sprague,” William pocketed his watch and
rose with decision, drawing himself up to
his full five feet nine. “ | guess Suzanne
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mon't twist me around her little finger any
more. Plenty of other nice girls in this town
that 'll be glad to see me drive up in my
new gas-wagon. And you can tell her for
me. C’mon, sport. Suzanne’s broken about
the last date she 'll ever break with me!”

Standing there in the moonlight, clutching
the large box of candy, William looked very
grim, very tragic. He knew that he was
impressive. There was not a slicker blond
head in town than his. His tie was perfec-
tion. His regular profile alone would have
got him into the movies— Suzanne had often
told him so herself. Well, he'd show her.

“ Now, look a-here, William.” Mr.
Sprague’s tone was properly conciliatory.
“ Goin' away mad won't get you anywhere.
I'm backin’ you to win out—don’t forget
that! This guy Turkington's kinda forcing
my hand, but you knowr there’s no one 1'd
sooner see Sue tie to than you, come right
down to it. You're both pretty young yet,
but I married Suzanne’s ma when she was
about her age. An’ it isn’'t as if you didn’t
have a good level head on your shoul-
ders.”

“ Yes, and my prospects are sure.” Will-
iam sat down again in the squat wicker
chair and gave each of his trouser legs a
careful twitch. “ It Il be ‘ Righby & Son’
before long now. And, of course, some day,
the whole store will be mine. Dad’s tucked
away a neat little pile, too. That's what
I've been trying to tell Suzanne—but she
won't listen—"

“ Well, Sue's kinda romantic,” her fond
father explained. “ Don’t ever give that
side of it a thought. Mother’s that way, too.
That's where Sue gets it. You know, women
are funny. Impractical—all of 'em. But
you can get 'em to do most anything if you
just know how to go about it. Now7 you
take Sue’'s mother. You'd never believe it,
but 1 had just such a time with her as
you're having with Sue. An’ if 1'd taken
no for an answer—” He chuckled reminis-
cently. “ Twice | was engaged to Susan,
and twice I was—dis-engaged. Carried that
marriage license around in my vest pocket
till it was pretty near wore in two, waitin’
for her to say the word. Finally made up
.my mind I'd waited about long enough.
<And | drove up with my two bays one eve-
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nin'’2-'twas just such an evenin’ as this—*
full moon, and the honeysuckles bloomin—
Susan, she thought we was goin’ to a so-
ciable, but |1 thought different. Got her into
the buggy, and | says, ‘ Susan,’ says I, ' to-
night’s our weddin’ night. Do’ know as you
think so now, but we're goin’ to travel right
smart until you do.” And | started those
bays up, and kept 'em goin’ like greased
lightnin’, and time we’'d covered about
twelve mile Susan reckoned she was ready
to look up a minister.

“ Now, d'ye get my point, son? You
gotta just take things into your own hands.
You gotta kinda make 'em sit up an’ take
notice.  Suzanne’s impetuous an’ head-
strong-takes after her mother in that. But
she likes you. It was always William this
and William that, up to a couple a weeks
ago. | think Turk kinda got around Su-
zanne—and mother, too— takin’ ’'em for
that airplane ride. Woman ma’s age should
know better than to go gallivantin’ up in
the sky—"

“You ought to forbid it, Mr. Sprague.
You ought positively to forbid both of them.
It's not safe.”

“ Well, you follow the old man’s advice,
now.” Mr. Sprague changed the subject
hastily. *“ Stick tight. And try talkin’
right up to Sue, Treat her rough. Turk-
ington’s going away in a few days. Be gone
about a week. Gonna pilot a hew airplane
down South somewheres. So now’s your
chance. You’'ll have Sue all to yourself.”

“ Gee gosh! | was going on a camping
trip with one of the fellows. We've got our
outfits all ready. New fishing tackle, and
army tents— But if that big piece of
cheese isn't going to be hanging around I
guess I'll stick, like you said.”

“ That's the idea! You tie to the old
man, and we’ll have ma digging my dress-
suit out of the moth balls for the weddin’
before she knows it!” chuckled Mr.
Sprague. “ Goin’ to throw it away soon’s
Suzanne’s married. No more use for it
then. Been togged up in it for four wed-
din's. Hate dress-suits an’ weddin’s. And
ma just dotes on 'em. Almost, broke her
heart because Geraldine and Alice eloped
and cheated her out of all the fuss an’
feathers. Yes, young fellow, you better
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not go campin’ just yet. Better stick around.
Goin’ to fish, was you?”

u Sure thing. Lots of fish out in the old
South Bay now.”

“ Haven't been fishin’ this year,” sighed
Mr. Sprague. “ Ma’s so afraid I'll exert
myself, with my weak heart—"

The quiet of the street was shattered by
a rakish red roadster that teetered perilously
round the comer and shivered to a stand-
still with a shrill shriek of brakes.

“ Sufferin’ saints! ” exploded Mr. Sprague.
“ The way that fool drives!”

“ It's Suzanne, driving!” William cor-
rected crisply. “ Honestly, Mr. Sprague,
you ought to talk to her about the way she
drives. She 'll get killed some day!”

Suzanne sprang lightly out of the driver’s

seat. “ Four thirty, north court,” came her
dear young voice. Followed a low bass
rumble. William leaned forward, strain-

ing both eyes and ears.

“ All right, make it six then, but that
will only give us an hour to play,” said Su-
zanne distinctly.

“ You see!” snorted Mr. Sprague.

William saw. Turkington’s bright mop of
red hair had plainly never known slickem.
Obviously, he had not read “ What the
Young Man Is Wearing.” Hatless, coat-
less, sleeves rolled up and the collar of his
soft shirt turned in so that a wide tanned
V of throat and chest was exposed, Turk-
ington sat in that old red junkheap of a
car as if he were sitting on the world— sat
and chinned with Suzanne. Both were ap-
parently oblivious of their disapproving au-
dience on the porch.

“ Well, of all
William.

“You light into the kid good an’ hard!”
Mr. Sprague admonished him.

Finally Turkington slid over to the driv-
er's seat. “ So long!” he called, and the
battered red car moved away with scarcely
a sound.

Suzanne stood and watched it out of
sight around the comer, to William’s in-
tense disgust. Then she came swiftly up
the front steps, poised there as gracefully
as a young swan, and peered into the shad-
ows in mock concern. And standing there,
her big brown eyes dancing with mischief,

the nerve—" growled
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her short dark hair a mass of windblown
curls framing a piquant, pointed little face,
she was enough to make an# man’s heart
beat faster.

“ Well, look who's herf!” she trilled. A
fresh outburst of song from the lady next
door was her only answer. *“ William—
aren’t | just the limit! Keeping you waiting
like this. 1'm sorry. We went over to the
flying field, and Turky took me all through
the plant—showed me just how the planes

are made. And it took ages longer than we
expected. We went up into— 1 think they
call it the air chamber—and watched a

darling little new model fly around, just
exactly as if some one was driving it.”

<A long, pregnant silence. “ Oh, don’t be
cross!” Suzanne took the last two steps at
a bound. “ Say something, somebody! Dad,
is this the proper way to greet the prodigal
daughter?” She laid her smooth cheek
against his, coaxingly. “ Solemnity doesn't
in the least become you. Please smile for
me, dad. That's better!” And she pouted
her pretty lips and kissed him. * William,
you're forgetting point seventeen in the
book of etiquette. Gentlemen should al-
ways rise to greet the lady. Oh—cheer up,
Will-yum! Nobody’s dead.”

“ Not yet!” agreed William darkly.

Mr. Sprague growled: “ Had your sup-
per, young lady?”

* Sure.” Suzanne selected a fat cushion
from the swing and settled her slim, cream
flannel clad self on the top step with her
back against a pillar. Sport came over and
thrust bis head into her lap. “ Two ham-
burger and onion sandwiches, hot from the
lunch wagon. Dill pickles. Coffee—"”

“ Huh!” snorted William. “ Fine kind
of grub to feed a jane!”

“ This jane loved it,” Suzanne declared.

“ Well, you better go inside and tell
Katie,” Suzanne's father put in. “ She's
been keeping stuff hot for you for
hours.”

“ Good old Katiel! Oh — Will-yum!
Chocolates!” Suzanne reached out a slen-
der tanned hand and took the box from his
reluctant grasp. “ And | don’t deserve 'em.
Don’t deserve 'em at all. You ought to give
them to Helen Frey—or some other nice
girl.”
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“ 1 ought,” agreed William crisply. “ And
next time I will.”

Suzanne’s Eyebrows went up the merest
trifle.

“ Is that a promise?” she inquired sweet-
ly. And selecting a large chocolate she took
a dainty bite and fed the rest to Sport.

“ Don't give that dog candy!”

“ M-mmmm, good!” murmured Suzanne.
“ Just think what Helen is missing. Poor
Sport! He does so want another nice soft
jelly center. And his cruel master says no.
Just this one, Will-yum?”

“ If you were half as kind to me as you
are to my dog—"

“ Love my dog—Ilove me!” Suzanne gig-

gled. *“ Here’s a jelly center for you, too—
just like Sport's. No? Don’'t you want
it? Dad, you'll have some, | know. Come

on, Will-yum. Just one. They’re delicious.
Just to show that I'm forgiven.” Her
laughing face was very near his own. Her
brown eyes danced with mischief, and a
bewitching little dimple came and went in
her cheek. What could a fellow say to
a girl like that? William took a chocolate,
ialthough he knew he oughtn’t. Mr. Sprague
coughed meaningly, but he coughed too
late.

“ Get some down your Sunday throat,
dad?” inquired Suzanne innocently.’1 'Scuse
me for a minute, folks, while I make my
peace with Katie.” And Suzanne and the
chocolates vanished within the house.

“ Seems to me you're kinda slippin’ a
little,” remarked Mr. Sprague mildly.

“ Well, you just wait!” William prom-
ised. “ I didn’'t want to make it too strong,
just at first, for fear she might suspect
something.”

“ Oh, take more, Katie. Take a whole
handful,” came Suzanne's blithe voice.
“ William brought them. Wasn't it sweet
of him? And I'm so sorry | missed the
chicken pie. You see—" the sweet voice
dropped to a confidential murmur.

un That girl!” sighed Mr. Sprague. “ The
way she gets around people! For the land’s
sake, boy, don't let her wrap you around
her—”

“ What are you two whispering about?”
demanded Suzanne, settling herself at her
father's feet again.
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“ Things no woman should know.” Mr.
Sprague winked at William. “ Well, I guess
I'll toddle down street and see what Sim’s
doing.” He rose heavily.

“ Dad—you’ll do nothing of the sort!
You were up till twelve thirty last night,
and it isn't going to do your weak heart any
good to play poker half the night again to-
night. If you're going to toddle anywhere
you just toddle off to bed, or I'll wire mother
to come straight home and take care of
you.”

“Weak heart—bunk!” growled Mr,;
Sprague. “ You'd think I had one foot in
the grave, way you women folks talk.”

“You would have, if we didn't watch

you. = You toddle along now and get your
beauty sleep.”
" “ Ho—ho—hum!” yawned Mr. Sprague
obediently. “ Reckon it is about time for
an old duffer like me to be hitting the hay,.
G'night.”

“ Poor dad!” Suzanne chose another
chocolate. “ He does love to play poker.
Have to keep an eagle eye on him when-
ever mother’'s away.”

William maintained a dignified silence.
Suzanne regarded him thoughtfully for a
long moment. Then: uWill-yum,” she de-
clared, “ if you're going to keep on mak-
ing a noise like an oyster I'm going to find
some one else to talk to, 'cause I've just
got to talk to some one this be-eautiful
night.”

“ Meaning your air-route chauffeur?”

“ William, you are so discerning! Now
that dad’s gone, I'll tell you a deep, dark
secret. Turky took me for another hop!
And—oh, thrills—we looped the loop, and
went into a nose dive—William, you've no
idea how thrilling it is to be standing on
your head about eighteen million feet above
the clouds—"

“ Suzanne Sprague! You need a guar-
dian. Between driving that rattly red tin
tomato can at the rate of fifty-five miles an
hour, and—"

“ Thanks, old dear. Think you're quali-
fied for the job? If | slowed down for
every little old bump the way you do—
Say, let's go for a spin. No fun sitting
here like two stuffed owls on a log. [I'll
drive—"
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“ No—thing doing!” declared William
emphatically.

“ Oh, of course, if you're afraid I'll hurt
your old car—"”

* Mine isn't an old car. Remember that.
And I'm not afraid of your hurting it, be-
cause you're not going to drive it again
until you get sense.”

“ Why—why William Rouser Rigby!
What a nasty remark! Was | the one who
bent that left front fender—answer me
that. Have | ever as much as scratched
your precious car?”

“ Some fools,” declared William, “ have
luck!” He lighted a cigarette with a hand
that was not quite steady in the tense
silence that followed.

* Well — the — nerve — of — some —
people!” Suzanne reached for his case, ex-
tracted his cigarette expertly just as he
was taking his second long, heartening puff,
and used it for a lighter. The old man’s
advice was simply jake! Why, she was
taking it like a lamb!

“ What's the matter with you to-night?”
She regarded him almost anxiously, straight
brows drawn together in a puzzled frown.
“ Are you getting nervous, or did you mere-
ly bounce out of the wrong side of the bed
this morning?”

“ Suzanne—”  William retrieved his
cigarette. “ 1 went to talk to you—seri-
ously.”

* William—you’'re so nice—until you get
serious!”

“ Oh, you can’'t put me off this time!
I'm going to talk seriously, and you're go-

ing to listen — for once in your young
life!”

“ William, if you get serious—I'll
screhm!”

“ Of course,” William ignored the levity,
“ | know that the furniture business isn't—
romantic. It doesn’t stack up very well with
riding through pink clouds for a living—"

“Who ever said it wasn't romantic?”
Suzanne tossed her cigarette away wifh a
dramatic gesture. “ Why—1 think it’s just
the romantic-est—Will-yum! Think! Sell-
ing cunnin’ twin beds, and—and baby car-

riages—"”
“ Listen to me, Suzanne!” William moved
closer and fixed her with a steely gaze. “ 1'm
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in dead earnest now. When are yon going
to marry me?”

“ What a thrilling’ proposal!” giggled
Suzanne. “ The thirty-ninth, isn't it?”
Then her face sobered. “ Oh, that

wasn't kind! William, you're an old
peach, and we've had such heaps of good
times together. Why will you spoil it— this
way? Why can’t we just keep on being—m
good friends?”

“ Do you talk this way to that red-
headed mechanic when he makes love to
you?”

“ One more remark like that, William
Rigby, and I'll go straight in the house!”

“ Oh, no, you won'tt You’'ll sit right
here and listen to me!” And William’s
hand closed firmly round one of her slim
wrists. A gasp, a wrench, a flying leap that
sent what remained of the chocolates roll-
ing down the steps, and the front door
closed behind Suzanne with a bang. William
stared blankly into space. Sport retrieved
the chocolates one by one, unrebuked, un-
noticed even. Then he came and poked a
cold nose into his master’s listless hand.

“ Just a lit-tle lo-o-ve, a lit-tle Kki-iss,”
sang the lady next door in a rich, syrupy
contralto. William rose, stumbled over the
lid of the candy box, and sent it half way
across the lawn with one vicious kick.

“ Rough stuff—hell!” he muttered.

But he was back again, next evening. He
drove up boldly, fortified by a fetching newT
tie, his week’s salary, and the gratifying
knowledge that he looked, and was, a thor-
oughly eligible young man. Suzanne, in a
new and becoming orchid organdie, was oc-
cupying the porch swing.

“ Oh, it's you!” she remarked.
phasis was not promising.

“ Same old faithful. What about a spin?”
It was thus nonchalantly that William
bridged the gap.

Suzanne’s straight brows went up the
merest trifle. “ Of course you've come to
see dad, because | don't remember your
asking to come to see me. He’'s gone down
to the post office. 1f you walk down Maple
Street you'll be sure to find him.”

Her em-
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“ Nifty looking rag you've got on, Su-
zanne,” Ignoring her sarcasm, William sat
down boldly in the big wicker chair.

“ Like it?” Suzanne thawed a little.
“ Isn't so bad, is it, considering that | cre-
ated it all by myself?”

“ Made it?” William was properly im-

pressed. *“ Gee gosh! Stand up and let
me see. Say, it's the snake’s whiskers, all
right, all right! Want to give it the air at

the South Bay Club to-night?”

Suzanne stifled a yawn daintily. “ Too
hot. It is stupid exercise anyway— danc-
ing.”

“ Let's ride then. Aw—come on, Sue!”

Suzanne’s brown eyes danced with mis-

chief. “ Fifteen miles an hour?”
“ Fifty, if you say so! The chariot
waits.”

“ Yes— for a long time, if it waits for me.
Because I'm going out in that junky little
old red tomato can this evening—if you

get me.”
“ Well, of course, if you feel that way
about it—1 guess Helen Frey won't hesi-

tate long when | ask her. | guess maybe
she won’t just jump at the chance of a
dance, and a run over to the Outside Inn
afterward—"

“ Won't she—just!” agreed Suzanne.
“ Give her my love, and tell her I hope
she enjoys playing second fiddle.”

William took his departure in dignified
silence. He was half way to the gate when
the red tomato can rounded the corner, and
propelled by its owner’'s masterful hand,
came to an abrupt standstill a perilous two
inches from the rear bumper of the shining
new sedan.

“ Hey—Ilook out, there! You crazy!”
howled William. Then he heard Suzanne’s
delighted giggle close behind him, and
wheeled sharply. “ Yes, here’s your greasy
mechanic friend now. All dressed up, too.
Bet he's going to blow you to a nickel ice
cream sandwich!”

“ You better say it low!” Suzanne's eyes
flashed fire.

Turkington disengaged his long body
from the shabby red roadster and came
toward them, grinning broadly. He wore
white flannels to-night. Yes, and he had
a collar on, for once. And a wide striped

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

tie—holy mackerel, what a tie! William’s
soul sickened with envy.

“ Just leaving, William?” Turk inquired
pleasantly.

“ How did you guess it?” queried William
with heavy sarcasm.

“ Don’'t rush away on my account.”

William, unable to think of a sufficiently
scathing reply, retreated to the sedan in
silence. Under his hasty manipulation it
separated itself from the red tomato can
by a distance of three feet, hiccuped
twice, and stopped. William tried again.
The starter gave forth a maddening cres-
cendo snarl, but that was all.

Turkington called, “ What's wrong?
Flooded her?”
“ Nothing wrong. I'm just sticking

around because | like the scenery.” Out
of the tail of his eye William saw Suzanne’s
amused smile. He drew another long,
hoarse wail of protest from the starter.

“ Say, fellow, for the love of Pete, lay
offt  That won't do any good. Let's have
a look.” Turkington was raising the hood.
“ Yes, you've flooded her for fair. Just,
slide over, will you, and let me whisper
persuasively to that engine?”

“ Don’t bother.” Silently cursing his
luck, William climbed out of the car.

“ Where are your tools?” questioned
Turkington good naturedly.

“ Under the front seat, 1 suppose.
never used them.”

“ Want me to telephone the garage to
send a man down, William?” Suzanne in-
quired pointedly.

“ Of course not!” Turk interposed.
“ Suzanne, how do you get that way? Il
have her humming in two shakes.”

“ Don't trouble vyourself.”  William’s
tone was icy,: “ I'll get Hawkins down to
fix it.”

“ No trouble at all.”

I've

Turkington was

peeling off his coat now. “ Carburetor
just wants a little coaxing.”
“The show,” announced  Suzanne,

“ starts in twenty minutes, Turk!”
Turkington folded his coat neatly and
laid it on the grass. “ | can fix it in fif-
teen,” he grinned, and set to work. Suzanne
regarded his broad back thoughtfully, then
turned and went back to the house. Wil-
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liam stood helplessly by while his rival did
mysterious things with a wrench.

Mr. Sprague rounded the corner, the
evening newspaper under his arm, and
stopped. “ What's the trouble?” he puffed.

“ Engine’s gone crazy,” William ex-
plained vaguely.

“ Evening, Mr. Sprague.” Turkington
raised a perspiring countenance. *“ Just a
little water in the carburetor, that's all.

Guess William must have been buying
cheap gasoline.”

“ No such thing!” declared William in-
dignantly, *“ Don’t have to.” Then he
caught sight of Suzanne coming airily down
the path, her white beaded bag in her hand,
and over one arm a shimmering wrap edged
with white fur.

“ 1 called the garage and they're going
to send Hawkins down as soon as he gets
back from another call,” she announced.

Turkington straightened up, brushed a
sandy lock from his forehead with a smeary
hand, and stared. “ For the love of Pete,
Suzanne, what'd you do that for? | told
you not tot”

“ Because. It’'s nearly time for the show7

and—why Tom Turkington! Look at your
nice white trousers! Both knees! And
you've got a smear across your forehead—
Go straight in and wash up. Hurry!”
_“ Woman,” said Turk in his pleasant,
lazy drawl, “ can’'t you see I'm busy? You
trot right in now and call up that garage,
and tell ’em the job’s finished, see? And,
say— fish my handkerchief out of this back
pocket for me, will you, Sue?”

“ Here's your old handkerchief. Now
come on. William’s in no hurry. He can
wait until Hawkins arrives on the scene.”

Turkington dabbed at his forehead, wid-
ening the area of the smudge, and bent over
the engine again.

“ Come on, Turki” Suzanne's voice was
pleading.

“ For cat's sake, Suzanne, have a little
patience! I'll have this boat running in five
minutes now.” Suzanne, with a resigned
little sigh, turned toward the house again.

“ Yon see!” said Mr. Sprague succinctly
in William’s ear. William caught up with
Suzanne just as she was ascending the
steps.
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“ Still jumping through the hoops, | see,”
he murmured.

“ What do you mean—hoops?” Suzanne
sat down in the swing and eyed him coldly.

“ 1 guess you know, all right. | guess
everybody knows. The whole town’s talk-
ing about it—the way you're letting that
big stiff boss you around!”

“ Really?” Suzanne’s voice was danger-
ously sweet.

“You said it! Why, Turk’s even
bragged, himself, to a certain jane about
how he can just wrap you right around his
little finger!”

“ He did no such thing!”

“ Did so!” lied William brazenly. *“ I
guess this won't make a nice, juicy morsel
for the village gossips, too—time Miss
Hayes spreads it! She’s been sitting there
on her porch taking it all in—the way you
obey the master's voice!”

“ Anything else?” The toe of a slim
white kid slipper tapped the floor impa-
tiently.

“ Yes. Speaking of the slave period—
how does it feel to sit around half the even-
ing and wait for a guy?”

At that exact instant William’s car came
to life. “ Told you I'd have her going in
five minutes! ” Turk sang out. He throttled
the engine down to a soft, even purr and
came toward them, rubbing his hands with
a piece of waste. In his wake shambled
Mr. Sprague.

“ Thanks a lot,” murmured William un-
enthusiastically.

“ Don't mention it, old kid. Now,
Suzanne, I'll get washed up—"”
“ Dad,” said Suzanne sweetly, “ will you

telephone the garage and tell them that we
found a mechanic? 1 haven't time. And
remember, you promised to go to bed early.
William and | are going to trip the light
fantastic at the Outside Inn.”

Turk’s good natured grin faded, but he
merely shrugged.

“ You said it!” burbled William, scarcely
believing bis ears. “ Some jazz band, down

there! Well, so long, Mr. Sprague. Slong,
Turk. Thanks awfully for fixing the car
for us.”

Turk watched them drive away in gloomy
silence. Then, “ Like to see a good show,
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sir?” he inquired of Mr. Sprague. *“ I've
got two tickets.”

“ Kind of late, isn't it?” parried

Suzanne’s father.

“No. Bet | can get us down there yet
in tune to see the start of the piece!”

“Not on your life, young fellow!”
growled Mr. Sprague. “ Not the my you
drive. | got a weak heart.”

In spite of his temporary victory, the
next few days were anxious ones for
William. True, he saw rather more of
Suzanne. Turkington, since the night of his
summary dismissal, had not put in another
appearance. William tried earnestly to fol-
low Mr. Sprague’'s expert adylce, but it is
difficult to be stem and domineering with
a girl who giggles at one’s carefully re-
hearsed declarations. Then came the cruel
bolt from the blue.

Suzanne decided, overnight, to visit a
friend at Sayville, And it was Turkington
m—suddenly returned to favor, how and
when William could only gloomily conjec-
ture—who drove her over in the tomato can,
the evening before he started on his South-
ern flight. William had a lengthy interview
with Mr. Sprague that evening.

When he turned up a week later—unin-
vited and unannounced—to drive Suzanne
home from Sayville, she appeared only
mildly surprised. It was a brilliant, golden
afternoon—an afternoon made for lovers.
William was keyed up to such a pitch that
he let the car out daringly, between towns,
to as much as forty miles. Be hoped
Suzanne noticed.

But she made none of her usual teasing
comments about the way he drove. She
was unusually quiet, too. Sitting there be-
side him in her crisp, pale green linen frock
and wide white hat, she seemed as remote
and unattainable as one of the fleecy clouds
overhead. William stole frequent, furtive
glances at her.

“ Want a nut fudge sundae?” he inquired
once, ending a long silence.

Suzanne shook her head. “ No thanks,
old dear.” Assuredly, there was something
wrong with Suzanne! He stopped and pur-
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chased her favorite brand of cigarettes.
These, too, she declined gently— all too gen-
tly. And she hadn’t even suggested driving
the car. Could she possibly suspect?

But when he swerved off the main road
she only inquired mildly:

“ What's the big idea?
but a lane.”

“ Got to see a man,” he told her glibly.

They passed mi old farmhouse and con-
tinued on down the lane, which ended ab-
ruptly in a strip of sandy beach. Beyond
lay the sparkling blue waters of the Great
South Bay. Lazy waves lapped gently
against a tiny pier. William drew a long sigh
of relief when he heard the sudden hum of
the trim mahogany speedboat beyond it.

“ Now, hop out,” he commanded curtly,

Suzanne stared. “ What for?”

“ Never mind what for. You do as |
tell you, see?”

“ Why, Will-yum, old dear, what's come
over you?”

“ You beard me, Suzanne!” thundered
William in true villain style. “ Step
down.” He sprang out and possessed him-
self of ter absurdly small patent leather
suit case.

“Oh, you masterful man!” purred
Suzanne, and removing her floppy straw hat
she tossed it into the rear seat. Then
things began to happen. Two taH, blacks
masked giants appeared from nowhere.
Suzanne gave a shrill little scream as the
taller one lifted her none too gently and car-
ried her, kicking and struggling, to the boat.
William mumbled something to the other,
who promptly jumped into the car and
drove away. Suzanne stopped fighting and
stared hard, ter eyes growing rounder and
rounder. Then she giggled. The giant
promptly bound her eyes with a blue ban-
danna.

“ What is this—blind man’'s bluff?” she
inquired. The giant’'s mouth spread in a
broad grin as he wound die rope deftly
around her slender ankles. ‘William, climb-
ing gingerly into the boat with the suit
case, gave him ablack look.

“ Her hands—you fool!”
“ Bind ter hands.”

“1f you would kidnap me,” shrilled
Suzanne indignantly, “ why didn’t you wait

This is nothing

he hissed.
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till dark? This daylight stuff is awfully
tame.” The giant snickered.

“ William, you're some picker!” he an-
nounced admiringly.

A little smile twitched at the comers of
Suzanne's red mouth. “ | can tell,” she
said, “ that you are a man of discernment.
Too bad that my father is going to have to
send you to jail!”

“ Tune her up,” directed William. The
giant removed his mask, revealing a mild
and youthful countenance, winked at
William, then gave his entire attention to
the boat, and under his practiced hand it
made a quick, graceful half circle and
headed up the Bay, sending forth shining
shafts of silver spray as it gathered speed.
They crossed in fifteen minutes of swift
motion to Saltaire, giving all other craft a
wide berth, then headed for the inlet.

Suzanne, sitting straight and tense, made
no further comment until William freed her
hands. Then she tore off the bandage,
gave the stranger—who had resumed his
impressive black mask—a long, curious
stare, surveyed the lonely stretch of beach
ahead with its twin pyramid tents rising like
huge toadstools out of the sand, and smiled
her lazy, tantalizing smile.

“ Never thought you had it
Will-yum,” she murmured.

The boat headed inshore swiftly, slack-
ened speed, stopped. Sport barked a noisy
greeting from the beach.

“ All right. You can go ashore now.”
William picked up the shiny suit case from
the bottom of the boat.

“ Thanks. And if | refuse?”

“ Pick her up, Bud1”

Suzanne made a flying leap that landed
her clear of the wet sand, and Sport flung
himself upon her with loud yelps of joy.
William held brief converse with the giant
and came ashore, and the speedboat roared
away in a cloud of spray.

There was a long, electric silence. “ Now,
what's the big idea?” Suzanne seated her-
self on a log and waited expectantly.

William cleared his throat. “ The idea is
just this. You'll never listen to me at
home. So I picked out a spot where there’s
no distraction, and no competition.”

“ Sheik of the desert,” breathed Suzanne,

in you,
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“ are we going to stay here—just we two—
forever and ever?”

William opened the flap of the nearest
tent and put her bag inside. “ That's your
tent,” he announced briefly.

“In the movies,” said Suzanne, “ they
never do it that way. There’s always just
one tent, and the hero lies out under the
stars.”

William sat down beside her on the log.
“You think you're a great little kidder,
don’'t you!”

“You're no novice at it yourself, old
dear. Now just what time to-night do you
plan to get me home? I-wrote dad that I'd
positively be there in time for supper, and
he’ll be worried—knowing that I'm with
you.”

“No he won't. You see, | wired him
from Sayville—just before | picked you up
this afternoon— that you'd decided to stay
another week.”

“ You—signed my name?”

William lighted a cigarette nonchalantly.
“ Sure. All's fair in love and—"

“ That's forgery!” Suzanne sprang to
her feet, her eyes black with anger.
“ Downright forgery! Maybe you think all
this is funny, William Rigby. | don't. It's
gone far enough, now. You take me home
—-right straight away— or you'll regret it to
the last day you live! ”

“ Always glad to accommodate,” drawled
William, “ but the swimming’s not good.
Current’'s frightfully swift here.”

Suzanne gave him an annihilating look,
turned and started down the beach.

“ Better stick close to camp,”
William. * Lots of snakes around.”

But she walked on gamely for perhaps a
dozen yards. Later, she stalked past him
without so much as a glance in his direc-
tion, her proud little head held high, and
went into her tent and closed the flap.
William sighed, rose, and began rustling
Wood for the supper fire.

Suzanne came when he called her, and
sitting cross-legged on the sand, ate with
apparent relish. William had done himself
proud. The flounder was browned to a
turn. The baked potatoes had a delicious
smoky flavor,

“ According to the movies,” commented

called
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Suzanne, helping herself to another piece of
fish, “ | should refuse to touch a morsel.”

“ In the movies,” William reminded her,
“ the beautiful girl always marries the vil-
lain who stole her away.”

Suzanne giggled, and his spirits soared.
“ Have a fag?” he ventured, tossing the
pack into her lap. Suzanne selected a
cigarette, and accepted his offer of a lighted
stick.

“ When you're in jail,” she told him,
“ you’ll miss your smokes like anything!”

“ When we're married,” persisted
William, “ we’ll make my dad build us a
house with a nice little smoking room—"

“ These mosquitoes,” Suzanne put
rudely, <are fierce!”

“ Come over closer to the fire and they
won't bother you.”

The flaming red ball of the sun sank
lower and lower over the smooth, shining
waters of the bay. William gave Sport'the
remnants of their feast. Suzanne looked
on with languid interest while he scoured
the cooking utensils with wet sand, washed
and dried them carefully, and stowed them
away in the second tent. Then he heaped
more wood on the fire and stretched out
near her. Sport came and curled himself
into a tight white ball between them.

“ One large evening!” remarked William
enthusiastically.

Suzanne, ignoring him, traced her initials!
in the sand, followed them by a second set,
and drew a heart around them. The second
set were not William’s. The silence had
lasted for a long time when Suzanne
screamed.

“ Ugh! A horrid toad!” She scrambled
to her feet. “ It jumped right up on my
hand!”

“1 was just going to make myself.
scarce,” growled William, “ but | guess I
better stick around—since a poor harmless
little hoptoad sends you into hysterics.”

Suzanne shivered. “ Don't let me keep
you,” she told him valiantly.

“You cold?”

“ Freezing!
of course—"

William disappeared and came back with
a heavy brown sweater. Suzanne shrugged
her thin shoulders into it, examined the

in

Not that it matters to you,
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ground suspiciously, and sat down again
close to the fire.

“You know I'm just absolutely nuts
about you, Suzanne!”

“ You have such nice ways of showing it!
Think I'm going to sleep in that tent— and
let those horrid things hop all over me? 1'll
sit here all night first!”

“ Don’'t have to sleep in a tent.” William
moved closer. “Just say the word,
Suzanne, and you can sleep in your own lit-
tle bed to-night. Just give me your solemn
word of honor that you'll go with me to-
morrow morning to get the license—"

“ Oh! As you said, the swimming isn’'t
all that it might be.”

“ Well—there's a way of overcoming
that.”

“ 1 thought so! Suppose you get us out
of this creepy place before it gets absolutely
pitch dark.”

“ Mean it, Suzanne? No kidding? Gee
gosh! 1I'll be so good to you—"
“ Why, you conceited wretch! Have |

ever even implied that I'd marry you?
Look me in the eye now, William! Have |
ever tied any strings to you? Haven't |
said no, and no, and no—"

“ But now you're going to say yes!
A—w, Suzanne! I'll be so good to you—"

“1 know you would, old dear. You'd
never stay out nights, or gamble, or sell the
baby’s shoes for drink, or even look at any
other girl—not even Helen. And you'd al-
ways remember to kiss me good-by as if you
meant it—not just a duty peck. And you'd
come home for lunch every day—"

“You said it!” William moved still
closer.

Sport cocked a nervous ear and growled
ferociously. Suzanne turned and surveyed
the long sea grasses behind her— tall waving
plumes in the dim half-light.

“ 1 hope there isn’'t another horrid top-
toad—"

“ No, he’s just barking at the sea-gulls.
Go on—"

“ Where did | leave off?”

“1'd come home every day for lunch,”
murmured William soulfully.

“ Yes, and strew the paper all over the
floor Sunday mornings. And we'd drive—
fifteen miles an hour—every nice Sunday

6 A
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afternoon. And how deadly dull and
monotonous and awful it would be!”

“ Aw, Suzanne! Why can’t you be seri-
ous for a minute. Dad will build us a big
house—"”

“ Don’'t want a big house.”

“ Well, what do you want?”

Suzanne gazed pensively at the ragged
half moon. * I want a little cabin—on a
white, sandy beach with no hoptoads. A
cabin mostly all fireplace—you know, the
huge, rough stone kind. Big jars of golden-
rod and asters on the mantel. And bright
blue furniture. And a pretty blue boat to
match— fat blue cushions— and, yes, a tiny
tinkly phonograph. And a perfectly mar-
velous cook to cook just nothing but fried
chicken and cherry pie and watermelon
pickles—"”

“ Yes, go on,” breathed William.

“ And two be-eautiful sets of twins—"

An alien sound— sonorous, lingering, in-
terrupted her reverie.

“ What's that?” squealed Suzanne.

“ That? Oh—that's nothing. Just one
of those queer, unaccountable night noises
you always hear out in the big, open—"

“ Night noises is right! 1've been hear-
ing 'em ever since | can remember. I'd
know that musical snore anywhere. Dad—
where are you? Dad, you miserable old
sinner, wake tip! Come and join the happy
family!”

A grunt, a low mumble, and Mr. Sprague,
despite William’s frantic signals, sham-
bled, groaning and stretching, into the
firelight.

“ Young feller!” he roared, “ Why did
you tell me there was no mosquitoes on this
beach? Millions of 'em! Millions! I'm
well nigh eaten alive! You signal that speed-
boat, an’ be damn quick about it! Won't be
your fault if | don’'t die of malaria—er
else rheumatism— lyin’ on that cold, damp
sand— thought you’d 'a’ had a floor in your
tent—"

“ Serves you right, dad!” giggled
Suzanne. “ Oh, you needn't try to look
innocent! | knew you had a hand in
this!”

“ That'’s it!
poor old dad!

Blame everything on your
Drag me 'way out here for
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weakfish, an’ all | get is a couple a’ measly
flounders—an’ not even a taste of them!
Me—eatin’ cold corn beef sandwiches,
while you eat up all my fish! Couldn’'t
even smoke my pipe—pretty near dead of
thirst—"

Suzanne’'s shoulders began to shake.
“ Oh—you two!” she gasped. *“ If you're
not just too funny for words! Isn’'t often

that a girl begins her honeymoon by getting
kidnaped by—"

“ Honeymoon?”
fully.

“ Honeymoon!” growled Mr. Sprague.

“You see, dad,” Suzanne caroled, “ Turk
was a little afraid of William and his—
taking ways. So he married me the eve-
ning he took me to Sayville—just to be on
the safe side!”

“ Aw—go on— Suzanne!
gullible as we look!”

Suzanne drew out a slender chain and

burbled William hope-

We're not as

held it up to the firelight. “ Wedding ring
—engagement ring—" she told them off
dramatically. There was an ominous si-

lence. “ And the certificate,” she added
shamelessly, “is in my stocking. If
William will just turn his head—"

“ Gee-ee gosh!” groaned William. “ I
don't want to be shown anything more!
Gee—gosh! Mr. Sprague, you're certainly
one fine fixer, you are! Putting me up to
abducting a married woman—"

“ Sufferin’ saints!” gulped Mr. Sprague.
“ How in time was | to know that this
nervy little minx would—"

“ Oh, but you’re the wise guy that knows
all about women!”

“ Young feller, take it from me—1 don’t

know nothin’ about women! You don't
know nothin’ about women. Don’t nobody
know nothin’ about ’'em, no time, no-

how!”

“ You said it! 7 declared William ruefully.
“ Well, this finishes me! Never again! I'm
off 'em for life! From now on I'm the hard
boiled, steel-hearted woman-hater!”

“Yes, Will-yum,” qgiggled Suzanne,
“ from now on—until—about day after to-
morrow! ”

And William was too busy signaling the
speedboat to contradict her.

THE END
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WHAT HAS OCCURRED IN PREVIOUS PARTS

DNA PENDLETON goes West to claim a partnership in a ranch willed to her. Hale Seaton,
E a young attorney, accompanies her. Ross, a tall, handsome but saturnine cowman, guides them

on the eighty-mile ride to the Circle Dot. The travelers find Nellie Porter, fourteen, cower-
ing in the brush. Her parents have been slain by Indians, who in turn were killed by Fagin and
Brandt Adams, gunmen. At the Circle Dot it is revealed that Ross is Nevins, part owner of the
ranch. Grace Rignal, ward of Nevins, falls in love with Seaton. Some one unidentified tries to
murder Seaton by hanging; the Easterner is cut down just in time. Nevins rides to Hamlin’s
ranch and finds him stabbed to death. Fagin and Adams discover that the knife used is Nevins's.
Nevins kills a sheriffs deputy sent to arrest him, and flees. Fagin and Adams appear at the Circle
Dot with legal papers giving Fagin possession of the property; Nellie Porter is made Adams’s ward.

CHAPTER XVIII. faintly illuminated by a bracket lamp at
the far end.
She stood in the partly opened door for
SHORTLY after midnight of the first some minutes, listening, hearing nothing.

ORGANIZED LAWLESSNESS.

day of Fagin's brutal assumption of Fagin had carried out his expressed deter-
authority at the Circle Dot, Edna mination to occupy Nevins's room. Both
softly opened the door of her room Grace and Edna had gone upstairs early
and gazed down the narrow hall, which was to avoid Fagin, and both were occupying

This story began in the Argosy-AUstory Weekly for January 17.
= Copyrighted in 192$% by Charles Alden Seltzer.
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the room that Grace had given Edna on the
night of the iatter’'s arrival.

Neither girl had undressed. And now,
as Edna stood in the partly opened door-
way, listening for any sound which would
tell her that Fagin was still about, Grace
was standing breathlessly behind her.

Both girls were pale. But in the faint
light from the bracket lamp Grace's eyes
held only a sullen resentment, while Edna’s
were agleam with determination. Grace
appeared to be willing to wait for the day
of Fagin’'s punishment, while Edna, finding
inaction intolerable, meant to hasten it.

After listening for a time, Edna stepped
out into the hall. She was arrayed in rid-
ing togs that she had brought with her.
Her light boots, soft and pliable, made no
sound as she moved down the hall to the
stairway, Grace following her, Grace wore
only a hoUSb dress, but in her right hand
dangled a heavy revolver.

They slipped down the stairs noiselessly,
gained the big living room, opened the door
and passed out to the porch. They went di-
rectly to the stable, where Grace took down
a saddle, bridle and a rope. These they
carried out and placed on a top rail of the
corral fence. Then, as silently as possible,
Grace roped a horse, led it to the corral
gates, saddled and bridled it, and helped
Edna to mount.

“ It is right straight west,” directed
Grace, pointing into the moonlit land.
* After you reach the crest of that first big
rise you will strike the trail. It is almost
a wagon road, and you won't be in any
danger of losing it until you get within
two miles of Willets, where there is a stretch
of broken country.

“ But if you lose it there you must keep
right on, going as straight as you can, and
you'll run right into Willets. Judge Travis
lives in a big white house on your right just
at the edge of town. Good-by, and don’t
be afraid for me. If Fagin gets fresh I'll
shoot him!”

Edna rode westward, with the moon
swimming almost overhead. When she
reached the crest of the first rise she turned
in the saddle and looked back. She could
dimly make out Grace’s figure, still at the
corral gate. Then Edna rode down the
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farther slope of the rise into a strange and
ghostly world.

She intended to go straight to Judge
Travis. She was worried about Nellie Por-
ter, and convinced that Judge Travis could
have no real knowledge of the characters of
Fagin and Adams, or he would not have
endowed them with so much authority.

With Edna’s respect for the law there
was also awe and reverence for the men
who dispensed justice. She felt that she
had only to acquaint Judge Travis with the
facts to induce him to countermand the
order he had given Adams regarding the
guardianship of the Porter girl.

And she was assured that when she told

*the judge about Nevins's predicament he
would hasten to withdraw Fagin from the
, Circle Dot. She would give a bond, if nec-
essary, as an assurance that she would prop-
erly conduct the Circle Dot.

She had questioned Grace about Judge
Travis and had learned that Travis was
honored and respected in the country. He
was implacable and relentless toward all do-

ers of evil. He had been reelected time
after time. Pie was dignified, fearless, and
yet kindly.

Edna had tried to induce Grace to accom-
pany her to Judge Travis’'s house, but Grace
had chosen to stay at the Circle Dot. She
wasn’t afraid of Fagin, she had said. Fagin
was smarter than Adams, and not so much
like an animal. He'd be autocratic, per-
haps, and would make a nuisance of him-
self with his airs, but he would never use
physical force to accomplish his aims.

Grace had always considered Fagin a
coward. Anyway, she would stay. If she
decided to go anywhere she would ride to
Deming, to overtake Seaton and Gadd.

Edna rode steadily, eagerly. She had
apprehended some difficulty in finding the
Willets trail, and sire was therefore relieved
when, just beyond the farther slope of the
rise she came upon it, a gleaming, undulat-
ing ribbon of white in the moonlight.

Twenty miles Grace had told her.
a stretch, where the land was level, she
made good time. But when she reached a
region featured by low, black hills, she
slowed the horse under her and went ahead
carefully.

For



580

From indeterminate distances she heard
the raving of coyotes, the hooting of ground
owls, the croaking of tree toads. Wherever
possible she rode fast, for the sounds she
heard dismayed her. She kept glancing ap-
prehensively back, and she was breathless
with a dread of dangers that might be
ahead of her, lying in wait.

The character of the country changed.
The trail was always visible, although there
were times when it made sharp curves that
took her into unsuspected ravines and over
abrupt rises. But the moonlight held, dis-
closing the hazards, and after a while she
grew' calm and confident.

She dropped into a low, broad river bed
filled with dry sand. The road ran along
the edge, close to the perpendicular banks,
where aspen and alder drooped over her
head.

She followed the trail out of the river bed
to a broad level where giant cottonw'ood
trees arched above her; she went down
again into canons between walls of fantas-
tically carved rocks, their faces hollowed to
cavernous depths through long exposure to
the elements.

She had not suspected that the country
held such magnificent views, and there were
times when she halted the horse and sat mo-
tionless and enthralled. But the country
with the moonlight shining upon it was
weird as well as beautiful, and usually, after
a halt, she rode on again, shivering with an
indefinable dread.

The rim-rock towering above her was
mysterious and threatening with deep, dark
caverns, entrancing wdth drooping ferns and
long-bladed grass that fringed it like droop-
ing lace. She decided that some day she
would ride here and view the place when
the sun shone upon it, and revealed the true
color values.

She encountered other sections equally
beautiful before she again ascended to a
level, where she could look downward into
the slumbering lowlands.

By the time she crossed the level the
moon was shining directly into her face. It
was swimming low, and she felt that if she
did not hurry it would sink below7 the level
of the mountains westwrard and she would
reach the section where the trail vanished
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in that darkest interval of the night, just
before dawn.

The level ended in a long, downward
slope which dipped into a big basin. Al-
ready the farther reaches of the basin were
dark, although about half way out into the
saucer-shaped hollow the moonlight was
brilliant. Half an hour later she looked
back and saw the moonlight behind her, and
she felt she was riding into a wall of som-
ber darkness.

In another half hour she felt the darkness
had swallowed her. She could no longer see
the trail. Far away, eastward, she could
see the moonlight touching the peaks of
some mountains, but ahead of her was an
impenetrable black gulf.

Grimly she rode into it, although she
made no attempt to guide the horse. She
rode him carefully, with a good grip on the
reins and her knees pressing his sides. If
he stumbled and fell she meant to stay
with him, for she knewr that if he fell and
she were to tumble out of the saddle, she
could never find him again. She didn't
care to travel through that country on foot.

The horse went on and on. There were
now no landmarks that she could see, to
determine how fast she was traveling, no
features of the landscape by which she
might mark the progress she was making.
Ahead was nothing but a blank darkness,
immeasurable, yawning.

After a while, from the fact that her body
persisted in sliding forward in the saddle,
she knew they were descending a slope.
The slope was long and the horse stumbled
occasionally, and at each stumble she caught
her breath sharply. But they got down
ultimately. She became aware of that when
she ceased sliding forward.

Then there came an interval in which .
the horse traveled steadily, evenly. In this
interval Edna felt a strong, pungent breeze
striking her left cheek, pressing against her.
When she could no longer feel the breeze
she decided they were in some timber. And
when once a branch scraped the top of her
head and knocked her hat off, she crouched
low in the saddle.

She sat, trembling, when the horse sud-
denly halted. For a time she was in a frenzy
of fear and dread, for she thought of rob-
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bers and other evil riders, and she shrank
in the Saddle, expecting each instant to hear
a gruff voice or feel hands clutching at her.
When there came no sound or movement
around her she sighed audibly with relief.
And then she remembered of having read
tales of horses halting of their own voli-
tion upon approaching dangerous spots such
as cliffs and ditches, and she endeavored to
penetrate the blackness ahead of her in an
effort to see what obstructed.

She could see nothing. She was assailed
with a sensation of futility, of helplessness.
She did not dare urge the horse onward for
fear of a catastrophe, and so she continued
to sit, vacillating, uncertain.

She leaned forward, resting her hands
upon the*high pommel of the saddle. The
movement took her head forward a little
and a glimmer of light, like a pin point in
the vast darkness, flashed in her eyes. She
turned quickly to face the pin point. It
was to her left, and so far away that at first
it appeared to be a low-hanging star.

But it was too low for a star. It was, in
fact, lower than the ground upon which her
horse stood. And so she finally decided it
was down in a valley.

A house was there, probably, And per-
haps the light shone through a window.
Possibly the presence of the light explained
the action of the horse in halting. The
animal, unguided, had been uncertain of
her destination, and was awaiting her
pleasure.

There probably was a trail leading to-
ward the light; the horse must have seen it.
She didn’t know if there was still a trail
stretching out ahead of her. If she had
reached the edge of the broken country
about which Grace had warned her, there
would be no trail westward, and she ought
to ride straight ahead.

The trouble was that she didn't know
whether she had been riding straight. It
was quite possible that she might have been
riding off at an angle for some little time,
for since the moon had gone down she
hadn’'t been able to see anything.

Of course, the horse would follow the trail
as long as there was a trail, but the point
was that he might have passed the end of
the trail some time ago. It might even be
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possible that the light she saw was one of
the lights of Willets.

She looked back. Blackness. There were
a few stars, remote, almost obscured, and
a dull, semiluminous haze in the sky. There
was nothing by which she could establish
a sense of direction, and as she continued
to speculate she began to have a feeling
that she would be doing wrong to urge the
horse. Left alone, he would probably take
her straight to Willets, whereas, if she at-
tempted to guide him, she might get lost
or go plunging down a precipice.

Obeying a sudden impulse, she gently
struck the animal with the quirt she carried.
Instantly the horse swerved, lunged, and
‘galloped toward the light.

She was almost satisfied now, and she
watched with interest as the light grew
larger in her vision. The further she rode
the firmer became her conviction that the
light was in Willets, and that she would
have been foolish to reject the wisdom of
the animal she rode.

Again she became aware that they were
descending, and thus was vindicated her
conclusion that the light could not be a star.

She rode for half an hour, while the light
drew closer, and she tried to distinguish its
character. After a while she decided it was
rectangular and was therefore coming
through a window or a door. When she
drew near enough to perceive that it was
shining through a window, she found herself
In a dense wood, for light beams from the
window shone on the branches and leaves
of trees.

Deep in the woods she halted the horse
and sat motionless in the saddle, listening,
peering about her.

If the light came from a window of a
house in Willets, why weren’'t there more
lights? This interrogation was, she felt,
founded upon her fear that this might not
be Willets after all. Willets must be a little
town, and it would not be odd that in such
a place only one house should be illu-
minated. It was more astonishing that at
this hour there should be any light at all!

When that thought assailed her she grew
apprehensive, and she tried hard to detect
the outlines of other buildings. When she
failed she resolutely closed her lips, took
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up the reins and urged the horse forward
until she reached a point at the edge of
the wood where some tall brush grew. The
brush screened her, and she sat there for
some time with all her senses alert, trying
to detect the unusual.

The house was now outlined to her
against a background of star haze that had
a greenish-yellow, phosphorous light, and
she observed that the house was a one story
affair with a low, flat roof. It had, she felt,
only two rooms. One was dark, while the
light she had been seeing shone through a
window of the other.

There was a low, rambling porch across
the front of the house, which faced east-
ward, and she could distinguish the slender,
crooked poles which, answering as columns,
supported the roof. Back of the house she
could see the dim tracery of a fence. From
a point off to her right she could hear a
calf bleating. In the wood behind her were
the indescribable noises of the timber deni-
zens; to her ears from a distance came the
shrill barking of coyotes.

She was frightened. She sat, fighting an
impulse to wheel her horse and return to
the Circle Dot. At this instant she re-
gretted starting on the trip when she had.
She might have waited until the dawn,
though she knew that if she had waited
Fagin would not have permitted her to
leave.

By concentrating her thoughts upon
Nellie Porter she succeeded in conquering
her fear, and at last she dismounted, trailed
the reins over the head of the horse and
walked toward the house. She felt she was
now lost—-unless this house was in Willets
—but she did not intend to reveal herself
to the inhabitants of the dwelling until she
made an effort to discover what kind of peo-
ple they were.

She moved to the rear of the building
until she reached a wall. Making her way
stealthily along the wall she reached the
window through which the light came. A
bush with heavy foliage grew beside the
window7 and, screened by that, she peered
into the room.

The light came from a kerosene lamp
upon a big, rough table near the center of
the room. A man sat on one corner of the
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table. One of his legs was drawn under
him, the other dangled almost to the floor.
He was facing the window through which
Edna was watching.

His left arm was bent across his chest,
the hand caught under the right armpit;
the right arm was crooked at the elbow,
the forearm perpendicular, the hand was at
his chin, and a thumb and forefinger were
engaged in pressing his lower lip, the finger
on one side, the thumb on the other.

The man’s gaze seemed to be fixed direct-
ly on the window at which Edna was watch-
ing, and she quickly dodged back, fearful
that he had seen her. But when after an
interval she heard no sound she looked
again, to see that he was still sitting in the
same position, his gaze still on the window.

He was in deep thought. His gaze was
introspective and he did not see the win-
dow at which he appeared to be looking.

He was tall, handsome, distinguished. His
complexion was that which Edna had heard
described as “ sandy.” He had a good chin,
a broad forehead, a nose of the type known
as Grecian. Edna thought his mouth, was
a trifle large and his lips a little too full.

But his hair interested her; his hair and
his eyes. The eyes were dreamy, although
big and clear. They were the eyes of a
poet or a lazy man. They lacked the keen
hardness of the alert captain of business,
and yet they had fire in them, the fire of
deep, intense thought. Also, they held a
glint of recklessness. Just now the man was
lost in thought, but Edna felt that when
aroused he must be a commanding figure.

His hair was a rich, dark red. It was
wavy and abundant. When Edna had first
looked in through the window at him a fiery
lock had dropped over his forehead, giving
him a singularly rakish appearance. His
age Edna felt she was not competent to
determine, though she was certain he could
not be more than thirty.

He was arrayed in a flannel shirt of dark
gray with a high, turn-down collar, well-
worn black leather chaps, soft-top boots,
spurs, cartridge belt, pistol. There was a
knife sheath in the left leg of the chaps.
His broad brimmed hat lay on the table
beside him.

There was another man in the room. He
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was of medium height and dark. His black
hair was long and straight, his nose thin
and drooping, his mouth large, the lips thin
and loose. His chin receded slightly, and
his neck where it was exposed by the open
collar of his shirt, was scrawny and corded.

His eyes wére black, lambent, roving. At
the instant Edna looked at him he was
grinning up into the face of the red haired
man. He was sitting in a char at the table.

“ Well, then,” he said, “ | reckon she'’s
all shaped up?”

The window was open; the man’s voice
was clear and distinct. The red haired man
smiled.

“ Looks that way,” he answered.

“ But look here, chief,” continued' the
dark man, “ suppose the soldiers find out
about that Indian deal?”

The red haired man laughed. The laugh
was deep, rich, vibrant.

“ That's likely, isn't it, Naylor?” he
scoffed. “ It seems to me Fagin and Adams
reported there weren't any Indians left to
do any talking. You were there yourself,
weren't you?” he charged, swinging around.

You saw to that, didn’'t you?”

Naylor seemed to cringe under the ac-
cusation in the red haired man’'s voice. He
flushed, stammered:

“ Sure. There wasn't—there couldn’t
none of them hev got away. But you can’'t
always tell. Mebbe them redskins thet
busted away from the reservation had talked
to some of their friends before they left.
An’ thet damned major over to Fort Bayard
is just nosey enough to go smeliin’ around.”

The *“ chief” laughed again. “ They
couldn’t possibly find anything to it other
than just another uprising. Don’t get un-
easy, Naylor.”

“ Well, then,” said Naylor, “ if thet's all
set, when we goin’ to begin on them herds?”

“ We're not going to be in a hurry about
that,” replied the chief. “ Haste right now
would bring suspicion upon us. We've got
to have patience. There's a lot of cattle
to dispose of. Fagin estimates there are
more than six thousand head at the Circle
Dot. Porter had upward of fifteen hun-
dred, though they are pretty well scattered.
Hamlin must have had a couple of thou-
sand. That's about ten thousand, roughly.
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We can drive some to Deming. We'll
get others over to Rincon. We’'ll have to
do it slow and easy.” He paused medi-
tatively. and his eyes were gleaming with
a light so soft and tender that Edna, in-
tently watching them, found it hard to be-
lieve that she had only just now heard him
convict, himself of knowledge of the terrible
crime of permitting a massacre.

She stood, her knees knocking together,
fascinated, paralyzed. She could not have
moved from the window if she had known
that the next instant he would discover her.

“ 1 don't want any of you boys to go
near the Circle Dot. Fagin can take care
of that,” resumed the chief.

Naylor smirked slyly.

“ She’s thoroughbred, chief,” he said.

* Meaning Miss Pendleton,” returned the

other. His eyes were glowing. “ Yes, she’s
beautiful,” he added. “ | saw her in Dem-
ing the day she arrived.” He laughed.
“ It's too damned bad Matt Blandell didn't
succeed in hanging that fool dude who came
here with her!”
m “ Haw, haw, haw!” laughed Naylor;
“ thet sure was a mighty close shave for
thet dude! An’ Matt thinkin' he was hang-
in’ Ross Nevins!* His eyes grew vindictive.
“ But anyhow, Matt got Hamlin. She
worked out pretty good!” he exulted.

“ But not good enough,” said the chief.
“ Adams says Nevins beat Logan to the
draw.”

“ Killed him?”

“ Yes. | told Logan to be careful. Nevins
is lightning with a gun.”

“ Whar's Nevins now?”

“ Nobody knows. None of the boys have
seen him since he left the Circle Dot. We've
got to get him some way. He’s bad medicine
when he’s aroused!”

Naylor pursed his lips, frowned.

The red haired man slipped off the table,
stood up and yawned. He was tall and
muscular, and there was a smooth, animal-
like ease in his movement.

“Well,” he said, “ bed suits me. We've
ridden quite a distance to-night.”

“ Fifty miles if we rode a foot,” con-
firmed Naylor. *“ I'm kind of fagged out
myself.”

Edna drew away from the window. She
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was reeling dizzily when she made her way
to the edge of the wood where she had
left her horse, and when she reached the
animal she leaned against it and clutched
the high pommel of the saddle to support
herself.

Although she was aware of her danger,
she lacked the strength to climb into the
saddle. For she had thought the incidents
of the last few days were those unrelated
happenings which occasionally mar the
quiet peacefulness of everyday life—trag-
edies which are the result of passion.

Now she had discovered that behind all
the tragedy was sinister purpose, compre-
hensive scheming and ruthless force. The
red haired man, Naylor, Fagin, Adams and
a number of other men, were in league
against Nevins, Hamlin’s wife, Nellie Porter
and herself. They would rob and murder
to attain their aims.

Somehow7 she got on the back of the
horse, wheeled him and sent him plunging
into the night.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE RED-HAIRED MAN.

HEN the dawn came Edna was sit-

ting upon her horse in the center of

a vast section of wild, virgin coun-

try, straining her eyes in an effort to distin-
guish a trail.

She was lost. She had passed the Willets
trail in the darkness, for her only thought
when riding away from the cabin had been
to place as great a distance as possible be-
tween herself and the red haired man.

The section which was disclosed to her
by the first streaks of dawn, was desolate
and trackless. No trail crossed it. She was
in the center of a sea of saccaton grass, and
the wire-edged blades clutched at her stir-
rups and rustled raspingly as they bowed
to the slight breeze. On two sides of her
were high ridges of ragged rock. Behind
her was a stretch of open country, ahead
was an undulating slope that appeared to
go up until it merged into the dull gray sky.
A fleecy mist was floating around her, with
wisplike streamers that disintegrated and
evaporated as she watched them. -
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But although she was lost, she was slowly
recovering from the horror of the night's
revelation and her determination to go to
Judge Travis was unshaken. She meant to
tell him what she had heard and after tell-
ing him she would demand the protection
of the law7

To her astonishment she had overcome
her fright. A short time ago, even on the
day she had arrived in Deming, she would
have doubted that she possessed the courage
to ride nearly all night through a wild coun-
try without an escort.

For in the old days, that somehow' seemed
remote as though belonging to the dim past,
men had figuratively danced at her heels
w'herever she went, and she would not have
considered it possible for her to do what
she had done last night. She was rather
amazed at her courage, and as she sat in
the saddle watching the sky and the desolate
land, she decided that if it wasn't for wor-
rying about Nellie Porter she would have
enjoyed her experience.

Yet she was more amazed to discover
that she was developing ability to experience
emotion. Hitherto, sire had been bored by
people who exhibited passion. She had con-
sidered them ill-bred, common. Continued
repression had made her unsympathetic.

A few days before her arrival in Deming
she would have cared little what might hap-
pen to the Nellie Porters of the world; now
she was seething with eagerness to help her.
And she thought she knew v'hat had hap-
pened to her. The series of tragedies which
had quickly followed her arrival at Deming
had startled her into revealing the dormant
humanness of normal womanhood.

When she perceived that the gray streak
of light on the horizon was widening, she
recovered her sense of direction. She head-
ed the horse away from the growing light
and sent him against the upland. And when
she was at last riding the level land of a
high mesa, she again found the Willets trail.

An hour later she was in the section of
broken country about which Grace Rignal
had warned her. But she was confident
now, and although she slowed her horse and
rode carefully, she went on steadily until
the broken stretch was behind and she saw
Willets directly in front of her.
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Willets, she felt, hardly deserved the dig-
nity of a name. It was a collection of
shanties and stores huddled together on a
level near a small river. The doors of the
stores were closed when she rode down the
dusty street; there was no one in sight.
A dog barked at her sharply and then sub-
sided.

When she came to a large white house
at the farther edge of the town, she felt
from Grace’s description that Judge Travis
occupied it, and so she rode boldly to the
front porch, dismounted and knocked on
the front door.

After a short wait she heard footsteps
inside. The door creaked, opened a trifle,
and a thin-faced woman looked out at her.

“ The jedge?” she queried, answering
Edna’s question. “ Well, yes, I reckon he’s
here. But he left word he wasn't to be
disturbed early. You'd better go along an’
come back after a while. The jedge ain’t
no early riser.”

Edna smiled.

“ It isearly, isn'tit?” she said. “ | hadn’t
thought of that. But won't you tell him
that | won't take but a minute of his time?”

“ Huh. Well, I'll see.”

The woman vanished, the door closed. So
deep was the silence outside that Edna
could hear the woman’'s footsteps as she
walked through the house. The sound died
away, and the silence was complete.

There followed a five minute interval in
which Edna stood scanning the featureless
country”™ surrounding the town. She was on
the point of deciding that the thin-faced
woman had no. intention of waking Judge
Travis when she heard sound from within.

The sound was that of a footstep on a
bare floor. It was heavy. Edna thought
of a boot heel, And she somehow got the
impression that the owner of the boots -wes
irritated.

But she wasn't dismayed at that. She
was resolved that justice must be done, and
she faced the door eagerly.

The door opened and a man’s head ap-
peared. The hair was tousled; the man’s
eyes were blinking, and they held an ex-
pression of irritation, just as Edna expected.

She had been conning over the words of
her opening sentence, and she knew just
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what she had intended to say to the judge.
But she stood there speechless, dazed, be-
wildered, her brain reeling with amazement
as the man spoke brusquely;

“ I'm Judge Travis. What can | do for
you?”

For the man, despite his tousled hair and
his blinking eyes, and the fact that he was
in Willets when she thought he was sleeping
at a certain cabin miles eastward, was the
red haired man whom Naylor had addressed
as “ chief ”!

CHAPTER XX.
A RUNAWAY TONGUE.

DNA PENDLETON had not acquired
E the slightly arrogant manner which

had antagonized Nevins without gain-
ing in addition the ability to control
her emotions. Therefore, although the rev-
elation of the red haired man’s identity had
thrown her into confusion, she succeeded
in disguising her feelings.

Her wide-eyed amazement became self-
deprecation, and her dismay seemed mere-
ly natural feminine shyness to Judge Travis,
whose eyes were no longer blinking, but
were now gleaming with bold admiration.

He ran a hand through his hair, smooth-
ing it. And he smiled engagingly.

“ Vain,” was Edna’s thought.

“ 1 am Judge Travis,” he said.
can | do for you?”

Although, since Edna had overheard
Travis and Naylor talking, she was aware
that she could hope for no assistance from
the man who stood before her, she felt
that she must go ahead just as if she had
no knowledge of his real character. She
must dissemble, she must not let him sus-
pect that she knew of his scheme to rob
and murder several of the inhabitants of
the section.

“1 am Edna Pendleton, of the Circle
Dot,” she said quietly, although inwardly
she was yearning to tell him that she was
aware of his despicable character, and that
she hated him because of the light in his
eyes at that minute—a light which ex-
pressed avid interest—*“ and | have come
here to talk to you about Nellie Porter.”

* What
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“I'm glad to make your acquaintance,
Miss Pendleton,” the judge rejoined.
“ Come in, if you will excuse my appear-
ance. We can talk better.”

She entered as he stepped back and held
the door open for her. She did not take
the chair he motioned to, but stood just
inside the door—which he closed—watch-
ing him and wondering how any man could
be so hypocritical. For she felt that if she
had not possessed knowledge of his real
character she would never have suspected
him capable of doing the things he had
done.

He appeared to her, as he stood there
smiling, an entirely different person than
he had seemed last night in the cabin when
talking with Naylor. There was a dignity
in his manner which even his tousled ap-
pearance did not affect; a judicial atmos-
phere which transcended mere clothing sur-
rounded him.

As a matter of fact Edna had a convic-
tion that the loose fitting house coat he
wore could not have been more becoming
to him than the flowing robe of a Supreme
Court justice. He was, she felt, one of
those men who look better when carelessly
attired than when arrayed in the habili-
ments of fashion.

He was so magnetic a personality that a
quaver of apprehension swept over Edna
as she watched him, a fear that he would
win her admiration in spite of what she
knew about him.

“Won't you take a chair?” he asked.

“ No, thank you. My business won't
take long. | merely want to ask you to
rescind your order appointing Brandt
Adams guardian over Nellie Porter.”

“ So Adams had visited the Circle Dot?
Why do you object to Adams as guardian
for Nellie Porter?”

“ In my opinion he is not qualified to act
as guardian of a young girl.”

“ What makes you think so, Miss Pendle-
ton?”

“ He isn't a gentleman,” answered Edna.

“ Ah,” smiled the judge.

The smile exasperated Edna.

“ He is a brute!” She declared. And
then she related what had happened on the
porch in the Circle Dot. ranch house when
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Fagin and Adams had demanded the cus-
tody of Nellie Porter.

During the recital Travis listened atten-
tively, intently watching her. At the end
he smiled tolerantly.

“ Adams and Fagin were acting with full
authority, Miss Pendleton. It seems to me
that you were the one at fault. Don’t you
know that you were obstructing an officer
of the court in the performance of his
duty?”

Edna momentarily lost her temper. The
thought that Travis could stand there and
defend Adams and Fagin when she knew
he was as guilty as they, and she not able
to tell him so, enraged her. She felt she
must let him know that she had a suspicion
of the work the men were engaged in.

She told Travis of the conversation she
had overheard in Deming, hinging upon the
question of a Two Diamond cow. Nevins,
it had seemed to her, had suspected Adams
and Fagin of doing something they should
not have done.

Travis laughed easily, smoothly.

“ Nevins didn’'t make any specific charge,
then?” he asked.

“ No; but it was easy to understand that
Nevins suspected them of stealing!” de-
clared Edna.

“ And would you want me to condemn
Adams because Nevins suspected him?”
asked Travis.

“ Yes!” she answered.
Nevins is an honest man!”

“ A woman'’s reason, Miss Pendleton. A
woman’s judgment.”

He stood, his arms folded over his chest,
looking at her. In his present attitude he
lost his appearance of judicial dignity; he
looked as he had looked last night when
in the cabin talking with Naylor. There
was a mocking glint in his eyes. She saw
his lips curve into a faint, derisive smile.

“ Women are constitutionally and noto-
riously inaccurate in their judgment of men,
Miss Pendleton,” he announced slowly.
“ And | feel that you have based your judg-
ment upon appearances.”

He laughed as if deeply amused. “ Adams
isn't much to look at, for a fact,” he added,
“ while Nevins is of a type- to influence
women.”

“ Because Mr.
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Edna felt her composure going. She no
Jonger saw Travis as a judge; the dignity
she had. detected in his appearance had
vanished. She was seeing him now as Fa-
gin’s chief; a sinister, wanton figure of evil.
The smile on his lips aroused in her a turgid
fury.

If she had not seen him last night she
might have been deceived by the smile, for
she perceived that he was attempting to
make it tolerant and kindly. To her the
smile revealed him as he was—a mocker, a
sleek, suave criminal masquerading as an
honest man.

Her rage conquered her. She felt she
must drive the mocking smile from his lips.
And so with her voice cold from the scorn
and contempt that filled her, she told him
what she had seen the night before while
looking into the cabin window.

When, breathless, she finished, she real-
ized that she had made a mistake. The
only apparent effect her words had upon him
was to change the character of his smile.
It was now twisting, speculative.

“ So you heard that, eh?” he said. “ You
didn’'t miss a word of it?”

“ And that is why you appointed Fagin
and Adams!” she declared.

“Yes,” he admitted. He was watching
her intently.

“ And now that you know these things
what do you intend doing?” he added
slowly, quietly.

“1 intend to ride straight to Deming
and tell Sheriff Callahan what | have dis-
covered!”

He laughed.

“ You recognized me when T opened the

door,” he said. * You pretended you
hadn't. Why?”

“ 1—1 thought perhaps | had made a
mistake.”

“ No, that isn’t the explanation,” he said,
“You were startled, afraid. You talked
to gain time to get your thoughts together.
You intended to go to Callahan just as
soon as you could get out of here without
arousing my suspicions. Why didn’'t you
keep quiet? You might have got away with
it.” He grinned when she reddened. * Tem-
per, en?” he mocked.

She was silent, watching him.
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“ Too much temper is a bad thing,” he
went on. “ Yours has got you into trouble.
A great deal of trouble, I think. You see,
you know too much about me, and if you
went to Callahan with your story there
would be an investigation in which the sol-
diers from Fort Bayard would take a hand.
That would make things very uncomfort-
able for me. 1 shall have to take measures
to keep you from talking,”

Edna’s face had whitened. Yet she faced
him courageously, defiantly.

“ 1 shall talk just as soon as | can get to
Sheriff Callahan!” she declared.

“ Ah!” he said softly, “ that's just it.
Therefore, you will never reach Callahan.”

She moved toward the door, and to her
vast amazement, considering the threat of
his ‘words and manner, he made no move
to stop her. He stood, watching her, his
eyes narrowed and gleaming. And when
she opened the door and stood for an in-
stant in the opening looking back at him,
still amazed, he shook his head negatively.
--“ No,” he said, “ there won’t be any
struggle in the doorway. Did you expect
it? My dear girl, | couldn’t keep you here.
You ride right along to Deming. It’'s quite
a distance. About a hundred miles. But
don’'t waste any time telling your story to
anybody in Willets. These people here are
my friends.”

He stood in the doorway watching her as
she mounted, and when she had ridden a
little distance from the house she turned
in the saddle and looked back at him.

He was still standing in the open door-
way, watching her. He was smiling.

The smile appalled her. She rode through
the little town, apprehensively glancing at
the closed doors and windows of the build-
ings. There was no sign of life or move-
ment.

Thoroughly frightened by the silence, by
contemplation of the distance she must ride
to reach the Circle Dot or Deming, and by
the enigma of Travis’s manner, she rode
a few miles at breakneck speed. The trail
led downward in a long, gradual slope and
when she reached the edge of a broad level
at the bottom of the slope she looked back.

And when, at the edge of town she saw
a horse and rider coming toward her, she
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gave the animal under her his head and fled
recklessly into the yawning distance that
stretched before her.

CHAPTER XXI.
BLOCKADED.

EFORE Edna had ridden a mile she

knew she had made her second mis-

take of the morning. The horse she
rode had been traveling since midnight the
night before, and in that time had had
neither feed nor water, and the terrific pace
at which he had traveled the mile after she
had sighted the horseman at the edge of
Willets had winded him. She heard his
breath coming in shrill wheezes, and she
despairingly searched for a covert in which
she might hide in an effort to throw the
horseman off her trail.

But there was no covert. The level was
featureless except for clumps of cactus
growing here and there, and some rolling
corrugations which were not deep enough
to offer concealment. Far away to her left
was a line of timber, but the horseman had
kept in sight of her and she knew she would
not be able to escape in that direction.

So, clenching her teeth determinedly, she
lashed the horse with the quirt she carried.
The action drew a burst of speed out of the
animal, but presently he began to falter
again, and despite all her urging the pace
grew slower and slower.

Meantime, the pursuing horseman came
on at a pace that now seemed leisurely. It
appeared to Edna that he was enjoying her
plight and, there being no danger of inter-
ference, was permitting her to ride until the
horse would carry her no farther.

Once, when the horse stumbled and halt-
ed, to stand with its legs braced while it
shrilled breath into its lungs, the horseman
also halted and sat motionless in the sad-
dle, -watching her. He was, she estimated,
perhaps a half mile distant.

Later, when her horse went on again,
the rider followed. In a shallow arroyo
which descended to a gully, her horse again
halted. This time, having reached the end
of the level land, she could not see the
horseman immediately.
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But after a short interval, just when she
was meditating deserting the horse and tak-
ing to foot in an effort to seek concealment
in some wild brush that grew at the bottom
of the gully, she saw the horseman appear
on the edge of the plain above.

Again he halted and watched her. He
was not more than a few hundred feet dis-
tant now and she got a good view of his
face.

The horseman was Naylor, the man who
had been with Travis in the cabin the night
before.

But she was not greatly surprised, for
if her pursuer hadn’t been Naylor, it would
have, been another of Travis’s friends. She
realized now the reason for his strange un-
concern, for his decision not to attempt to
hold her in Willets.

She felt she also knew what he had meant
when he had warned her of the uselessness
of disclosing her predicament to any of the
town'’s inhabitants. The reason was that all
the people who lived in Willets were his
friends and he could depend upon them to
offer her no assistance. And she had hardly
left the town when he had set Naylor upon
her trail.

Somehow, she didn’t fear Naylor. Nay-
lor was under orders, and the fact that
he so far hadn’'t attempted to molest her
indicated that he didn't intend violence.
Naylor had been sent to capture her.

There was little doubt of his ability to
do that, and it appeared to her that he was
merely waiting for her to reach a certain
point before he attempted it.

She got her horse going again. She rode
him down into the gulley, and through the
place until she reached a stream of water
that intersected, it.

The horse refused to go farther. He
halted at the bank of the stream, plunged
his muzzle into the water, and drank.

Naylor rode close and sat in the saddle,
watching. Edna did not look at him, al-
though she had heard him approach.

“ 1 reckon he’ll founder hisself, ma'am,”
he said.

“ Oh!” she exclaimed scornfully. u So
you are here! Perhaps you will be good
enough to tell me why you have been fol-
lowing me?”
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"1 reckon there’s no secret about that,
ma’am. Travis was teilin' me to follow
you.”

if For what reason?”

She now looked at Naylor, and the man
reddened under the scathing glance she gave
him.

“ He was sayin’ you knowed somethin’
an’ that >t>u wasn't to get to Deming or
the Circle Dot.”

“ The beast!”

Naylor was silent. He appeared reluc-
tant and apologetic, although sullenly de-
termined.

Edna said no more to him just then.
While tier horse was still drinking she slid
out of the saddle and darted toward the
wild brush that fringed the sloping side of
the gully. She had taken only a dozen
stejos when she heard a swishing over her
head and a noose settled down over her
shoulders, pinned, her arms to her sides and
brought her to a sudden halt.

Silently she fought to free herself. But
the more she -struggled the tighter grew
the rope. She saw Naylor’s horse backing,
keeping the rope taut. The range bred
animal would permit her to get no slack
in the rope.

Naylor slid off the horse and leaped to-
ward her. She kicked viciously at him, but
missed.

And then, in spite of her furious resist-
ance Naylor tied her hands behind her with
a piece of “ hogging ” rope. Next, while
she still silently struggled, he picked her
up bodily and carried her to his horse.

He placed her in the saddle and swung
up behind her. Without a word he took
up the reins and sent the horse down the
gully at a fair rate of speed.

Edna was too furiously angry to talk, and
Naylor in no mood to say anything. They
went on silently.

Half a mile or so from where the cap-
ture had taken place Naylor urged the
horse out of the gully and sent him off at a
tangent, through some timber. Later he
wheeled the horse again and crossed a
stretch of plain.

Within half an hour from the time she
had felt the noose settle over her shoulders,
Edna was riding a trail which looked fa-
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miliar. But it was not until she saw a
cabin ahead of her that she realized Naylor
was taking her to the place where the night
before she had seen him and Travis through
a window.

Once more, when Naylor dismounted and
lifted her down, she tried to escape. This
time Naylor lost patience with her. He
leaped after her, seized her roughly, and
growled:

“ Damn you, if you try that again I'll
truss you! ”

She didn’'t know what the term “ truss”
meant, but she gathered from Naylor’s tone
that it was something violent and unusual,
so she was passive while Naylor carried
her into the cabin and placed her in a
chair.

“ Now', if you know what's best for you,
you'll stay where you are put!” he declared.

“ There ain't no sense of you tryin’ to
get away, anyhow!” he added. “ The chief
don’'t mean to let you go anywhere until
he’'s had a chanst to palaver. You was
a damn fool to ride over here, anyway!”

He went out, locking the door behind
him. An hour later she saw him pass one
of the windows, and she called to him, ask-
ing him to come in and loosen the ropes
which bound her hands together, for her
hands wEre numb and her arms aching.

Naylor entered, looked at the rope.

“ 1 reckon you ain’'t got a hell of a chanst
to get away, anyhow,” he decided. “ You
ain't got no boss, an’ walkin’ ain't no pic-
nic. Besides, I'll be hangin’ around.”

He removed the rope and moved to the
door, where he stood and watched her as
she got up from the chair and rubbed her
wrists to restore circulation. Then she
faced him.

“ Naylor,” she said, “ if you will let me
go | promise to say nothing about your
being concerned with w'hat has happened to
Watt Hamlin and the Porters. | will even
swear that you were helping me all the
time!”

“ That's no good,” Naylor replied. He
smiled crookedly. *“ There ain’t no chanst
of you gettin’ away. Travis was sendin’
some of the boys south, to watch all the
trails, in case | didn't ketch you. You'll
never get to where you can do any talkin’!

“
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“ 1 reckon you don’t know Travis. You'll
be sorry you rode over this way. An’ what-
ever he does to you, nobody will interfere! ”

He went outside, locked the door.

Edna stood for a time, thinking of Nay-
lor's words. Their suggestion of impending
evil had filled her with dismay, but it had
been the man’s manner which had really
convinced her of the hopelessness of trying
to escape.

Naylor was impressed with a sense of
Travis’s omnipotence. It was evident that
Naylor felt that when once Travis decided,
there was absolutely no use in attempting to
fight back. One might as well surrender
with what grace one could.

Curiously, Edna had received the same
impression of the man. Facing him in his
house she had felt the force of him, the
quiet, smooth power of his personality, his
ruthlessness, his complete conviction of his
superiority over all men. She remembered
that there had even been a good natured
tolerance in his manner when he had spoken
of Nevins, and she knew Nevins was him-
self a strong, rugged character.

As she stood in the room of the cabin
now, her thoughts went to last night, when
she had seen him sitting on the edge of the
table which was at that instant close to her.
A great fear of him welled up in her, short-
ening her breath, bringing a queer con-
striction into her throat, and in that in-

stant she decided she would rather die by.

Naylor’'s gun than be imprisoned in the
cabin to wait until Travis came. She
wouldn’t face him!

One of the windows of the room in which
she stood was open. While watching Nay-
lor she had discovered that at frequent
intervals he passed the window. Often he
stood just in front of it for a few minutes,
shading his hands as he peered westward.
She felt that Naylor was momentarily ex-
pecting Travis to appear. Naylor was im-
patient. Two or three times she had heard
him curse.

Edna went to a cast iron stove that stood
in a corner of the room and took up the
short, heavy iron poker she found there.
Then she stole to the wall near the window
and waited.

Twice as she stood beside the window
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with the poker upraised Naylor passed just
beyond reach of the implement. But the
third time he passed he came close to the
window, and Edna leaned out and struck
with all her force.

She felt that she had not struck accurate-
ly, for the poker glanced from Naylor’s
head and struck one of his shouldrers. It
flew out of her grasp, but she saw Naylor
go down, and she was certain she had
stunned him. So she climbed through the
window and dropped beside him, intending
to run to his horse, mount it and do her best
to reach the Circle Dot in spite of the riders
Travis had thrown out to intercept her.

She stepped over Naylor. As she did so,
one of his hands flashed out and grasped
her right ankle, throwing her off balance.
She fell upon an arm and shoulder, kicked
herself free and scrambled to her feet as
Naylor rose and threw himself at her. Nay-
lor slipped as he lunged, for his shoulder
struck her in the back, throwing her head-
long against the wall of the cabin.

There was a terrific roaring in her ears.
A vast darkness, strangely dotted with lit-
tle splotches of light, seemed to surround
her. Then came an interval in which she
heard nothing, saw nothing.

CHAPTER XXII.
A SECRET WOUND.

T seemed to Edna that she was floating

upward out of a black pit when she

again discerned the little splotches of
light. The roaring in her ears had dimin-
ished, although there had been one great
crash which still seemed to reverberate like
a great gun being fired at a distance. She
could not definitely fix the time when the
great gun had boomed; she was in doubt
as to whether it had sounded before the
splotches of light appeared or afterward.

When she opened her eyes to see day-
light around her, she was still trying to
determine the moment of the great crash,
and not for several seconds did she become
aware that, a man’s face was in her vision,
and that the man’s face was Nevins'’s.

She was lying comfortably; she felt a
pillow under her head. And after a time
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she realized that Nevins was sitting on a
chair close to her, intently and reassuringly
watching her.

Her first emotion was one of great as-
tonishment.

“ How on earth did you get here?” she
asked. “ I am still in the cabin, | sup-
pose?”

He answered the last question first.

‘Yes; you are still here,” he said. *“ I
just happened along, an’ saw Naylor divin’
at you.”

She sat erect, gazing dizzily around.

“ Where is Naylor now?” she asked.

He's where he won’'t devil a woman
again.”

* Dead?”

He nodded.

She cringed, horrified, and watched him
through a silence.

At last, feeling that she needed to ex-
plain her presence at the cabin, she told
him why she had come, and that on her
way back from Willets, Naylor had seized
her.

“ | reckoned it was somethin’ like that,”
he remarked. “ 1 saw your wrists.” He was
watching her narrowly, and she thought that
in his eyes she could detect a gleam of ad-
miration.

“ So you saw Travis,” he said.
he offer to help you?”

u Help me!”

He smiled without mirth at the scorn
in her voice. She told him of her talk with
Travis and related what she had overheard
between Travis and Naylor. After the en-
tire story had been told, she was astonished
that Nevins showed no surprise.

“ You knew Travis?” she asked.
knew he was behind those murders?”

“No,” he said. “ But | ain’'t suiprised.
f'd sized Travis up as bein’ that kind of
a man.” She observed a troubled light
come into his eyes.

“You shouldn't have interfered,” he
said. “ You shouldn’t have come here. It
was a mighty brave thing to do, but fool-
ish. A woman has no business ridin’
around this country alone.”

She felt the logic of his reproof, but she
defiantly told him she did not regret her
action.

“ An’ did

“You
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“ 1 would do it again, in the same cir-
cumstances,” she declared. “ | could not
let Nellie Porter go with Adams without
offering some objection!”

“ No,” he conceded, the odd glint again
in his eyes, “you couldn't.” He smiled.
“ But it can't be helped now. You've
forced Travis to show his hand, an’ now
we've got to fight him in the open.” For an
instant a fire smoldered in his eyes and then
died out, an ironic gleam remaining.

“ If Travis has thrown his men out, as
he told Naylor, we ain’'t in shape to do a
terrible lot of fightin’. Travis has about
fifty men at his beck an’ call, if we count
those that have been suspected of crooked
deals. | reckon right now Travis has
thrown a ring around this section, to keep
you from gettin’ away.”

“ But you got through,” she said hope-
fully.

“ 1've been through,” he answered. “ |'ve
been two days gettin’ this far from the
Circle Dot. Last night an’ the day before
I was restin’, not feelin’ very much like
ridin’. 1 wasn't half a mile from here. But
I was headed for here, knowin’ the place.

“ This is the old Rignal ranch,” he went
on. “ The Rignals lived here until they
died. | came over an’ got Grace. The
house hasn’'t been used until now. Though
it looks like Travis an’ his gang have been
here a lot. While you was unconscious |
was lookin’ around. There’s a big stock of
supplies, grub an’ such. They must have
stayed here often.”

She detected a queer note in his voice,
a note that she had not heard while he had
been at the Circle Dot, a note that some-
how seemed to express weariness or an in-
difference far greater than he had ever be-
trayed in her presence. She looked at him
critically and perceived that his face v'as
strangely flushed and that his eyes were ex-
traordinarily bright.

He was not aware of her scrutiny, and
while she watched him he drew out his
heavy revolver, stuck it between his knees,
opened the cylinder and with his right hand
drew out two smoke-blackened, empty cart-
ridges. Then, still using his right hand, he
drew two fresh cartridges from the belt
around his waist, inserted them into the
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chambers he had emptied, snapped the cyl-
inder back into place and replaced the
weapon in its holster.

He had made no attempt to use his left
hand; during the, process of unloading and
reloading die revolver the left hand had
hung limply at his side.

With an inward gasp, Edna remembered
that his left arm had been injured in the
fight with Logan, the deputy.

She stiffened as she looked at his hand.

It was swollen badly and inflamed. The
fingers were puffed and stiff.
She knew what had happened. Fever

had set in; the arm and hand were infected.
For an instant, as a chill of apprehension
stole over her, she sat nerveless and be-
wildered.

And in that instant she realized that upon
awakening and seeing him sitting near her,
she had depended upon him to extricate
her from the danger that threatened her.
Now she knewr that if Nevins's condition
grew worse her chances of escape would be
lessened.

But she knew also that she would not
desert him. The thought of doing so never
occurred to her. A queer, cold calm stole
over her as she watched him.

He sat, his head bowed a little, his shoul-
ders swaying a little. He was apparently
unconscious of her presence, and she knew
that the fever, raging through him, had
weakened him.

She got up quickly, took a tin basin from
the kitchen, went outside and filled the
basin with water, tore a piece of cloth from
an undergarment and reentered the room
where Kevins still sat, his chin on his
chest.

He said nothing as she ripped the sleeve
of his shirt open and folded it back into
the arm hole of his vest. She grew very
white as the arm was disclosed to her sight,
for it was much puffed and great, angry-
looking streaks ran for a considerable dis-
tance from a wound in the forearm.

Logan’s bullet had gone clear through the
arm at a point several inches from the el-
bow, or about midway between the elbow
and the wrist. The wound was through
the big muscle, and die felt it had missed
the bone.
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He must have lost much blood, although
the wound would not have been dangerous
had it received proper treatment.

Twice while she bathed the arm she was
compelled to leave the room to regain her
composure, for there were times when her
hands trembled so much that she almost
dropped the basin of water.

Kevins watched her. His eyes were clear
and sane. The fever had not attacked his
reason; he was merely weak from loss of
blood. And he seemed indifferent to the
danger that now threatened both of them.

Later, when she had finished bandaging
the arm, he stood erect and looked at her.
His face was unnaturally flushed.

“ Thank you,” he said, “ that feels a lot
better. But if this place is what you say
it is, we'd better be makin’ tracks out of
here. You don’'t want to be around here
when Travis an’ his gang get here.”

He stood, reeling just a little as he gazed
at some shelves on the kitchen wall.

“ There's grub,” he said. “ You'll be
needin’ it. You’'ll have to hide out for a
few days. | know a place where nobody
will find you. You can’'t go back to the
Circle Dot. Fagin’s there, an’ Fagin ain't
mo be trusted. An’ there 'll be others there.
You'd never get to Deming.”

He pointed to a gunny sack lying on the
floor in a corner of the kitchen. *“ We'll
fill that with grub,” he added. “ Then I'll
take you to that place I was tellm’ you
about. After you're settled, I'll come back
here an’ lay for Travis an’ his bunch. An’
after I've settled them I'll ride to Fort
Bayard an’ have a talk with that major.
I'm not trustin’ Callahan, after him sendin’
that deputy after me.”

Not waiting for her to reply, he got the
gunny sack, instructed her to hold it and
filled it with various articles of food frofh
the shelves. He made his selections with
deliberation, and there was little left of the
meager store when he had finished.

He tied the bag with a short rope which
he found on the floor—the rope that had
been around Edna’s wrists; then he swung
the bag under his right arm and carried >it
outside. Edna followed him, observing with
dismay that he staggered a little.

But with her help he got the bag on his
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horse and strapped it to the saddle. Then
he went in search of Naylor's horse, and
led it around, to where Edna stood wait-
ing.

She mounted first, then turned her head
and watched him as he swung into the sad-
dle. She saw him wince as he swung up,
but once he settled back against the cantle
he smiled.

“ Now you wouldn’'t think that a man
would need two arms to do his ridin’. But
a man gets used to usin’ both, an’ when one
is gone he misses it.”

Saying nothing more he urged his horse
northward, over the trail which had brought
Edna to the cabin the night before. Follow-
ing him closely, she observed that when he
reached the trail leading to Willets he veered
northeastward, and when half an hour had
passed she became aware that they were
riding in the gully where Naylor had roped
her. Her horse was not in sight, and she
presumed it had strayed.

However, she was not interested in the

animal. She kept scanning the surrounding
country, dreading the appearance of a
horseman. But she saw no signs of a rider,

and she was relieved when Nevins led her
into a maze of hills and canons where they
could not be seen from the level country
they had left.

For another half hour they rode—slowly,
for the trail was rough and at times hazard-
ous. Later they began to ascend a rise that
led to a plateau. Still they could not be
seen from the section of level that had been
left behind, and yet at times from between
the shoulders of hills and through clefts in
the walls of canons they could see the
lower country for many miles.

They came, after a while, to a little level
high among some ragged, towering peaks.
Southward, shutting from view the lower
country from which they had come, was a
wall of granite perhaps a hundred feet high-
er than the level on which they stood. To
the right and left of the granite wall ran
miniature canons, corridors with rock walls
and roofs, caves.

In front of them, to the north, beginning
at the bottom of a slope not more than a
dozen feet below them, was a vast, green
level. It stretched for several miles to the
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hills that rimmed it, northward; east and
west it merged- into other hills.

Near the center of the level ran a narrow
stream of water, white and sparkling in the
sun. Near by were trees that spread an in-
viting shade. Over the level was a brood-
ing calm, a slumberous peace, a pervading
atmosphere of aloofness and security.

* Oh!” exclaimed Edna as the two halted
their horses and sat motionless, mentally
absorbing the beauty of the picture, “ isn't
it wonderful! How in the world did you
happen to discover this place?”

Nevins smiled.

“ 1 reckon I'm the only one that knows
ab.out it,” he replied. “ There’s only one
way to get here—the way we came. You
take any of the other trails and you run
plumb into the hills and blank walls that
you can't see over. You'd never suspect
there was anything on the other side.

“ I've never heard of anybody fmdin’ this
place. Only one. He was a Swede, named
Svenson. He came in here between two
days with a flock of sheep. Not many.
Maybe twenty-five. He’'d followed the Rio
Grancle down from the Magdalena moun-
tains.

" | happened to be ridin’ over to Rignal’'s
that night. There was a good moon, an’ |
saw Svenson an’ his sheep headin’ in this
direction. 1 followed him an’ saw him
drive through the pass we took. After that
I came durin’ the day an’ talked with him.
He knew what would happen to him if he
ever showed himself on the plains, an’ so
he stayed here.

“ He didn't bother anybody. Until the
time he died no one ever knew he was here.
He wasn't much of a talker an’ | never
found out anything about him. But I came
here one day an’ he was dead. Natural.

“ 1 didn't want his sheep, an’ | reckon
some of them are still here. Anyway, I'm
hopin’ they’re here.”

She detected a note of earnestness in his
voice.

“Why do you hope the sheep are still
here?” she asked.

“ Mutton tallow is one thing that will
draw the poison from an infection,” he
said. “ I'm goin’ to kill a sheep and get
some tallow. You find it near the kidneys.
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You render it over a fire and spread it on
hot.

“ That's what | had in mind when | felt
my arm gettin’ worse. | was headin’ for
here when | struck the Rignal shack.”

He laughed.

HIt's been eight years since Svenson lived
here,” he went on. “ Two or three times
a year | ride here to see how things are
cornin’. 1've often thought this would make
a dandy place for a man to hole up if the
lawT got after him. But | never suspected
that the time would come when 1'd have
to use it.”

Edna repeated what she had told him of
the conversation between Naylor and Tra-
vis, when he had said: “ An’ Matt thinkin’
he was hangin’ Ross Kevins:!! But any-
how, Matt got Hamlin.” Edna added that
if he could reach the sheriff he could clear
himself.

“Yes,” he said, “ I've thought of that.
It's mighty plain the whole thing was a
frame-up, Indians an’ all. 1'll get to Cal-
lahan. But you've got to stay here until
I do.”

He looked long at her, and it appeared to
her that he whs having some difficulty in
finding her. The light in his eyes had
dulled, his face was a ghastly white, and he
was holding tightly to the pommel of the
saddle.

Apparently, having succeeded in getting
her into his vision, he smiled.

“1'll be showin’ you the place where
you 'll have to live until | get back,” he
said. “ It's right over here.”

He wheeled his horse and sent it along
the edge of the level, westward.

Edna followed him and observed with
dismay that he swayed perilously, and that
his head kept drooping forward, jerkily, in
the manner of a man sitting erect in a chair,
napping, and trying to fight off drowsiness.

He rode onward though, until after pass-
ing through a narrow passageway hewn
from the solid rock,. he reached another
level.

Here he halted and waved his right arm.

“ Svenson’s house,” he announced.

Amazed, Edna stared.

They were on a circular level, not more
than fifty feet in diameter. The rock wall
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which on the level they had just left had
towered about a hundred feet above them,
had sloped downward until it was not more
than thirty or forty feet high. But above
their heads was a giant overhang that
arched out over them like a huge, inverted
bowl.

The arch formed a great cave, with
smooth, painted walls. Along its edge grew
ferns whose long fronds drooped until she
could almost touch them. In the rear of
the cave, against the smooth wall, was a
rock ledge several feet wide and perhaps
eight or ten feet above the level upon which
their horses stood. Edna rode close to it,
and although she rose in the stirrups, she
could not see over its edge.

There was a balcony of logs around the
edge of the ledge, and a ladder leaning
against it. The ladder was light, and Edna
felt that it had purposely been made that
way to facilitate drawing it upward to the
ledge. She whs certain that her conclu-
sion was correct when she observed a bunk
on the ledge.

That, she felt, was were the man, Sven-
son, slept during his occupancy of the place.
It was safe, secure.

She finished her inspection of the ledge
and her attention was attracted to the east
wall of the cave, where wbod ashes and
charred sticks showed where Svenson had
built his fires. Aj~-sh”-sarw-thathhrTiap--.
row passageway through which they had
entered had a door, or a heavy gate built
of slender saplings lashed together with
leathery vines, the gate itself swinging from
heavy pegs driven into crevices of the wall.
There was a heavy bar, and slots into which
the bar could be slid.

The passageway formed the only means
of entrance or egress. Once in this place,
Svenson had no need to worry about wild
animals that might be prowling about. And
that, Edna now realized, had been her chief
concern when Nevins had proposed coming
here.

But at this moment Edna’s thoughts went
to Nevins.

He was unlashing the bag of provisions
they had brought from the Rignal cabin,
and as she watched him the bag fell to the
floor of the cave. Nevins sat, .leaning over
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a little, gazing down at it. Then he straight-
ened and looked, straight at Edna.

“ 1 reckon, that's ail, Svenson,” he said.
“ Nobody will bother you here—you or
your sheep. [I'll be headin’ back this way
after I've Kkilled Travis!”

He wheeled his horse and sent it into the
narrow passageway. He vanished, sway-
ing from side to side.

With a cry Edna rode after him, and
she was not yet through the passageway
when she saw him. His horse had halted on
the little level from which they? had viewed
the valley. The animal was standing mo-
tionless, the reins dragging. Close to him,
lying on his right side on the smooth stone
of the level, was Nevins.

No word or sound issued from Edna’s
lips. She had anticipated: this, for she had
divined Nevins’'s condition. Her face pale,
her movements swift and vigorous, she
slipped off her horse and went to Nevins.
Although she inwardly shrank from the or-
deal, she was aware that the man’s Efe
was in her keeping and that her modesty
must not be permitted to interfere with his
chances.

Nevins was unconscious.
side him and felt his pulse.
and he was breathing heavily.

She arose and stood for an instant look-
ing down at him, and while she was won-
dering what she ought to do for him, she
was aware that she was also speculating
over the physical frailty that had brought
him down. A man of his apparent rugged-
ness should not so quickly succumb to a
wound which, although painful, had not
touched a vital spot.

She got on her horse and rode back
through the passageway to the cave, where

She knelt be-
It was weak,
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in a corner on a shelf of rock she had seen
a wooden pail in which was some water
covered with a greenish slime. With the
pail dangling from her hand she rode down
the slope into the valley until sire reached
the stream of water she had seen from the
first level.

Kneeling on the grassy bank of the
stream she scrubbed the inside of the pail
with sand and water until it was as clean
as she could make it. Then she filled it
with the clear, sparkling water of the
stream, mounted the horse, and rode back
to Nevins.

He had not moved. She opened his mouth
and let some water from a cupped hand
drip between his lips. Then with another
cloth torn freon her garments she bathed
his head and neck. Once when the water
partly revived him he opened his eyes and
looked at her as though puzzled.

Resolutely, she unbuttoned his shirt,
working it off his arms and down over his
shoulders. Rut before she got the garment
off her face had blanched and her eyes had
grown wide with dismay.

For the wound in his arm was not the
only one he had received. Low down on
his left side, just above the hip, was an-
other. He had not spoken about it, through
fear of worrying her, she supposed. But this
was the wound which had weakened him,
and which had finally brought him down.

For the first time since she had set out
upon the journey which had taken her to
Judge Travis, she was shaken. She got to
her feet and stood, facing the emerald valley
into which Nevins had brought her. She
did not speak, but in her thoughts was a
plea, repeated many times:

“ God help me to save him!”
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By JESSIE HENDERSON

HEY were not sure about Slim Devitt
I in the precinct. Kitty Baird was not
sure about him herself. All she felt
sure about was her secret hope that she
couldn’t be falling in love with a man who
had been picked up on suspicion and turned
loose for lack of evidence more times than
any one else in the whole of Hell's Kitchen.
Nobody seconded Kitty's hope with more
fervor than Harry McCall. Upon Devitt's
professed reformation McCall turned a
glance dark with the suspicion of a law
abiding citizen, who sees the girl he adores
show interest in the very youth it is his
duty to trip. Except when disguised as
Santa Claus or his equivalent, most of the
men from headquarters have that same
ironic pucker of the lids. No one can ac-
quire a reputation as the shrewdest detec-
tive on the force without acquiring also this
disconcerting look. McCall had acquired
both.
Yet if McCall prayed Kitty would come
to her senses as much as Kitty prayed so,

there was another who prayed it just as
earnestly as McCall. Slim argued it out
with himself till the sweat stood on his
forehead, till his jaw set at an angle, which
usually moved his acquaintances to draw
their guns or drop them. And he came at
last to the conclusion that a man whom
every cop in the precinct would rather get
dead to rights than drawr an extra week’s
pay, could not be called a suitable match
for a girl like Kitty Blair.

In any swamp you are likely to find little
stretches of firm, wholesome ground on
which normal vegetation thrives. Even
Hell's Kitchen had its islands of respectabil-
ity, and on one of these Kitty Blair grew
up like a wild rose among lagoon weeds.

Not from her drab mother, not from the
toil-broken father who she dimly remem-
bered, did Kitty derive her looks. Some
glorious great grandmother back in the old
country, some colleen who ran around bare-
foot and had all the fresh milk and fresh
air she wanted, bequeathed to Kitty that

B
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milky rose skin, that coronet of laming hair,
those amazing gray-green eyes with the
twinkle in them.

Neither the shoddy tenement where her
mother shuffled about the household tasks,
nor the noise bedeviled factory where she
herself worked among the fifing cabinets,
drove that twinkle from Kitty’s eyes. Noth-
ing scared it away till she met Slim Devitt.

Hurrying through Keegan's alley one
evening on a short cut home after work,
Kitty ran plump into the tail end of what
had started out to be a murder. In the
garbage-strewn crevice between the high
buildings stood a group of young men in
poses of unconscious: melodrama.

The center of the group was a youth with
his foot on a revolver. A boy who tried not
to look frightened stood: by his side. Op-
posite the youth loomed a scowling an-
tagonist, whom Kitty recognized as Tiger
Costello, the prize fighting pride of the dis-
trict. Tiger, nursing the fingers of his fam-
ous right, turned toward the youth a face
divided between rage and conciliation, a
face rapidly swelling around one eye.

“ What're you gettin’ sore about, any-
ways?” Tiger inquired. “ Gimme my gun.”

The first words Kitty ever heard from
Slim were calculated to fry the garbage
where it lay on the alley bricks. “ Are
you going to give the kid his cut?” Slim
finally demanded.

Tiger looked the youth over deliberately.
Kitty saw now that Slim held in his left
hand the muzzle of a gun, the butt of which
had all too clearly descended on Tiger's
cheek. Any one born in Hell's Kitchen
knows enough about revolvers to realize that
a man who holds his by the muzzle instead
of by the butt is at a distinct disadvantage.
Slim might almost as well have been holding
a mere club for his only weapon against
five men.

As he stood there, tall and alert, his foot
on the other’s revolver and a try-and-get-it
look bn his dark face, something in Kitty’s
heart stirred. Graceful as a panther, and
about as pleasant at the moment, he seemed
to be holding the five of them off by sheer
nerve. It was, in fact, sheer nerve backed
by that reputation on which McCall and
the precinct looked askance.
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Kitty wondered afterward how7 a man
could have such a clean look and such a
black reputation. At that instant, however,
what she noticed most were his eyes. They
were dark blue— cold and dark as blue steel
just then—and the thing that spoke to her
from them was the thing she loved most m
the world: courage. She hadn’t known till
that moment how much she loved it.

There rvas nothing in Kitty's ancestry
that bade her keep away from a fight. In-
stead of backing out of the alley, she stood
spellbound, pressed against the brick wall.
Some of the men had their hands in their,

pockets. The fingers of one began to slip
inside.
If he drew— ,

I f some one could divert their attention—

“ 1 hope I'm not interrupting,” she heard
herself say dearly.

Those with their backs to her jumped like
startled cats. Slim stared, the blue-steel of
his eyes slowly softening.

“ But if you’'ll step aside,” Kitty con-
tinued, smiling as if the affair were not to
be taken seriously, “ so I can get past—"”

“ Here, you! Make room for the lady.”
That was Slim.

With alacrity they stepped aside. Kitty
sailed through their midst, dropping a crisp:
“ Thapks!”

Behind her she heard Tiger Costello in-
gratiating of tone. “ Sure, I'll give the kid
his cut. What're you sore about?”

“ O.K. Here's your gun.” Slim again.
The noise of a revolver kicked across the
bricks.

And then some one else.
Harry McCall's sweetie.”

That made her angry. She wasn’'t Harry
McCall's sweetie. She wasn't anybody’s
sweetie. She didn't intend to be anybody’s
sweetie for years and years.

Nevertheless, every time die had seen
Slim Devitt since then her heart stood still
at the flash from his eyes. Many people’'s
hearts had stood still at a Sash from those
eyes, but usually not because the flash was
the sort which Slim directed toward Kitty.

Formal introductions were not insisted
upon in Slim’s set. “ Hello, cutie,” be said
to her one day.

Kitty disliked the tone.

“ Her? She's

She elevated her
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little snub nose, gave him a freezing stare
and walked on.

People didn't treat Slim like that. Cer-
tainly girls didn’'t. Next afternoon he fol-
lowed her home from the street car.

She saw him leaning against the cigar
store doorway, there on the corner, watching
for her. He straightened at her approach
and wheeled in behind her. In the intervals
between the crash of traffic and the shriek-
ing of children at play, she could hear his
footsteps, and suddenly she felt very small,
like some little fawn, perhaps, that a panther
is stalking.

At the entrance to her own house she
whirled in a blaze of anger— Kitty didn’'t
have that red hair for nothing.

“ What do you want?” she cried, stamp-
ing her foot.

“ This,” said Slim, and tried to kiss her.

She didn’'t dodge. She put out a hand
and merely said: “ Don’t” But the tone
and something in her face stopped him like
a bullet.

Dumbly he watched her vanish into the
shadowed hallway. Girls had protested be-
fore, had roughly struggled. But, cripes!
She had meant it!

It took him several days to plan a new
tine of campaign. In the end he could think
of nothing better than to approach her as
she ran out to the delicatessen and, hat in
hand, ask with a humility that would have
electrified his friends: “ Say, can | speak to
you a second?”

This worked better. “ Why—yes,” an-
swered Kitty, and her face broke into smiles.

Slim put the hat back on his head, sunk
his hands in his pockets and stared down
at her.

“ Yes?” Kitty reminded him.

“ I'm sorry if 1 was fresh the other day,”
Slim said with difficulty.

“ That's all right.”

“ It was just because | wanted to get
acquainted with you.”

Kitty sent him a glance a great deal more
starry than it should have been, all things
considered. “ Why?” she asked softly. In-
stantly the look in his face made her eyes
drop and the quick color flood her cheeks.

“ Gee,” Slim barely breathed, “ you're a
knockout! ”
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Naturally, after that they were friends.

She wouldn’t let him come to see her
every night. Tacitly it was understood be-
tween them that the nights Harry McCall
camgj Kitty wasn't at home to Slim. And
she wouldn’'t let him take her anywhere.
The gang was edified to see Slim evening
after evening seated on the steps of Kitty's
place, just talking or listening, and seeming
to enjoy it.

“ What d'you see in that stiff, anyway?”
Slim asked her on one occasion.

“ Harry? He’'s a very good friend of
mine.”

“ 1 noticed that.” Slim’s tone grew sulky.

“ Listen, Slim. Harry McCall was in the
same regiment with my brother Jack, over
in France. When Jack—when Jack got
killed, Harry' brought me his watch and the
picture of me and ma be always carried;
and | like to talk to him because we can
both talk about Jack. Besides—Harry’s
nice.”

A brief silence fell.
Slim vouchsafed.

Kitty smiled a little sadly.
don’t like you,” she answered.

Slim folded his arms and leaned his dark
head against the rickety railing, looking up
at the half dozen dim stars above the street
lights. “ You bet they don’'t!” he said with
satisfaction; “ say, there’s cops in this pre-
cinct, if 1 have a couple of drinks in me or
have my hand in my pocket, they'll walk
out on the edge of the sidewalk to keep out
of my way.” He gave a short laugh.
* They'd better!”

The silence lasted so long that finally he
darted a quick look at the girl. The wild
rose had faded from her cheeks. Very sad,
very white, with downcast eyes she sat be-
side him. There was something terribly
aloof in her attitude, almost as if—as if
one of them had died.

“ What's the matter?” Slim asked.

After a long while she spoke. It seemed
that the effort of speech was almost too
much for her. “ Yrou wouldn’t understand.”

Slim took her hand, the first time he had
held it. In his grasp it was unresisting, icy-
cold.

“ Tell me, dear,” he begged.

If she heard the endearment she gave

“ 1 don't like cops,”

“ Well, they
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no sign. “ I don't like the gang,” she told
him, “ I don’t like rough stuff. If the cops
are afraid of you, that's nothing to brag
about.”

Slim almost dropped ha- hand in Ms
amazement. What did she consider some-
thing to brag about, then? They sat thus
in utter silence while for half an hour the
thronged street blazed and swirled.

“ Is that—” Slim asked at length in a
tone so lifeless that Kitty scarcely recog-
nized it—“ why you won't ever go out with
me any place?”

The girl nodded.

“ Because you're scared?”

Kitty shook her head.
ashamed,” she whispered.

Another long silence, during which Sinn’'s
preconceived career and ideals fell apart and
then regrouped themselves into new and ex-
otic patterns.

“ You mean, if | was to give up this stuff
and maybe get a job, it'd make a hit with
you?”

“ Oh, Slim!” The color flooded back to
Kitty’'s face and her gray-green eyes shone.

“ And, listen: If 1 do, will you—"

Kitty looked for the moment terrified.
“ 1 don't know, Slim. | don't—know.”

“ Well,” said Slim, “ I'll take a chance,
anyway.”

It was at this point that discouragement
came from a quarter in which encourage-
ment might have been expected.

“ Have you gone crazy, Kitty Blair?”
Harry McCall wanted to know, his fair,
boyish face wrinkled with exasperation and
hurt. Kitty wondered herseif. “ Don't
you realize that Slim Devitt is the worst
gangster in the precinct? Leads his own
gang? Has been mixed up in a dozen big
jobs where safes were cracked—”

“You never arrested him for it,” Kitty
retorted.

“ He's too clever,” McCall admitted;
“ but every cop in the precinct and every
Headquarters man is waiting with his tongue
out for a chance to get him. One slip and
he’s gone. And yet you fall for his line!”

“ Harry, he’s trying to reform—"

McCall’s laugh was an ugly one. It end-
ed in a gulp. “ Kitty, you're breaking my
heart, girl,” he said.

“ Because I'm
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Tears came to her eyes. “ 1 wouldn't
hurt you for the whole world, Harry; you
know that. Again and again I've been tell-
ing you that | didn't know my own mind,
and | give you my word | know it less to-
day than ever before in my life.” She hid
her face.

“ Has that yegg got such a hold on you
as that?” McCall asked between a sneer and
a sigh. “ Reform! I'll tell you his game.
It’s one of three things. He's trying to
curry favor with you because he’s taken a
fancy to you—and you’'re not the first. Or
he’s trying to cover up some job by acting
mealy mouthed. Or he’'s making out to re-
form just to get into your good graces and
pump you about me. He knows I'm after
him, bad luck to him and all his like”

Kitty did not answer.

“ 1 tell you, this reform is only a bluff.”

“ It's real, Harry.”

The big fellow made an almost childlike
gesture of despair. “ If it's real, ask him
to give up his old gang. You’'ll see then.
What's he still rtmnin’ with them for?”

Kitty opened startled eyes. “ But he
isn't doing any—rough stuff. He isn't in on
any of their ‘ jobs.””

“ Does an honest man mix with that
scum?” asked McCall, and flung from the
house in a rage.

1.

She took his advice that very night.
“ Slim, are you still in with the old crowd?”

“ Sure. They're all right”

“ It’s not good for you to be in with
them—now. It don’t look right. They're
a bad lot.”

“ Say!” Slim was deftly rolling a ciga-
rette with his left hand, not touching the
paper with his right at all. Kitty watched
the adroit fingers. “ D'you think I've got a
sponge for a backbone? Just because |
meet my old friends now and then doesn’t
mean I'll go out and crack a safe, does it?
Sure they're a bad lot; but they're good
guys.”

“ They didn't look so good that day in
the alley. What was happening?”

Slim drew in a puff of smoke, expelled
it and laughed. *“ Oh, th'afl Why, me and
Tiger Costello are great pals, but he got my
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goat. There was a kid playing craps with
us, and the kid lost about thirty dollars.
He was broke. Maybe you know that when
a fellow goes broke, the next one that makes
a pile is supposed to give him a cut. That
is, give him the amount the fellow that
makes the pile started in with.

“ Well, Tiger went broke, too. And
when the time came for somebody to get
a cut, Tiger reaches over for the money.
| says to let the kid have it that went broke
first. Tiger'd had a few drinks, and he
won't let the kid have it and he reaches for
the money again. So | steps on his hand.

“ So then he got sore and pulled a gun.
So | had to take that away from him, and
I hit him a clip with the butt of mine to
kind of sober him up. There wasn't any-
thing to it.”

Kitty drew a deep breath.

“ What's the matter now?” Slim inquired.

“ He might have killed you,” she said.

Slim looked down at the cigarette in his
fingers. “ | wish he had,” he murmured.

Impulsively Kitty put a hand on his arm.
She felt the muscles beneath the sleeve
jump, but Slim patted her hand gently be-
fore he put itLack in her lap. " Don’'t do
that again,” he commanded.

: “ Why, Slim—"

He faced her, the veins swelling on his
forehead.

“ Listen, kid, I've thought it all over.
Thought it over till I1'm about off my head.
l—ain't your kind. This reform stuff is
the right dope, and I'm going through with
it. But you needn’t ever be afraid I'll make
love to you again, or try to kiss you— It
isn’t natural that you’'d care for a guy like

me. | don't blame you. I'm glad you
don’'t.” He stopped to smoke furiously.
“ No, that's a lie. 1'd give my hand to have
you care for me. But don’t! Don't! " After
a moment: “ If you do, don’t ever let me
know it.”

Abruptly he got up. “ Well, I'll be go-

ing. Have to get home early these nights,
see. I'm still on probation. Gee, that's
funny, isn’'t it? Probation. Well, they

never got me for anything big—and never
will, now\”

Kitty looked up at him vhitely, “ Pro-
bation?” she repeated, half hearing.
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“ Didn't you know they got me for be-
ing lit one night and carrying a gun, about
a month ago?” He smiled grimly. “Lot
of things you don’t know about me, ain’t
there, kid?” He smiled again, though his
lips were gray with the effort. “ That's
what made me decide the way | did, about
—me and you.”

She watched him down the street till it
swallow#&d him.

1.

I+ the stars govern our fate, the stars
that night must have held a caucus on the
subject of one Slim Devitt. And the cau-
cus must have been as lively a session as
ever shook celestial political circles. Wasn't
that the evening when unprecedented
showers of meteorites fell, and astronomers
discovered half a dozen new planets?

Hardly had Slim turned the corner when
along the other side of the street he was
threading came Tiger Costello, and the

gang. Their roar of greeting Slim acknowl-
edged with a wave of his hand, but Tiger
hailed him again. “ C’'mon over, Slim.
We're all going to Murphy’s place.”

“ Can't!” Slim called back.

Tiger sounded aggrieved. “ Aw, Slim.

C'mon. Are you still sore with me?”

Slim crossed the street, with Heaven
knows what stars rooting for and against
the move. “ I'm not sore, Tiger,” he said,
noting that all the party was edged, but not
lit. There is a nice distinction.

Tiger heaved a sigh of genuine relief.
“I'm glad!” he said, adding the proper
adjectives to express his gladness; “ you
and me have been pals too long to split
over a game of craps.”

“ Right.” Slim whanged him affection-
ately on the shoulder. *“ Well, boys—me
for home. Probation. Late now?”

The gang wailed its indignation. Home?
At this hour? When him and Tiger had
just made it up? When Murphy had some
swell stuff waiting to be opened? No—a
thousand times no!

Slim hesitated. He had a genuine liking
for Tiger. He didn't want Tiger to think
there were any hard feelings left. After all,
fifteen minutes more— Not a drink, though.
He started with them toward Murphy'’s.
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The stars went into executive session.
Round the next comer came Dutch Jones
and most of his gang. Between Tiger and
Dutch, for divers good causes, there was
an enmity which usually meant more
than an exchange of salutations whenever
the two met. Slim noted with misgiving
the fact that the Jones gang exceeded his
own by four men; the misgiving, lest you do
him an injustice, being not because of the
probable affray, but because of what looked
like an impending smirch on his probation
record.

That first epithet hurled by Dutch
would ordinarily have brought the Tiger to
Dutch’s vicinity on the jump. Slim
clutched the Tiger's arm. “ What's the use
running into trouble?” he argued. “ They've
got four more men than we have.”

Mouths agape, the gang listened to
Slim, for the first time in his life, counsel
against a mix-up.

“ Oh, all right,” Tiger assented after a
blank moment of astonishment. He linked
his arm in Slim’s and, followed by taunts
from the enemy, they sauntered on their
way. The gang followed at their heels,
trying to think up new taunts to toss back.

Suddenly on the pavement in front of
Tiger landed something more palpable than
a taunt. It was a pop bottle which burst
into a thousand fragments with a report
like a pistol shot. Other pop bottles fol-
lowed, two of them in quick succession. .And
after the pop bottles, emboldened by Tiger’s
steady retreat, came the Dutch Jones gang
with nore bottles swinging in their hands.

Obviously it was no time to think about
what the probation officer might say. Out-
side Murphy’s place some one had provi-
dentially set a row of milk bottles, ready
to hand. If Tiger happened to be first
to seize one, Slim certainly was second.
After that, the thing became confused.
There were several brief but busy minutes
of bedlam, of crashing glass, an occasional
wild shot, and a plenitude of reflections, ex-
changed by both sides at the top of their
lungs, on the ancestry of the respective op-
ponents and the immediate intentions of
the respective champions.

Slim found himself engaged with a stal-
wart Jonesite who, as he broke from Slim'’s
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grasp, reached for a hip pocket. There may
not have been a gun in the pocket, but
Slim did not wait to inquire. He leaped
upon the man and by a dexterous twist
brought him smashing to the ground, break-
ing the enemy’s arm in the process.

There was no more fight left in that fel-
low. Slim looked up briskly for the next
adversary, only to discover that the bat-
tered remnant of the Dutch Jones gang
was fleeing around a corner with Tiger Cos-
tello in joyous pursuit. The battle was
over.

Almost at once Tiger reappeared, walk-
ing. Slim ran up to him. “ Let's duck,”
he advised; “ the cops 'll be on our necks
in a minute.”

Hysterical screams from tenement win-
dows gave emphasis to this advice, and the
street littered with glass from curb to curb
underscored it. From far away came the
thin, clear shriek of a police whistle.

“ Slim!” Tiger gasped.

Slim saw now that Tiger held both hands
to his side, and even as he noticed this he
caught the ooze of blood between Costello’s
fingers.

“ Quick, boys!” Slim shouted, “ Tiger's
hurt!” He tried to hold the other, who
staggered back against a lamp-post and slid
to the ground.

“ He got me,” Tiger whispered as the rest
came up.

“ Look after him,”
“ while | telephone for an ambulance.
be back—"

“ Telephone and then beat it,” advised
Shorty Dimick, “ there’'s no need for you

Slim commanded,
'l

to get in wrong with the probationer.
We can do everything there is to do.
Beat it.”

For a moment Slim hesitated. The
shriek of the police whistle came steadily
nearer. People were pouring from tenement
houses and running toward the lamp-post
beneath which Tiger lay huddled. *“ Beat
It, you fooll” *“ Get out while the gettin’s
good!” The gang clamored at him.

“ All right,” Slim consented. After all,
he could do nothing more. He ran around
to the side door of Murphy’s place, gained
entrance by the simple expedient of kick-
ing the door in, found the telephone in the
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dark beside the door, called an ambulance,
and let himself out on the sidewalk again.

From beyond the corner of the street
which be had just left, came a swelling mur-
mur. In the distance he could pick out the
clang of a patrol wagon. At any moment
some of the bystanders might run over to
Murphy’s on the same impulse which had
brought Slim there, and so discover Mm;,
or a policeman might come pounding up
this side street. Retreat in the direction,
of his own home was cut oh by the crowd
itself.

At the sound of hurrying footsteps Slim’s
indecision vanished. He dodged into the
alley beside Murphy’s, ran two or three
blocks without a definite goal, and found
himself not far from Kitty’s.

It occurred to him that for a few hours
her tenement would be a good place to hide.
If need be, she could help him furnish an
alibi. He dropped over the back fence of
her yard, entered the house by the cellar,
and made his way up the back stairs. Even
inside the building, a couple of blocks away
from the scene of the fight, the hullabaloo-
of its aftermath was audible. Tiger and
Dutch had surely pulled a good skirmish
this time.

As Slim crept along the faintly lighted
hallway in the direction of Kitty’'s door, he
was dismayed to see that door suddenly
flung open and a man'’s figure emerge. Even
from the back he recognized Harry McCall.
Kitty followed him across the threshold.

“ No—don't come,” Harry told her per*
emptorily; “ keep in the house, and keep
safe. It's probably a gang fight—and if
your fine young reformer isn't mixed up in
it, I'll eat my shield.”

Fie plunged down the stairs. At the same
instant Kitty turned and caught sight of
Slim.  Her mouth fell open, but she did
not betray him by so much as an exclama-
tion. While the thunder of McCall's de-
parture still rose to them, she silently
crooked a finger at Slim and swung open
the tenement door.

Disheveled, a cut over his eye, the sweat
of battle and of flight still on his face, Slim
made a rather terrifying appearance. Kitty
put a hand to her throat.

“ So you were in it?” she asked.
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“1 couldn't help it, Kitty—leastways,
not after the thing gat started.” He ex-
plained briefly. “ So Tiger’'s hurt bad, and
it's;a mess all around. | thought maybe if
I had to do it I could frame some kind of
an alibi here; but McCall spoiled that. |
can’'t hardly claim | was callin’ on you when
he knows different.”

Kitty spoke as in a dream. “ He came
back. We had a sort of fuss earlier to-day.
He wanted to make up.”

“ Oh, well—"” Slim fell silent. Now that
he was here, he didn't like to ask if he
could stay a while. Sort of a dirty deal,
after all, for the girl, in case the police did
any questioning. He put his hand on the
doorknob. “T guess I'll be going.”

Kitty sprang for the door so suddenly
that he blinked. “ What? Go out there
while Harry is looking for you? Stay here,
Slim; staytill the excitement’s died out and
you can get home safe. If Harry comes
back, you can hide.”

Slim looked down at his feet. * I didn't
know as you'd want me to stay here—" he
said in a hoarse voice.

For answer, Kitty put her two hands
cm bis breast, raised her wild rose face and
kissed his twitching lips. For a moment
he resisted her, pushing the clinging little
hands away. But they rose again and went
around his neck. With a groan he gathered
Kitty into his arms, strained her to him,
whispered broken words against her face.

“ 1 knew,” said Kitty, “ when | saw you
standing there in the hall, looking like a
ghost, and in some kind of trouble— what-
ever kind it might be—1 knew then that |
loved you.”

Something wet smeared her face. She
drew back in Slim’s arms to look up at him.
The tears were streaming down his cheeks.
That, at any rate, was a.sight no one had
ever seen before.

V.

It was two hours or so later when Slim
made his way through back streets to his
own quarters. Nobody stopped him. Cau-
tious reconnoitering showed that no one was
watching the house. Thankfully he stole
to his room and fell into bed.

To Slim it seemed that he had slept but
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a few minutes, though

it was over an hour,With a little cry on her lips,
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Kitty ran

when somebody shook him awake. Dazzled toward him.

by a flashlight, he looked up into the face
of Harry McCall.

“ Come on,” said Harry, “ and make it
snappy.”

“ What's up?” Slim demanded.

“ Tiger Costello,” McCall growled, “ he
kicked off at midnight.”

Slim went white. “ Is Tiger dead?”

McCall gave him a look not easily for-

gotten. “ You ought to know,” the detec-
tive answered. “ You're wanted for his
murder.”

At the station they
third degree to which
degree was by comparison as a safety match
to a forest fire. It lasted till almost noon,
Exultant as they were at getting Slim Dev-
itt on a serious charge, his questioners had
to acknowledge that the man'’s nerve seemed
unbreakable. He made no important ad-
mission during all the long hours.

“ Not that it makes so much difference
whether you confess or not,” McCall
sneered, “ we know you had trouble with
Tiger over a card game. We know you
faked a reconciliation last night. We know
you ran up and stabbed him while pretend-
=g to ask a question.”

“ It's a lie,” Slim repeated monotonously,
sunk in his chair, cheeks hollow, eyes clos-
ing in an agony of fatigue.

“ Tiger's own words,”
“ ‘' He got me. He got me.

“1 didn't do it,” Slim said for the mil-
lionth time. His chin sank on his chest.
Even in the brief interval between that and
the next question he had gone to sleep.

The next question came, also for the mil-
lionth time. “ Where did you go after the
fight?”

“ Home,” Slim repeated.

McCall drew his colleagues aside. There
was a whispered conference. Sunk in a
stupor of weariness, Slim did not hear Me-
Call say: “ He will break then. Leave him
to me.”

It was the opening of the door that jerked
Slim into wakefulness. What new deviltry
were they planning? Why didn’t they lock
him up in a cell and let him sleep? Slowly
the door swung inward.

McCall
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iterated,

In spite of that deadly weariness, Slim
sprang from his chair and had his hand
over her mouth before she could say a
word. Her eyes were dilated with horror,
her face white as paper. He could feel her
shaking as she clung to his arm.

“Don’'t say anything,” Slim warned
tensely, “ you don’'t knowz anything about
this—"” he looked meaningly into her star-
ing eyes—“ and if you did, it would only
get me in worse if you told.” God! what
if they brought her into it? “ You don't

put Slim through a knowr anything about it,” he repeated, grip-
the ordinary third.ping her arm till his nails bit her flesh,

“ No, Slim,” Kitty replied obediently, “ I
don’'t knowr— anything—about it.”

With a relieved sigh. Slim let her go.
“ They can hear everything we say,” he
informed the girl, “so we won't say a
great deal.”

“ Why, Slim’s nobody’s listening.
himself let me in to see you—"

“ The dirty dog!” Slim said between his
teeth.

“ No, no.
wouldn't—"

“ Harry would,” Slim retorted, “ Harry
would do anything to get me, and there’s
several reasons why | hope he hears me
saying this. | hope—” He checked the
anger surging within him. Why waste en-
ergy on anger? “ Remember, kid, you
don’'t know anything—not anything at all
—about this thing.”

“ All 1 know,” Kitty answered, “ is that
you didn’'t do it.”

“ Are you as sure as you sound?”
groaned, crushing her in his arms,

“ What does it matter?” Kitty said, her
cheek to his. *“ It would kill me if you'd
done it, but 1'd love you, anyway.”

Slim said hungrily: “ Would you, kid?
Would you, even if 1'd done it?”

Something in the thought, in his gaze.
made Kitty close her eyes, but she panted:
“1'd love you, no matter what—” Her
arms strained as if they would never let
him go.

Into this tableau walked McCall. Across
Kitty’s bent and sobbing figure, still in his
embrace, Slim gave the detective a long

Harry

It isn't any trick! Harry

Slim
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look of deiianee before, half delirious with
the ordeal, with triumph and with despair,
he bent and kissed he1on the mouth. Mc-
Call's black scowl was a reward in itself.
Slim Devitt had done many a daring thing
in his time, but none which for reckless
challenge could touch that Kiss.

When Kitty, head up and smiling—only
the piteous eyes betrayed the depth of her
anxiety—had left the room, Slim leaned
against the table, folded his arms, and
waited.

“ If only to save a decent girl like Kitty
from a crook like you,” McCall said, his
voice shaking with passion, “ I'll send you
to the chair, if it's the last act of my life.”

“ I'll die grinning,” replied Slim, “ at the
thought that she picked a square crook in-
stead of a crooked cop.”

By a tremendous effort McCall regained
his self-control and Ms professional manner.
“You haven't a chance, Devitt. You may
as well come clean.”

“ Clean?” Slim laughed. “ That's a fun-
ny word in your mouth.” He laughed once
more. “ And they call you ‘the square
cop’'! Well, | always said there ain't no
such animal.”

He waited for McCall to speak. Then:
“If you think by sending me to the chair
that you'll make a hit with Kitty—"

“ Drop it!” McCall's voice was a whip-
lash; “ leave Kitty out of this.”

“Who brought her into it?” Devitt re-
torted.

The shaft told. McCall’'s face went ghast-
ly as his prisoner’s. It was plain that his
heartbreak equaled Devitt's. uWe got to
do a lot of things in this job we don't want
to do,” he said slowly. “ I'm only doing
what | have to.”

“ Don’t make me laugh,” Slim answered.

Once more McCall Sashed into anger.
“ Go on and laugh. Laugh good and hard.
It’s about the last laugh you’ll ever have,
you yellow—

During the avalanche of stinging abuse,
Slim stood nervously rolling in bis left hand
a bit of paper. Every nerve in him cried
out for a cigarette. He had never been pa-
tient under a tongue-lashing. This thing
was getting under bis skin—
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Of a sudden, as if he were weary of the
whole business, McCall’'s voice faltered and
stopped. After a few moments he pulled
open a table drawer, took out a ruler, and
handed it to Devitt.

“ Stab me with it,” he commanded, “ the
same way you stabbed Tiger Costello.”

“,1 didn’t,” Slim replied. Was it to be-
gin all over again?

“ Well, stab me the way you think some
other fellow did it,” McCall insisted. And
when Slim, trying to puzzle out this new
maneuver hesitated, the detective added:
“ Unless you're scared of giving yourself
away.”

He had found Devitt's weak spot; the
inability to take a dare. None too gently,
Devitt stabbed the detective for the next
two minutes, trying to cut his heart out with
the blunt wooden edge of the ruler, and
wishing to heaven it were in reality a knife.
He stabbed with the ruler now in this hand,
now in that; from in front, from the side,
from the back.

“ All right,” McCall grunted at last.

Sneering, the other threw down the ruler.
“ Satisfied?”

* Perfectly,” McCall answered.

He gave Slim a long stare of concentrated
hate and Slim gave back the stare, un-
winking, putting into it all the venom of his
soul. McCall’s eyes were the first to waver.
He turned toward the door, groping a little
for the knob.

Flippantly, but with a heart dead with-
in him—*“ Run along,” Slim jeered, “ and
tell your story.”

“1 will,” McCall replied.

With more interest than he showed, Slim
put another question. “ What've you
cooked up to tell 'em now?”

“To turn you loose,” said McCall.

In response to the white astonishment on
the other’s face he added: “ No left-handed
man held the knife that killed Tiger Cos-
tello.”

“ Why, damn you— " Slim began hoarse-
ly. The detective’s figure blurred and Slim
found to his own abysmal disgust that tears
were in his eyes. “ Why, McCall—" he
began again—“ My God, | never thought
I'd have to apologize to a cop!”

THE END
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THE BURGLARY.

. STERRY came out into the sit-
ting room and switched off the
lights. He offered to close the door

of his wife’s room, but she had changed her
mind, about that.

“ It makes you seem too far away,” she
said.

Her husband went into his bedroom for
the last time, leaving the door open behind
him.

Jessie settled herself for a long wait. Ac-
cording to the schedule she had laid down
for herself, they were to have half an hour
to get into bed, and a whole hour to settle
themselves to sleep, before she got busy.
She hoped that they might both be snorers;
it would be so reassuring. Mrs. Sterry’'s
highly nervous state did not promise well
for Jessie.

They occasionally spoke to each other

back and forth across the sitting room. Mr.
Sterry’'s voice took on a sleepy quality.
Finally he did indeed begin to snore. But
his wife woke him up.

“ Walbridge! Walbridge.”

“Hum! Hal!—What is it, my dear?”

“ Please don’t go to sleep until 1 do.”

He gave a short, exasperated laugh.
“ Well, let me know as soon as you've gone,
my dear.”

Very soon he began to snore again. His
wife did not wake him up, but Jessie could
hear her tossing on her bed, and uttering
little complaining noises. At length these
sounds, too, were stilled.

Jessie sat listening, listening. Through
the open windows came the deep night hum
of the city which is never stilled. Occa-
sionally a particular sound separated it-
self from the hum, such as the rumble of
an elevated train from Third Avenue, or
the purr of a rapidly moving automobile.
Then Jessie heard some one softly whistling
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in the street below. This would be the
gray dad watchman. The sound resolved
itself out of nothing as he slowly approached
the house, and faded into nothing again as
he went on. Jessie could even distinguish
the air, it was Traumerei. These musical
souls turn up in the oddest places. So
much the better, she thought; if he haa a
tender heart he will not he able to resist
Bella.

Every now and then Jessie cast the light
of her tiny flash on the dial of her watch.
And each time she thought her watch mist
have stepped. It was the longest hour of
her life.

Meanwhile she debated haw to solve the
problem of the two guards below7 Assum-
ing that there are two men playing cards
in the cloak room, what must | do? |
must make a noise somehow that will draw
them out. | must manage to make a noise
at a little distance from myself, so that
when they run out of the room, I can slip
in. She thought of Mrs. Sterry's workbox
on the center table. A spool of thread!

Quarter of an hour before the time she
had appointed with me, Jessie decided to
start. As she snaked her body across the
floor of the sitting room, her heart pressed
up suffocatingly into her throat. So this
is what it feels like to be a thief, she
thought. Hereafter, 1 will always “emem-
ber it, when | catch one.

How thankful she was then, for her long
practice with the combination of the safe!
When her fingers met the knob, they knew
by instinct what to do. She turned it for-
ward, then back, listening for the slight
sounds from inside that she had learned to
know. Through the open door on her right
came the comfortable sounds of Mr. Ker-
ry’s snoring; through the door on the left
—nothing. Was Mrs. Sterry lying there
with wide open eyes, listening? The mental
picture caused Jessie’'s hand to tremble.

At last the tumblers of the combination
fell into place, and Jessie grasped the han-
dle of the lock. She turned it with the most-
exquisite care, the grate of steel on steel
makes so significant a sound. Just as she
was about to pull the door of the safe to
her, Mrs. Sterry spoke.

Jessie’'s heart seemed to turn over in her
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breast. She clamped down the screws of
self-control. For she had to turn that han-
dle back to its normal position* with equal
care, before she dared leave it. One of them
might come out and switch on the lights.
Jessie slipped back to. her hiding place be-
hind the screen, where she sat, sternly forc-
ing her trembling body under control.

She heard Mrs. Sterry’s voice again, and
realized from the quality of it that the
woman wWas asleep. In the sudden reaction
that followed upon her relief, she trembled
more, violently than ever, and was forced to
stretch, herself out on the. floor, clenching
her teeth, before she could regain com-
mand of herself. Yet, throughout her ter-
rors, Jessie, true to her nature, was watch-
ing herself from the outside with a sort of
amusement. Well, she thought, for pure
excitement, there is nothing like commit-
ting a robbery. But | can do with less.

She returned to the safe, and pulling
open the door, inserted her little key in the
drawer, and pulled that out with infinite
care. The tiara was contained in a little
baize bag, drawn tight with a tape. Through
the sleazy material, Jessie could feel the
sharp points. There were also one or two
flat cases in the drawer, presumably con-
taining other jewels; but Jessie, notwith-
standing Black Kate's behest, let them be.
The tiara would serve her purpose suffi-
ciently.

Keeping her hands under iron control,
Jessie closed the drawer and locked it;
closed the door of the safe, and turned the
handle. Finally she gave the knob of the
combination a twirl to set it. There only
remained to search Mrs. Sterry’'s workbox
on the table. Jessie chose the coarsest
thread, judging from the size of the spool,
and made for the door.. She took whole
minutes to turn the handle of that door—
a door handle is treacherous— and to release
it, when she was outside. When her hand
dropped from it, she breathed a sigh of re-
lief. That much was oven

She went softly down the first flight of
stairs, and halfway down the second. There
she sat down to consider her further moves.
She still had ten or. fifteen minutes before
it was time to leave the house. From where
die sat she could see across the wide foyer,
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the light streaming out through the open
door of the cloak room; and occasionally a
murmured word in a man’s voice reached
her, as one of the players scored in the
game.

Her first thought had been to conceal
herself in the other cloak room, but the
door was closed, and it would be too risky
to attempt opening it, immediately opposite
the door of the room where the men were.
They were trained thief-takers, she sup-
posed, with eyes and ears on the alert. So
she looked around for some other hiding
place in the foyer, but there was none in
that empty place. If any alarm was raised,
the first act of the men naturally would be
to flood it with light. Jessie determined
to act from the service corridor behind the
cloak room.

She had first to dispose of the tiara.
There was but one possible place for that;
shoved down inside the top of her stocking,
the curve of the ornament to her leg. The
folded up bag went with it

Jessie then retraced her steps to the main
floor of the house, where she unscrewed a
bulb from one of the side lights about the
walls. One bulb was not heavy enough for
her purpose, so she collected three, and
tied them together with thread. She hung
this cluster on a thread over the top of
the door that led to the service stairway,
making sure that there was space,enough
for the thread to pass freely back and forth
when the door was closed. She then de-
scended the stairway, paying out the thread
from the spool as she went. There was a
little well in the middle of the stairway,
down through which the thread might pass
without having to turn any corners.

Across the little central hall in the base-
ment, and back through the narrow' corri-
dor toward the service entrance she went,
paying out her thread, and continually
pausing to make sure that it whs still run-
ning freely. Her principal anxiety was lest
she might not have enough thread; but she
remembered with satisfaction that most
spools are marked “ 50 yards,” and this was
a full spool. She arrived outside the door
to the cloak room with plenty to spare.

Wrapping the end of the thread around
her forefinger, she cast a light upon her
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watch. It was then three fifteen, that is
to say, the exact moment that she had told
me to get busy in the street outside. She
gave me five minutes, seven minutes, to do
my job. Meanwhile, with her ear to the
crack of the door, she listened to the slap
of the cards on the table, and the murmurs
of the two men as they scored their points.

When the proper moment arrived, she
gave the thread a tug, and it broke. In-
stantly she had the satisfaction of hearing
a sound like an explosion within the depths
of the house.

The two men in the cloakroom leaped
up, knocking their chairs over backwards,
'and ran out. Jessie instantly opened the
door. The little wall cupboard was almost
within reach of her hand. She pulled open
the door, and jerked down the handle of
the switch that controlled the burglar alarm.
A second later she was back in the service
corridor with the door closed behind her.

She reached for the street door. This was
the door by which she and Alfred had en-
tered the house, you remember. Bolt and
spring lock, she had it all fixed in her mind.
Between the door and the iron gate she
paused for a second, peering between the
bars for the watchman. But | had done my
part, and he was not there. She ventured
out with a horrible sinking feeling. Sup-
pose Mr. or Mrs. Sterry stuck a head out
of fhe window. She would have to trust
to her heels then. However, no alarm was
raised. She walked sedately to Madison
Avenue. As she turned the corner she
looked back. Still no alarm. The furious
beating of her heart quieted down.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE MUTINY.

OU can imagine the little comedy
Y when Jessie came into the drugstore.

There was I, sitting on a chair in a
state of semi-collapse, with the druggist of-
fering me something in a glass, and the gray
coated watchman looking on solicitously.
I drank what was offered me— 1 suppose |
was taking a considerable chance, and im-
mediately said | felt better. The watch-
man, suddenly recollecting his job-, ex-
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pressed a hasty wish for my recovery, and
beat it out of the shop. The druggist of-
fered to send for an ambulance, but | in-
sisted | was quite well again.

He then went to wait on Jessie, who
asked for headache tablets, a very natural
request at that time of night. Jessie ex-
pressed her sympathy for me, and we all
got into talk. The druggist asked me where
I lived. I gave an address near by, and Jes-
sie volunteered to see me to my door. So

we walked out of the shop together. How
simple!

Jessie whispered: “ Is it all right about
Rumsey?”

“ He's on the job,” said I.

“ Good! Then | can go ahead.”

“ Have you got the tiara?” | asked

trembling.

“ In my stocking,” she said dryly.

“ .Anything more for me to do?” | asked.

“ No,” shesaid. “ We'll take the Broad-
way subway down, and you can drop off at
Twenty-Third.”

As we turned the corner into Fifty-Ninth
Street we came face to face with Black
Kate, who was evidently waiting there for
us. She gave me a poisonous glance. Here
was a pretty how-de-do!

“ What's she doing here?” she demanded.

Now, my mistress, faced by a sudden and
unexpected situation, will always tell the
truth: “ She's been helping me,” she said
coolly. “ If she hadn’t taken the watchman
out of the way, | wouldn’'t be here myself.”

“ Why didn't you ask me for assistance?”
said Black Kate.

“ 1've heard others ask you,” said Jessie.

Black Kate was in a fix. Devoured by
rage, she was afraid to exhibit it before a
stranger. She didn't know how much I
knew.

“ What does she expect to get out of
it?” she snarled.

“ That's between me and her,” said
Jessie.

“Well, come on home,” said Black
Kate.

In the dark part of the block, under the
wall of the Savoy Hotel, a dingy, incon-
spicuous car was waiting by the curb. Black
Kate opened the door. “ Get in,” she said
to Jessie.
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Jessie hesitated. As she explained to me
afterward, she didn't know Charley, the
chauffeur; she had no influence over him.
She suspected they might stop the car some
place, and the two of them take the tiara
from her forcibly, and thus destroy all her
work.

“ Get in,” Jessie said to me.

“ She can’'t come with us,” said Black
Kate blustering.

“ Unless she comes, | don’t,” said Jessie.

There was a brief pause. Then Black
Kate changed her tune. | suppose it sud-
denly occurred to her that this was the best
way out of her difficulty after all. * Get
in!l  Get in, both of you,” she said with
a hideous smile, which suggested to me that
if she had her way, | wouldn’t ever get out
of that house once | got in. | knew far
too much to suit Black Kate.

So we all got in and the car started.

“ Let me see the tiara,” said Black Kate.

“ 1 will when we get home,” said Jessie.

“You give it to me now!”

Jessie made no answer to that. Black
Kate started to curse her, then threw me
a sidelong look, and fell silent. Finally
she asked in a strangled voice:

“ What's the big idea?”

“ They say that bit of jewelry’'s wor*h
near half a million,” said Jessie coolly. “ I
ain't a goin’ to hand it over till I'm satis-
fied what | get out of it.”

Black Kate started to laugh. It had a
truly horrible sound. “ All right,” she said.
“ We'll settle all that when we get home.”

I need not say how terrified 1 was by
this unexpected turn of events. My whole
body was damp with a cold sweat. But it
was not so bad though, as one of those ter-
rible situations where you have to make up
your mind what to do. | had my orders,
and there was no choice but to obey.

Nothing more was said. We rolled rapid-
ly through the streets, and in about ten min-
utes pulled up at the curb in a dark block
of old-fashioned houses. The house before
which we stopped was vacant, and adver-
tised for sale. At one side was a narrow,
arched opening leading through to the rear,
and of course | recognized the place as the
masked entrance to the house on Varick
Street.
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We three women got out, and entered
the narrow passage. | heard the car drive
on. We crossed the narrow court behind
the front dwelling, and paused while Black
Kate opened the door of the rear tenement
with a key.

I whispered to my mistress: “ I am not
much disguised. = Remember, two of the
men of the gang know me.”

“ They were outside men,” she answered.
“ They do not come to the house.”

There were two rooms in this little tene-
ment. Black Kate forced us to wait in the
first while she manipulated the secret door
within. But her carelessness in revealing
the entrance from the street was additional
evidence of her determination never to al-
low me to leave the house again. 1 shiv-
ered. | had confidence in my mistress, hut
just the same it is staggering even to learn
that somebody desires your death.

She held the door or panel, or whatever
it was, back for us to pass through. It
was too dark for me to see how it was con-
trived. | heard it slide shut behind us. We
passed through the second little house,
across the flagged yard, and down four
steps into a dark room that I knew must
be the kitchen where so much had hap-
pened. As we entered, some one lit a flar-
ing gas jet, and | beheld a meager, ill-
favored youth with sandy hair, who could
be no other than Skinny Sam.

His eyes opened wide at the sight of me.
Black Kate whispered something to him,
and he quickly lowered his eyes. Black
Kate led the way out of the kitchen; Jessie
followed; 1 was behind Jessie; and Sam,
last. The narrow hall outside the kitchen
was dark. | was half aware of a door be-
ing opened beside me; then | was seized
and violently thrust through it. An instinct,
quicker than a lightning flash, warned me
that there were stairs on the other side
of that door. | made a wild pass for the
stair rail, and just succeeded in saving my-
self. Heavens! what a narrow escape! It
turned me a little sick. The door was
slammed shut, and a bolt shot.

My impulse was to fling myself against
the door, and shout, but | restrained it,
for fear of spoiling my mistress’'s game. She
knew where | was and she would take her
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own measures. It was a hideous moment*
Listening with my ear pressed to the crack'
of the door, I heard a scuffle outside. |
heard Black Kate's voice, low and excited:

“ Hold her arms! Hold her arms! It's
in her stocking!”

Then | heard my mistress’s voice raised
high: “ Bill!  Billl”

That gave me my cue. | added my shouts
to hers.

| had the unspeakable relief of hearing
a heavy body come half tumbling down
through the house. As it rounded the stairs
a growling voice demanded:

“ What the hell's the matter here?”

“ Canada Annie,” replied my mistress,
panting. “ They threw her down cellar.”

“ That woman is a spy! ” said Black Kate
stridently. *“ She knows all about our af-
fairs, It's a matter of life and death to us!”

“ She’s no more a spy than I am!” said
my mistress indignantly. “ She helped me
to-night. You wouldn’t protect me.”

“ You had no business to ring in an out-
sider!” cried Kate.

Bill said, to Sam | suppose: “ Get out
of the way!” The bolt was shot back,
and the door opened.

“You'll pay dear for this, you fool!”
cried Kate to Bill, half beside herself.

“ Well, anyhow,” he growled, “ she don’t
go down cellar till there’s been a proper
inquiry.”

We all went upstairs in a confused man-
ner. Bill had Jessie by the arm, and I
pressed close behind them. We went into
the room over the kitchen, and somebody
lit the gas. A cheerless untidy room, with
a dining table covered with a hideously dirty
red cloth. The light revealed Bill enveloped
in a voluminous bathrobe, his hair standing
on end, a figure at once comic and terrible.
Black Kate's face was livid with rage. Other
men came running downstairs in various
states of undress. | recognized them all
from my mistress's descriptions; the big
lout Fingy Silo; Pap, the decayed ex-con-
vict; the neat little Abell; and finally the
terrier-like figure of Tim Helder.

All wanted to know what was the mat-
ter.

“ Matter enough!” cried Black Kate.
“ Jessie has let this stranger in on the se-
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crets of the organization. What am | goin’
to do with her? Let her go so she can
tell what she knows? | leave it to you,
men.”

Old habit was strong with them. The
thought of the “ organization ” had entered
into their very souls. All scow-led at me
and muttered—even Bill.

Jessie saw that her influence over
them was slipping. “ You all know me,”
she cried. “ I will answer for this girl as
for myself!”

But Tim Helder shook his head. “ You
took too much on yourself, my girl,” he
said.
«“ | say to the cellar, with her,” said
Black Kate. “ We can’t afford to take any
chances.”

““You're right!” cried Sam loudly.

The others seemed half inclined to agree.
If I had been a man, | expect I would have
received short shrift at their hands. But in
the eyes of all of them, except Sam, |
could perceive a certain reluctance to hurt
a woman.

“Who's goin’ to do it?” muttered Fingy
Silo.

“1 will,” said Black Kate, with a gloat-
ing look at me that made my blood run
cold.

Fingy turned away with a shrug.

My mistress was not at all dismayed.
“ She helped me bring in half a million to-
night,” she said coolly. “ Is that nothing?
| say test her out, and if she makes good,
take her in with us.”

“ That's not for you to say!” cried Black
Kate furiously.

“ No harm in givin’' her a show,” growled
Bill.

“No!” cried Tim Helder.
women, the more trouble!”

“You all know the orders,” cried Black
Kate. * Strike instantly at anything that
threatens the organization. That's how it's
always been preserved.”

“ Put it up to the boss,” said Jessie.

Black Kate's expression changed. Star-
ing hard at Jessie, she pulled down the cor-
nets of her mouth in a derisive and hateful
smile. “ I've no objection to doing that,”
she said. “ I'll call him up first thing in
the morning.

“ The more
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“ You ain’'t helpin’ your friend none by
that,” said Bill uneasily to Jessie. “ The
boss, he picks his people wherever he has
a mind to. He ain’'t goin’ to stand to have
one shoved down his throat.”

“1'll take my chance of that,” said Jes-
sie, boldly bluffing. “ When he hears who
she is and what she’s done, he’ll be glad to
get her.”

Several of the men smiled rather pity-
ingly at Jessie.

“ Get back to your bed,”
Kate.

There was no great haste to obey her.

“ Whaddya mean, brought in half a mil-
lion?” Bill Combs asked of Jessie with
strong curiosity.

By way of answer, Jessie retired into a
comer of the room, and turned her back
on them.

“ Get out! cried Black Kate furiously,
trying to shepherd them with her arms.
“You all know you got no concern with
each other’s jobs.”

But Jessie already had it out. She
whipped around, holding the tiara aloft on
her two hands. *“ Look, boys, look! The
Russian Crown jewels!”

Black Kate made a vicious snatch at it,
but Jessie coolly held it out of her reach.
Kate collided with Bill, who thrust her in-
differently to one side. “ No harm to take
a look,” he growled.

Meanwhile Jessie was crying: “ Look!
Look! Look!” and exhibiting the treasure
all around.

The glittering bauble in Jessie’s hands
cast a spell on everybody in the room. All
else was forgotten. Even | forgot my peril-
ous situation when | looked at it. How
can | describe it? It was as if dozens of
parti-colored little suns were rising out of
Jessie’s hands. The thing had a truly infer-
nal beauty. But it was not its beauty which
cast the spell. The hearts of those rough
men were hard to beauty. It was the spell
of immeasurable riches which lighted the
shine of cupidity in their eyes, and caused
their lips to part, and their breath to come
quickly. Gleaming black pearls as big as
sparrows’ eggs; flashing diamonds; rubies
like dragon’s eyes, and the cold fire of enor-
mous emeralds, greener than the sea.

said Black
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Broken, awe-struck exclamations came from 31 “ Yes; just, a few reasonable conditions,”

their lips.

“ My God; look at that!”

“ 1 never seen the like of that before.”
Nor will you ever see its like again!”
God, Jess, you're a wizard!”
Put it in your hair, Jess!
got a better right!”

Jessie put it in her hair, and turned her-
self about, smiling at them gaily. From
across the room Black Kate and Sam
watched the scene with bitter faces.

Jessie cunningly sought to work up the
men’s cupidity. “ The paper said it was
worth half a million,” she said. “ And they
said Walbridge Sterry got it at a bargain,
because there wasn’t half a dozen men in
the world with the money to put into such
a thing. Taken down and sold separately
it would bring half as much again. That
in the middle’s the biggest emerald in the
world.”

“ Let me have it in my hands for once,
Fuzzy-Wuz,” begged Fingy.

“And me. And me!” from the others.

“ Sure,” said Jessie, “ | regard every one
of us as having a share in it.”

It was passed around from hand to hand.

“ When you’'re ready to hand It over—"
said Black Kate from between tight lips.

Jessie took it back into her own hands.
“ Half a million at the least,” she said to
the men. “ And 1 brought it in, with the
help of Annie there. It's ray job. And
I guess it's a big job, even for this big or-
ganization.”

“ You're dead right!” somebody said.

“ Well,” said Jessie meaningly. “ Are we
going to divide or stick? It's up to you,
'‘boys! Shall 1 hand it over to her?”

“ No!” cried Abell and Fingy simultane-
ously. And “ No! No!” Bill and Tim
came in with a moment later. Pap said
nothing, but at least he ranged himself on
their side of the room.

“What does this mean?”
Kate, white to the lips.

“ It means we're going to stick together
hereafter,” said Jessie.

“ Are you going to hand over that stuff
Or ain't yeh?”

“I'm willing to hand it over on certain
Conditions.”

“
“

“

Nobody’s

demanded

said Tim Helder.

“ A conspiracy, eh?” cried Kate. *“|I
said this girl was dangerous. You, Bill,
this is where your craze for her peroxide
hair has landed you. Anybody could see
you're dippy about her. You're too old for
love, Bill, your wits is softened.”

“ That may be,” said Bill undisturbed.
“ But I'm on’y one.”

“ She’s got you all locoed!” cried Kate
furiously. “ All of you’s ready to let her
twist you round her pinky. My God!
what a set of fools you are, standin’ there!
You Tim, and you Bill, at least you are
old enough in the organization to know
"what will happen. What's this emerald
crown to the boss? Less than nothing at
all. But the organization is everything. It’s
not the first time you have seen some fool
operative try to make trouble among the
others. What happens, eh? What hap-
pens?”

“ Same old line of talk!” interrupted Jes-
sie. “ And all designed to split us up.”

Black Kate essayed to laugh. “ Suppose
there are a half a dozen of you in this?
What do you count against the whole power
of the organization?”

“ We count this much,” said Jessie. “ All
these dozens of other operatives are just
scouts and runners-up for us. We're the
principals of the show. And if the boss
steps on us, his business stops, see? If it
breaks it will be his doing, not ours. We're
strong for the organization. We on'y ask
to be treated like human beings.”

All the men signified their approval.

As the discussion went on, Black Kate
cooled off. From the first day she had
hated Jessie with all the power of her soul,
and up to this time Jessie had always suc-
ceeded in putting her in the wrong. Now
Black Kate felt that her feeling was justi-
fied; Jessie was giving her a handle to use
against her, and the older woman had a
Sweet foretaste of triumph.

“ Well, what are your conditions?” asked
Kate.

“ A fair division of the stuff, T said Jes-
sie. “ So much to the one that Wings it in,
and so much to a general fund for all of
us.”
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“ How you going to secure those condi-
tions?” asked Black Kate with a sneer.

“ This is a business organization, isn’t
it?” said Jessie. “ You're always telling me
so. It ought to be run on business prin-
ciples then. We want a contract with the
organization.”

Black Kate laughed outright; neverthe-
less Jessie’'s word was cunningly chosen.
“ Contract ” was a slogan, a rallying cry.
Every one of the men took it up.

# We want a contract. We want to know
what we can expect!”

One by one Kate tried to detach them.
“It’s no use talkin’ to you, Bill; you're
cracked about the girl. But you, Tim, |
never saw a skirt come around you be-
fore. For your own good, |I ask you to
keep out of this. Let them run their heads
into a noose if they want.”

“ 1 want a contract,” said Tim obstin-
ately.

Kate turned to the next, who was Fingy.
“You're a young man,” she said, “ with
your future before you. What you want
to queer it like this for? This girl's got
nothing for you. When there’s mutiny in
the air like this, that’s the time for a young
fellow to get on by sticking to the organ-
ization.”

“ Nothin’ doin’,” said Fingy.

“ You, Abell,” she went on to the next;
“ the boss was talkin’ to me about you a
couple of days ago. ‘Abell's done well;
says he ‘' he’s entitled to a vacation.””

“You're lying!” said Abel! contemp-
tuously.
“ And you, Pap,” said Kate with a curl-

ing lip, “ what you want, a contract for

cooking? You ain't entitled to any per-
centages. nohow. There's nothing in this
for you. You must have set your heart

on dying behind the bars!”

Pap, livid and sweating with terror, was
incapable of answering her. However, he
made no move to desert his associates.
They gathered close around him to give him
courage.

Kate, shrugged. “ Well, 1 done my best
to keep you from committin’ suicide,” she
said. “ You're bent on it. All right. 1'll
call up the boss. | guess this is important
enough to wake him out of his sleep.” She
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paused at the door of the room, and turned.
“ If any one of you w'ants to save himself
from the general clean-up, let him speak
now. It's your last chance.”

There was complete silence in the room.

With a laugh, Kate went on out.

Sam was still in the room, and the others
gathered in a close group in the comer by
one of the windows. The feelings of soli-
darity and defiance had roused all the men
to a pleasant state of excitement. Jessie
worked among them to stimulate it, and
keep them up to the mark.

Kate returned to the room, smiling still.
“ He's coming right over,” she said. “ He'll
be here inside ten minutes.”

A significant silence fell on Jessie’s fol-
lowers. She was aware of a shiver of ap-
prehension passing through them. On the
other hand Kate and Sam wEre gleeful.
It was nothing to Jessie. She had gained
her point. A great satisfaction filled her.

CHAPTER XXV.

THE BIG BOSS.

the house on Varick Street was tense.
The five men were gone from the

room for a few minutes to dress them-
selves. Jessie had handed the tiara over
to them to keep. When they returned
the two parties in the household waited,
and watched each other from opposite sides
of the room. | must say that the morale
of the larger party, that is Jessie’s party,
suffered most under the strain of waiting.
Only two of the men, Bill Combs and Tim
Helder had ever seen the Boss, and the
others seemed to be filled with a sort of
superstitious terror at the thought of being
brought face to face with this mythical per-
sonage. This was of small moment to Jes-
sie; however she kept up a decent pretense
of trying to hearten them. Observing that
little Abell's face was growing whiter, and
his lips more tense, she said:

“ After all, he's only a man like your-
self.”

“ Sure,” said Abell with a boyish swag-
ger. “I'm not afraid of him!” But it
rang hollow.

THE atmosphere of the dining room in
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The little whispering group in our comer
became quieter and quieter. Big Bill fre-
quently wiped his face. Even that human
oak tree was nervous; it was clear, though,
that we could have depended on this one to
the death, had we need of him. The glance
that he bent on my mistress was slavish in
its devotion.

Black Kate and Sam, who, you may be
sure, missed not the slightest change of com-
plexion in our party, grew correspondingly
more sure of themselves. Yet Kate was a
little worried, too, by my mistress’s uncon-
cerned air. It was clear from her expression
that she suspected Jessie might have a trick
up her sleeve.

He did not come in ten minutes, nor in
twenty. Very likely he purposely delayed
his coming to heighten the effect.

Then we lost Pap. Suddenly the poor
wretch with a groan went staggering over
to Kate, spreading Ms hands out. He could
not speak at first. A revolting figure of
broken humanity. One turned one’s head
away from the sight. An animal-like growl
of rage broke from Bill and Fingy.

Sam gave a loud brutal laugh. He could
be very brave against poor Pap. “ Get
back!” he cried. “ We don’t want you, old
general debility!”

Pap found his voice. “ | ain't took no
sides,” he quavered. “ I ain't said a word
one way or the other. | don’t want no trou-
ble with nobody. I'm neutral.”

“ There’s no neutrals in the organization,”
said Black Kate.

Pap’s voice scaled up.
word! Not a word!”

“ You didn't speak when you had the
chance,” said Kate. “ Get back to your
friends.”

Pap turned around. All our men, of
course, were scowling ferociously. The piti-
ful old wretch with a face of despair, stag-
gered toward the door. Fingy made a move
in his direction, but Jessie laid a hand on
his arm. We heard Pap stumble down the
stairs.

Sam looked at Kate®inquiringly.

“ He can’t get out,” she said coolly. “ He
don't know the trick of the sliding door.”

A general discussion arose as to what
should be done with me. All the men on

“ 1 ain’'t said a
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our side thought that | ought to be kept
out of sight at least until the major ques-
tion was decided. They thought | would
confuse the issue. Black Kate affected to
believe that there was no place where |
could be safely confined, except down cellar.
Jessie refused to allow me to be put down
cellar. So | stayed where | was. On our
side Jessie’'s word was law.

The suspense became unendurable. Dur-
ing the last few minutes nobody said a
word. We were all concentrated on the
business of controlling our shaking nerves.
Only my wonderful mistress maintained her
air of unconcern. She lighted a cigarette.
That simple act administered a jolt to Black
Kate's assurance.

When the front door bell sounded through
the house, one could almost have sworn that
one heard the beating of the hearts in that
room. Black Kate was very pale when she
went out. Nobody else changed his posi-
tion. My mistress dropped her cigarette on
the floor and trod out the light.

Black Kate reentered the room. Our eyes
were fixed on the door in mingled curiosity
and terror. There was nobody behind her.
There was a pause long enough for our
heartstrings to squeeze up in apprehension.
Then a masked man entered the room.

The mask was no more than a narrow
black strip across the upper part of his face.
A mere stage trick, but most infernally ef-
fective. It brought mystery into the room
with him. | could hear the strong men in
front of me catch their breaths in terror.
Little Tim Helder took off his hat; a signi-
ficant gesture in him. Something went out
of the backbones of all those men. Had we
been depending on them, we would have
been lost. | stole a look in my mistress’s
face. Outwardly it expressed a blank, but
I could see that she was smiling inside. A
woman of iron!

As for the rest, the man who came in
was tall and heavily built; a middle-aged
man one would suppose from his girth,
though his black hair was still unstreaked
by gray. He'wore his hat throughout, and
kept turning a thick black cigar between his
teeth. The lower part of his face expressed
a coarse strength, but the mask dominated
all. Apart from that mask, and ordinary



614

gross figure, one of thousands in the streets
of New York. But the mask dehumanized
him, and rendered him a figure of terror.
I was teased by something familiar in his
aspect, but my wits were too confused to
track it down.

He instantly spotted me. Two blue sparks
shot out at me from the apertures in the
mask.

“ Who is that woman?” he demanded.

His voice was extraordinary. It was
completely divested of all human tone
whatsoever. It was like a voice issuing out
of a void. Another stage trick perhaps, but
it added enormously to the man’s impres-
siveness. My knees shook under me. Yet
I had a sense of having heard that voice
before.

Black Kate answered him. The imperious
woman was humble enough before him.

“ Her name is supposed to be Canada
Annie Watkin,” she said. *“ Jessie Seipp
used her to-night without my knowledge as
a sort of lookout on the Sterry job. As long
as she'd been let into the secret, | thought
| better bring her down here and ask in-
structions.”

He said nothing. He had the impassive-
ness of a Chinese idol. From one man to
another his glance turned, the blue sparks
shooting through the holes in the mark.
It was curious, though you could see his
eyes were blue, and though the whole of
his lower face was exposed, you could not
figure to yourself what the man looked like.
It is the area immediately surrounding the
eyes that gives a face its character.

Black Kate asked humbly: “ What must
I do with Canada Annie?”

“ Orders will be given you,” said the im-
passive voice.

So much for me.

| saw the gray, decayed figure of Pap
hanging about just outside the door. Curios-
ity was stronger than fear. He had to come
back. An outcast from both factions, he
awaited the outcome tremblingly.

The man turned the icy blue points of
his eyes on my mistress’s face. He met his
match there. She adopted a dull, stupid
look, and held his gaze unflinchingly. It
was a sort of duel. 1 think he must have
been surprised. The secret of his power was
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that he wasted no words. Any ordinary
man would have rhade some blustering
speech such as: “ What's the matter here?”
or “ What do you want, girl?” He merely

looked. He let the others talk. They all
fidgeted. Black Kate could not keep her
mouth shut.

“ That's her!” she burst out. “ She’s the
cause of all the trouble. From the moment
she entered the house! Trying to vamp the
men and all. Setting them fighting. And
now this conspiracy. The Russian jewels
have turned her head. Wants to make
terms before she hands them over. She
thinks she can tell us where to get off, the
young fool!”

Bill Combs interrupted her. “ You can’t
get the truth about a young girl from her,
boss! You know her. She hates a woman
who'’s younger and better looking than her-
self.

“ Let me tell you about this vamping
business. A lot of us men cooped up here
in this house, and a fresh and handsome
girl coming among us; of course, it made
trouble. That weren't her fault. It was
the men made the trouble not the girl. She’s
been on the square with all of us. Ask
them! Ask them! What's biting Kate is,
her man tried to—"

Here Black Kate began to shriek accusa-
tions in the effort to drown him out. Others
joined in, and a furious wrangle resulted.
It was a weird scene. All that noise, and
the two principals, the only two who mat-
tered, facing each other, composed and
silent. Finally the man held up his hand,
and they all fell silent as if the wind had
suddenly been let out of them.

“ I'm not interested,” he said in his re-
mote voice. “ Only in the work.” He ad-
dressed Jessie. “ Did you carry out your
orders to-night?”

“ Yes.”

“ Where's the stuff?”

One of the men had the tiara. Which one
I did not know.

“ Before | hand it over, | got something
to say,” said Jessie i« the heavy, dogged
style she had adopted.

Without changing his voice in the least,
he said: “ I do not discuss terms with you.
I issue orders. If the orders are not
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obeyed—” He concluded with a forcible
gesture.

“ Just the same |I'm going to say my say,”
said Jessie doggedly. “ We ask to be treat-
ed as human beings, that's all, and for a fair
division of the profits.”

He coolly ignored her. “ Where's the
stuff?” he repeated, turning to the men.

Fingy Silo’s eyes bolted, betraying him
as the possessor of the loot.

“ Hand it over,” said the masked man.

Fingy drew back in a horrid state of in-
decision.

“If you give it to him we're done,”
warned Jessie.

“ Hand it over,” repeated the masked
man in his quiet, awful voice.

“ What's the matter with you all?” cried
Jessie.  “ Will you let him bluff you? Are
you full-grown men, and taken in by a bit
of hocus-pocus like this? There are four of
you. Tear the mask off his face. You'll
only find a man like yourselves behind it.
A fat man, too soft to put up a good
fight!”

A slow smile wreathed the thick lips of
the masked man. He stood before them
perfectly motionless, the two blue sparks
shooting out of the holes in his mask. He
gave them plenty of time to act on Jessie’s

suggestion. But the four cringed before
him abjectly.
“ Then I'll show you!” cried Jessie, mak-

ing a move forward.

One could hear the gasp of horror that
escaped them. Bill Combs flung his arms
around Jessie.

“ No, no, my girl!” he muttered aghast.
“ No, no!”

“ Hand over the stuff!” the masked man
said to Fingy. It was evident that he
sneered.

And Fingy, hanging his head, placed the
tiara in his hands. It had been returned to
its little green baize bag. The masked man
looked inside to make sure that the con-
tents were intact, and pulled it shut again
without betraying the least concern.

“1t's no use,” Fingy muttered shame-
facedly to Jessie. “ You can't stand out
against him.”

Bill released Jessie. She tapped a fresh
cigarette on the back of her hand, while
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the men looked at her, astonished at her
effrontery. She was just as well pleased,
of course, not to have the scene prolonged.

“ It's nothing to me,” she said, “ if you
enjoy being hocused.”

And so the great conspiracy petered out.

The masked man turned to leave the room
without another word. It was extraordinary
what a capacity he had for keeping his
mouth shut.

“ What am | to do now?” Kate cried
helplessly.
He paused. “ Go back to your beds,”

he said as if faintly surprised. “ Nothing
is changed. The orders will be issued as
usual and if they are not obeyed the penalty
is the same. If anybody still thinks he can
buck the organization, let him try, that's
all.”

“ What will I do with the girl?” asked
Black Kate.

He hesitated just for the twinkling of an
eye. | suppose it occurred to him what a
wonderful servant Jessie would make if he
could but bend her will to his.

Bill Combs spoke up. *“ Boss,” he said.
“ I've learned my lesson. And I'm pre-
pared to serve the organization faithful if
you'll let me— Boss, this girl, she didn't
mean no harm. She’s new here. She didn't
know what she was doing. She's learned
her lesson now if you’'ll overlook it.”

In view of Jessie’'s open defiance this was
rather ridiculous. But one couldn’'t help
but feel for the big fellow whose devotion
blinded him to the truth.

“ Boss, she’s one in a thousand for our
work,” he stumbled on. And—and—" He
glanced around. “ A-ah! | don’t care what
you all think— 1 can’t let any harm come to
her. And if you're too many for me, if
she goes, well, | got to go, too.”

My heart wanned toward that great brute
of a man, whose heart was so deeply stirred.

The masked man said in his detached
voice: “ For the present the girl is placed
in the custody of Bill Combs. She is not
to be allowed to leave the house.”

“ Thanks, boss, thanks,” said Bill humbly.
“ 1 will answer for her.”

Observe how cunningly the man evaded
his dilemma. If he had pronounced Jessie’'s
doom on the spot, Bill would certainly have
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run amuck. There is not the least doubt
but that he would have had Jessie removed
from the house next day.

He left the room in an impressive silence.
None of the men dared move. One could
see through the meretricious means by
which he held them subject, nevertheless, |
for one, was not strong enough to stand out
against him. Kate, key in hand, hurried
after to let him out. He did not linger in
the hall for any whispered consultation with
her. That would have destroyed the awful
inscrutability with which he surrounded
himself. We heard her let him out, close
the door after him and turn the key.

Waiting for the expected denouement,
my heart beat with great slow thumps like
a hammer in my breast.

Black Kate started back for the dining
room. Before she reached the door, we
heard a scramble on the front steps of the
house, a pounding on the door, and the
boss’s voice with all the inscrutability gone
out of it, just a plain terrified voice: “ Open!
Open!” But immediately came the unmis-
takable sounds of his being dragged down
the steps.

Kate with a gasp, darted into the front

room to look out of the window. She in-
stantly came running back to us. Her face
was blenched to the color of ashes. In the

dining room door she stumbled and sank to
her knees, clutching her breast and sobbing

horribly for breath. Bad heart.

“ The police—” she gasped. “ They've
taken him!”

There was an instant's silence in the
room, then utter confusion. Black Kate

got to her feet and leaned against the wall.

“ It was her—it was her!” she gasped,
pointing at my mistress.

My mistress seized my wrist and backed
with me to the fireplace. From the bosom
of her dress she whipped out the little gun
that Bill had given her. | didn't know then
if she had ever had the opportunity to load
it. | know now that it was loaded.

It seemed to me as if they were all milling
around the room like trapped rats. The

only one I can remember dearly is Bill
Combs. Bill turned a face on us black
and terrible with rage and raised his

denched fists above his head.
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“ By God, girl, I was on the square with
you!” he cried hoarsely. “ | was ready to
go to my death with you. And this is
what | get for it. You're nothing but a
spy! You've sold us out! Well, damn you,
I'll kill you before they take me!”

“ Easy, Bill!” said my mistress, keeping
her eyes fixed unwaveringly on his. “ It's
true | had him taken, and | want her,”
pointing to Black Kate. “ The rest of you
are free. The back way is open. Beat it.”

It is doubtful if they got it the first
time.

“ Beat it!” she cried, raising her voice.
“ 1 am still your friend. I promised you
that | would set you free to-night. And
if in the future you need a friend, come to
me. | will help you to a fair start.”

At tliis moment we heard a peremptory
knocking on the front door. They turned
and scuttled down the basement stairs.

“ Sam! Don't leave me!” cried Black
Kate.

He turned, snarling. “ To hell with you,
old woman!” and disappeared.

Still racked with pain, Kate attempted
to follow'.

My mistress covered her with the gun.
“ Not you,” she said sternly. “ A bullet if
you move!”

Black Kate sank, groaning, on a chair.

Bill Combs still lingered, goggling with
amazement.

“ Who are you?” he demanded hoarsely.

“ Rosika Storey,” said my mistress.

“ Oh, my God!” stammered Bill. “ And
I thought—1 thought— Now | see it!”

A strange cry broke from Black Kate.

“ Beat it! Beat it!” said my mistress ur-
gently to Bill. “ 1 cannot save you after
they are in.”

He turned and ran down the stairs with
remarkable celerity for his size. | heard
other steps on the stairs, and an uncouth
figure appeared in the doorway. | recog-
nized Melanie Soupert, gaunt, disheveled,
weak from her imprisonment. The steel
bracelet still dangled on her sore wrist, but
the chain had been cut off short. She
looked like a figure risen from the grave;
but her sunken eyes glowed with something
of the old spirit.

“ What is it?” she asked breathlessly.
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“ 1 couldn’'t stay up there like a trapped
rat.”

“ It’s all right,” said my mistress, hold-
ing out a hand to her. “ Our friends are at
the door!”

Melanie did not notice me at first. She
half collapsed mwithin my mistress's em-
brace.

“ Oh, Jess!
murmured.

Black Kate looked on at this speechless-
ly. The woman was half out of her senses
with pain. She looked like a wounded wild
animal.

Meanwhile the knocking on the door was
redoubled. The door key still hung from
Kate's nerveless hand. | took it and ran
out. I opened the front door, and Inspector
Rumsey and four men came tumbling in.
| pointed silently to the dining room door.
I followed them in.

For a second the inspector looked blank-
ly at my mistress, then his face lighted
up. “ It's you!” he cried in great relief.
" Is everything all right?”

“ Right as rain!” she said, smiling. She
looked down affectionately at the dark head
on her shoulder. “ This is Melanie Soupert.
I have her safe.”

The inspector snatched off his cap.

“ By God, madame,” he cried heartily,
“ you're the greatest woman of your time!”

Melanie quickly raised her head and,
looking in my mistress’s face with some-
thing like alarm, tried to withdraw herself
from her embrace.

“ Who are you?” she whispered.

I was just behind her. “ Melanie, don’t
you remember me?” | asked.

She turned her head. Her big dark eyes
widened. *“ Bella!” she said in amazement.
“ Bella Brickley!” She looked back at my
mistress with eyes bigger than ever. “ Then
you must be—” She stammered. “ You
must be—"

“ Your friend,” whispered my mistress.

“ That is Mme. Rosika Storey, the mas-
ter mind of us all! ” cried Inspector Rumsey
magniloquently.

Melanie tried in earnest then to detach
herself from my mistress’s supporting arm.
“You mustn't—you mustn’'t!” she whis-
pered. “ Not the likes of me.”

Oh, Jess! Oh, Jess!” she
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Mme. Storey clung to her, smiling, and
Melanie subsided,

“ You did it all for me?” she whispered.

“ Did you think I was going to let you
go?” asked my mistress.

Melanie began to weep out of sheer
weakness and relief and gratitude.

To the inspector Mme. Storey said,
pointing to Black Kate: “ That is your
prisoner. She appears to be ill. You had

better have medical assistance for her. But
watch her well.”

“ Never fear, madame " said the inspec-
tor grimly.

“ You have the other one?”

“ Safe outside, madame.
cuffed.”

“ Did you search him?”

By way of answer, the inspector handed
over the little green baize bag which had
passed through so many hands that eve-
ning. My mistress made sure that its con-
tents were intact.

“ Bring him in for a moment,” she said.

How different was the second entrance
of that man! The superboss, the man of
mystery, had been brought low indeed. He
had been unmasked, of course; one of his
eyes w-as beginning to purple and his lip
was cut. Yet he still showed traces of his
power. He kept his head up doggedly, and
he preserved his remarkable faculty for
keeping his mouth shut. ,

I recognized him now, and a great loud
“ Oh!” of astonishment was forced from
my breast. It was John McDaniels, the
head of the famous detective agency which
had acquired such a name among the rich
for the recovery of stolen valuables! Of
course! Of course! Now | began to see
it all. As the inner workings of the scheme
revealed themselves to me | was all agog
with amazement. The detective agency
was equally a part of the organization, of
course. One department of the business
robbed the rich, and another department
recovered their jewels—if the reward was
sufficient. Furthermore, the outlawed part
of the organization aided convicts to break
prison, while the reputable part instantly
“ran them down ” if their master was dis-
pleased with them. How simple, how in-
genious, how efficient!

He's hand-
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My mistress showed no surprise at the
sight of him, | learned later that she had
recognized him upon his first appearance.

“ Mme. Storey wants to have a look at
you,” said Inspector Rumsey as he led
him in.

He never batted an eye. Not a muscle
of his face changed. He met her gaze point-
blank with complete effrontery. Oh, truly,
a remarkable man!

“ 1'm not going to indulge in any moral
reflections, McDaniels,” said my mistress;
“it's not my line. | only feel like saying
when | look at this poor girl, that | re-
gard this as the best night's work of my
whole life.”

He kept his mouth shut and continued
to stare at her with the hardihood of a
savage animal.

“ Have you nothing to say for yourself?”
cried the inspector roughly.

McDaniels cast a look of ineffable con-
tempt upon him. There was old bad feeling
between these two.

“ Not to you,” he said.

“ He does right to keep his mouth shut,”
said Mme. Storey. “ What is there for him
to say? Take him out.”

He was led away. Two men were told off
to guard the house until daylight. Then
the inspector turned to us.

“ Well, ladies,” said he,
night’'s work is finished.”

“ What say, Melanie,” said my mistress,
smiling, “ shall we beat it out of here?”

“ 1 ain't got no hat,” murmured Melanie,
abashed.

We laughed.

“ Well, it’s past four,” said Mme. Storey.
“ They’ll think we've been on a party.”

“ Where you goin’ to take me?” mur-
mured Melanie.

“ There’s a little flat on Gramercy Park
that's been waiting for you for weeks past.
If you'll take in Bella and me until break-
fast time, we’ll all have a chance to tidy
up.”

Melanie smiled like an abashed school-
boy.

If 1 live to be ninety | will not forget
the starry look that appeared in the eyes
of the girl as she came out on the stoop
of the house and, lifting her, face to the

“ 1 guess the
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sky, breathed deep of the delicious morning
air; for it was growing light. It was worth
all we had been through, oh, a hundred
times over!

CHAPTER XXVI.

CONCLUSION.

1 Storey was seated at her desk, and

| at mine, and all the lurid events

of the preceding days had taken on the

semblance of a dream. We were reading

the letters that had come in during my

absence from the office. They were of no

great importance, since my mistress was
supposed to be in Europe.

The door between the two rooms was
open, and wE were talking idly back and
forth. Heavens! how sweet was the feeling
of perfect relaxation, after having been
keyed up so long; how' delightful was the
free exercise of one’s own personality, after
having been forced to play an alien part!
How 1| loved the calm and the coolness of
our beautiful rooms! When | first came
in, 1 had gone about like a fool, stroking
everything.

Melanie was still asleep upstairs. As
soon as we had put her to bed Mme. Storey
had carried me up to her own place where
she had put the services of her expert maid
and masseuse at my disposal. In an hour
I felt like a new woman. Neither of us
had any desire to sleep; it was too good
just to be; and we had issued forth in
search of the most luxurious breakfast in
New York. My mistress looked perfectly
radiant. In honor of the occasion she had
put on a sports dress of some rare Eastern
silk, with a gay all-over design of little
dancing men. She had dyed Jessie Seipp’s
crass locks to darkest brown, the color of
her own hair, while waiting for it to grow
out, and had subdued the frizzled bush
with a net. She looked like a lady again.
A lady! She looked like a duchess!

We found our breakfast at Antoine’s
recherche little place on Park Avenue.
Need | say how we enjoyed it? You must
take a plunge into the underworld to ap-
preciate to the full the delights of fine

n T half past ten next morning Mme.
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napery and silver, of delicate food. A table
by a window, with a rose or two upon it—
an awning to mitigate the brightness of the
morning sun; it was like heaven. And now
we were back at Gramercy Park waiting
for Melanie to wake up. Melanie and
Mme. Storey were much of a size, and
Grace, Mme. Storey’s invaluable maid, had
brought down an outfit from her mistress’s
wardrobe for Melanie.

The door from the hall opened, and a
lady and gentleman came into my office. |
closed the door into Mme. Storey’s room.
I was surprised, for of course we expected
no visitors of importance; and these were
people of importance, one could see in a
glance from their clothes and from their
assured manner. The lady was a beauty,
though no longer in her first youth. All
their breeding and assurance could not
conceal the fact that both were very much
excited.

“ Is Mme. Storey here?” the gentleman
asked.

“ May | ask the nature of your busi-
ness?” | said politely. %

“ | cannot tell that to any one but her,”
he said. “ | am Walbridge Sterry.”

As soon as he spoke | recognized them,
for of course their photographs have bear
published.

“ Mme. Storey will be glad to see you,”
| said.

Opening the door again, | announced
them. 1| followed them in. Mme. Storey
arose with a smile. We both supposed they
had gone to the police and had been referred
by them to us.

Mr. Sterry said with an air of great re-
lief: “ How fortunate we are to find you!
We just came on a chance. Nobody is in
town now.”

Mme. Storey and | exchanged a glance.
So they had not bedn to the police! They
did not know that we had the tiara. What
a piquant situation was developing.

“ Well, as a matter of fact, I am sup-
posed to be in Paris,” said Mme. Storey
dryly.

“ Indeed! | must have missed the an-
nouncement of your departure,” Mr. Sterry
said politely. “ I shall not waste time in
explanation,” he went on. “ | do not know
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if you happen to be aware of it—the news-
papers have gossiped about it—but | pur-
chased the Pavloff tiara from Prince
Yevrienev.”

“ | have read it,” said Mme. Storey.

“ Well, it's been stolen,” he said, flinging
down his hands.

“ Stolen!” echoed his wife.

“ Ah!” said Mme. Storey, who could not
resist drawing them on just a little. “ The
recovery of stolen goods is hardly in my
line.”

“1 know! 1 know!” cried Mr. Sterry.
“ But surely this is an exceptional case.
They say that you can perform miracles.
In the first place, | want a little disinter-
ested and intelligent advice. | have not
been to the police yet—you know the po-
lice! Should I go to them and have a great
hue and cry raised in the press— or should
| keep our loss a secret, and conduct a pri-
vate search?”

“ We think it was stolen by a woman,”
Mrs. Sterry chimed in. “ It appears that
last night my husband’s valet brought a
strange girl into the house to sup with the
other servants. He says she left early; but
we found, upon questioning him, that he
did not actually see her out of the door.
The natural assumption is that she con-
cealed herself in the house until later.”

“ She must have had confederates,
though,” put in Mr. Sterry, “ for she pos-
sessed the combination to the safe. A
curious feature is that there were other
jewels of value in the safe which she never
touched.”

“ Only fancy!” said Mrs. Sterry, with a
shudder. “ She must have been hidden in
the room when we came in.”

With a peculiar smile, Mme. Storey
pulled open a drawer of her desk. How
she loves a dramatic moment like this!
She took out the little green baize bag and
laid it on top. When Mr. and Mrs. Sterry
saw it, their eyes almost leaped out of their
heads. When Mme. Storey opened the bag
and took out the gleaming crown of little
suns, soft cries of astonishment broke from
them.

“ Is this it?” asked my mistress, with an
offhand air.

“ Yes! Yes!” they cried breathlessly.
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“ Oh, what a blessed relief!” sighed Mrs.
Sterry, handling her precious tiara. “ I
have almost come to hate it! It is such a
responsibility.”

“ 1 quite hate it,” said her husband
bluntly. “ But what are we going to do?
We can't sell the thing— This is a verb,
table miracle,” he went on, with a won-
dering glance at my mistress. “ How did
it come into your hands?”

“ It was recovered at four o’clock this
morning from the person of John McDan-
iels, whom | was watching in respect to
other matters.”

Husband and wife exchanged an odd
look.

“ McDaniels?” said the former. “ You
don’t mean the well-known detective?”

“ None other,” said my mistress.

“ Well,” said Mr. Sterry, “ this grows
queerer and queerer. My wife and | have
already been to McDaniels’s office, and we
found it closed.”

“Yes,” said Mme.
would be.”

“ He enjoyed a considerable reputation
among people we know for his success in
recovering stolen valuables,” said Mr.
Sterry.

“ Naturally he could get them back, since
it was he who had stolen them,” said Mme.
Storey.

“ Incredible!”

“ What about the girl who entered cur
house?” asked Mrs. Sterry.

“1 can't tell you anything about her,”
said my mistress coolly. “ One of McDan-
iels's many tools, | suppose. | content my-
self with breaking up the traffic.”

“And may we take it away with us
now?” asked Mrs. Sterry eagerly.

“ Certainly. If you will give me a re-
ceipt to hand to the police.”

The conversation became general then,
and Mr. Sterry led the way around grace-
fully to the question of Mme. Storey’s
fee.

“ Not a cent!” she said, when she saw
what he would be after.

He insisted. He would not take no for
an answer.

“ 1 could not rest easy under such an
obligation,” he said.

Storey dryly. *“ It

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

“ Well,” said Mme. Storey in her large
way, “ what is it worth to you?”

“ Say, twenty thousand?”

“ Too much. Halve it, and send a check
to my friend Katherine Couteau Cloke for
her work in the prisons. That's the wor-
thiest cause I know.”

“ It shall be done,” he said.
should come as from you.”

“ No,” she said firmly, “ you don’'t owe
me a cent in this case, my dear sir.”

As the Sterrvs were leaving, Mme. Storey
said casually: “ By the way, have you dis-
charged the valet?”

“ Not yet,” said Mr.
course | shall.”

“ But, consider,” said Mme. Storey.
“ This woman, whoever die may have been,
was evidently a high-class thief and a past
mistress of the art of fascination. How can
you blame a simple youth for yielding to
the blandishments of such a one? If he
is a satisfactory servant in other respects,
1'd think it over. This wall have taught him
a lesson.”

“ Very wed, | will think it over,” said
Mr. Sterry.

“ That was the least | could do for poor
Alfred,” said my mistress, smiling, when
the door closed.

Soon afterward Melanie came down-
stairs. The girl looked lovely. To be sure,
she was still thin and hollow-eyed as a
result of her horrible imprisonment, but a
touch of make-up in Grace's skillful hands
had done wonders—that and happiness.
Mme. Storey’s pretty clothes became her
mwonderfully. As | have remarked before,
Melanie had an instinct for nice things and
knew how to wear them. She was still shy
with us, and said very little, but her eyes
were eloquent.

“ We're going to have lunch up at my
place,” said Mme. Storey. *“ Let's go.”

It had previously been agreed be-
tween my mistress and | that it would be
impracticable to bring about a meeting be-
tween Melanie and George at the office,
since George must know that that was Mme.
Storey’s address.

“1've got an errand uptown,” |
“1'll join you later.”

Mme. Storey and Melanie went off in

“ But it

Sterry, “ but of

said.
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one taxicab, and | in another. | had my-
self driven to the little stationery store on
Columbus Avenue. | had a good deal of
trouble identifying myself to the worthy
Mrs. Harvest. She did not care much for
the change in my appearance.

Is George here?” | asked.

“ No,” she said, “ but I think | can get
hold of him. Come back in half an hour.”

I think he was there all the time, and
that this was just a regular formula she had
adopted. However, | had myself driven
around the park, and returned later as she
requested. | found the handsome, blond
George in the little rear sitting room. He
opened his eyes at the sight of me.

“ What's the big idea?” he said.

“ Well,” said I, “ | just got tired of look-
ing like a frump, a has-been, a school-ma’am
from the back counties. A friend of mine
showed me how to fix myself up. How do
you like it?”

It's all right,” he said without enthusi-
asm. For George there was but one woman
in the world. Well, my feelings were not
hurt.

a What the news?” he asked with a pain-
ful eagerness.

“ Nothing special,” | said. “ | had a bit
o’ luck, and I want to blow a good-looking
fellow to lunch, that's all.”

, “ 1 ain't exactly advertising myself in
public,” he objected.

“ That's all right,” said 1.
quiet little place.”

“ Well, if you want it,” he said, “ | cer-
tainly owe it to you.”

We drove down to East Sixty-Second
Street. There was nothing grand about the
exterior of Mme. Storey’s charming little
house that would intimidate George, but
he pointed out that this was obviously no
restaurant.

“ 1 never said anything about a restau-

“1 know a

rant,” | replied uncandidly. “ This is my
friend’s house.”
In the quaint and unusual interior his

instinct recognized something rare and fine.
He scowled suspiciously, but manlike, hated
to betray any reluctance before a woman.
He followed me upstairs to the amusing
1850 living room that looks toward the little
garden in the rear. Mme, Storey was wait-
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ing there. Melanie had been spirited out
of sight.

“ Do you recognize your friend Jessie
Seipp?” asked my mistress, holding out her
hand with a smile.

“No!” he said bluntly.
Yes, | do! What does it mean?
the game?”

W The game is over, | am Rosika Storey,
and this is Bella Brickley, my secretary,”

A trapped look came into his face. His
wary glance flashed around the room, cal-
culating the chances of escape.

“ We don’t want you,” said Mme. Storey.
* John McDaniels and Kate Pullen were
our marks. They are behind the bars.”

“ And Melanie? Melanie?” he cried,
wild with anxiety.

“ Look behind you,” she said.

Melanie was in the doorway. | have al -
ready told you how beautiful the girl was
when her ordinarily hard expression was
softened. She looked now like another
Rosalind, boyish and tender.

George looked at her as if he beheld her
in a dream, a world of wistfulness in his
eyes. He was afraid to put his dream to
the test. “ Melanie— Melanie,” he whis-
pered in a kind of terror.

She smiled enchantingly.

They approached each other slowly. He
was hushed with emotion. *“ Melanie—is
it really all right?” he whispered.

Mme. Storey and | could stand no more.
We were already at the door. *“ Lunch is
in the room underneath this,” she called
back over her shoulder. “ Come down when
you like.”

“ But—but—
What is

Black Kate died of heart disease while
awaiting trial. 1 doubt if there was a soul
on earth to lament her passing. We never
did learn precisely what she had made Me-
lanie suffer during her imprisonment. The
very recollection of that time was a tor-
ment to the girl, and we avoided any refer-
ence to it.

In the cellar of that ugly little house on
Varick Street two human skeletons were
discovered buried in the earth. These mur-
ders, for murders they certainly were, could
not be proved against John McDaniels, but
he was convicted on a score of counts, and
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received in the aggregate sentences far ex-
ceeding the years he can expect on earth.
Nor is he ever likely to receive a pardon.
“ The blackest criminal ever tried in our
courts,” the district attorney termed him,
nor was the description overdrawn.

The only thing | regretted was the es-
cape of Skinny Sam. When | voiced my re-
gret, Mme. Storey said, smiling soberly:

“ But, Bella, I couldn’t single out Sam
from among the other inmates just be-
cause he was a horrible little wretch, and
1 despised him. 1 was faced by a difficult
moral problem, my dear. Strictly speak-
ing, 1 ought to have handed them all over
to the State, but | had' appealed to their
friendliness, and if after that | had betrayed
them, | could never have looked myself in
the face. The only possible distinction |
could make was between slaves and slave-
drivers. | caught the drivers, and gave the
slaves a chance.”

Poor old Pap was found wandering the
streets in a half-crazed condition a day or
two after, and was returned to Sing Sing to
serve out an old sentence. Mme. Storey sub-
sequently exerted her influence to secure

THE
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a pardon for him. She has supported him
ever since in a suitable home.

We never saw Bill Combs again. | sus-
pect he was too much of a man ever to come
to a woman, cap in hand. Nor did we ever
hear of Fingy Silo or Tim Helder. Presum-
ably, all three of them succeeded in keep-
ing out of jail, or we should have known
of it. Some time later Sam was arrested
for robbing a woman under peculiarly atro-
cious circumstances—just what you might
expect. It went hard with him, for he had
an old sentence to serve in addition. We
did not feel obliged to interfere in this case.
He had had his chance.

Abell did come to see us—in fact, under
another name he is working for Mme.
Storey at this moment. She has never had
cause to regret giving him a chance. He is
one of the best men WE have. We were the
means of bringing about a reunion between
him and his beloved family, one of the most
touching scenes | ever beheld. George
Mullen is making a place as a master elec-
trician, and Melanie is raising a family.

As for myself, I count Abell, George and
Melanie among ray best friends.

END
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TO YOU

p OD took a tear from a flower’s heart—
Dipped it in clouds of blue;
Sparked it with fire, and then let it dart
Into the eyes of You.

God took the breath of a mother’s prayer—
The saddest, yet sweetest He knewq
Blessed it and let it melt soft and fair

Into

the smile of You.

God took the fragrance of a dream—
'Round it faint echoes blew;

Tuned it to carols, and then let it stream
Into the voice of You.

God took of His heavens a rainbowed part—
Breathed on it starlight and dew;

Made it, with love and blood from His heart,
A spirit of life—that was You!

Margery Land Mason.
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By OLIN LYMAN

OWS cawed in a calm blue sky. The
‘ Rlackwater Mills thrummed on. Out
on the velvety green plaza which
faced the road William Elder went pushing
a lawn mower round and round and round.

Toward William Elder sauntered Calvin
Bly, the superintendent. Cal wore an
“iron hat,” a red flannel undershirt and a
worried look. As he halted opposite Elder,
that cynical and ancient oracle leaned a
withered elbow upon the mower handle and
stroked a gray goatee.

Pushing back his battered derby from a
bald brow, “ Calomel ” Bly, as some enemy
had once re-christened him, addressed the
pensioner of aciduous wisdom that had,
through a long and philosophical life, failed
of reward in minted coin of the realm.

“ William, this new sheriff's posolutely
bugs on the bootleggers. Led his deputies
in firin’ into a auto on the Promontory

Road last night. Trouble was they stopped
the wrong car. City Judge up to Kahuah-
go gave the sheriff a Dutch blessin’ in open
court this momin’, Lem’ Stover says. Lem’
got run in last night up to the city for car-
ryin’ a snootful of ‘white mule,’ but the
judge suspended sentence.”

“ Eyuh?”

“ Eyuh. Lem’ just went back to work.
Never again, he says. Told me he only
took three snifters of the stuff, with some
guy, and then naturally kind o' just blew
up inside. Cops got him later addressin’
a crowd from the city hall steps about the
League o’ Nations. Lem’ admits now he’'s
scared o’ the stuff, 'cause in his right mind
he don’t know what the League o’ Nations
is.”

“ Eyuh?”

I; Eyuh. Now, William, here’s what's
worryin’ me. Lemlheard from another gent’
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in the lockup last night that this Sheriff
Vardaman’s meditatin’ searchin’ these mills.
You know it's bein’ told around that all the
bootleggin’ in Polk County centers around
Blackwater. Lem'’s talk’s got me worryin’
about Pete Slavvery,”

“ Eyuh?” William Elder’s bearded chin
pushed out confidentially across the lawn
mower handle. Solemn, mysterious, weird,
was the expression of his bearded face, like
that worn by a patriarchal goat.

“ Eyuh!” Calomel stared at William and
wagged his head. Never, in his moments
of mental darkness about this and that, did
William fail obliquely to point him toward
some sort of light.

William's cackling voice sank to a confi-
dential murmur:

“ Cal, if that fool sheriff gets after Pete
he’s due to find out somethin’!”

Cryptic always were William’s utterances.
It would have been hard for Cal to explain
specifically just how, when and where they
helped, but afterward he always felt that
they did. He went away toward the mills,
vaguely comforted. While, on the green
plaza which faced the road to town, William
Elder resumed pushing the lawn mower
round and round and round, under the smil-
ing midsummer sun.

Past the heaping cones of spruce pulp
Wood, cut in short lengths, walked Calo-
mel Bly and over the narrow railed bridge
into the finishing room where a row of
pert young girls counted the layers of
“ flat” news sheets all day long. Cal
paused at the head of the long table. There
sat the prettiest, the pertest, the peppiest
of the lot. She was Mattie Briscoe, the
head counter. Speed, precision and de-
pendability had speedily placed her at the
top of the table, at a dollar fifty more
wages per week than her mates, earned.
She wore reddish freckles, the hue of her
bobbed hair, and possessed a positive en-
thusiasm for life.

“ Well, Mattie,” inquired Bly, pausing at
her chair, “ what's the happy wbrd?”

* Grand Rapids consignment packaged in
the shipping room,” she ipkf him blithely,
her slender fingers never pausing in their
lightning flippings of the sheets. “ This rush
New York order under way, Mollie Hem-
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imvay’s off with the measles. 'Liza Waite’s
given a week’s notice; goin’ t’ be married.”

“ Run in an extra girl to supply for Mol-
lie and hire her regular to replace Liza, if
she’s any good.”

“ 1 have. She is. That's her, down at
the end, the new cross-eyed one. But she’s
fast. | don’t pick dead ones.”

Bly walked on toward the machine room.
He wishedJie had one foreman in the Black-
water plant that was as reliable as this slip
of a girl of eighteen years. Jenny-on-the-
spot; that was Mattie Briscoe, daughter of
the cleverest wood pulp mill boss the mills
had ever had. Briscoe and his wife had
been killed in an omnibus accident two
years previously; their only child had left
school and gallantly gone to work. She
lived alone in the tiny cottage that her
father had nearly paid for. It was among
a duster that formed the village of Black-
water and which the paper making com-
pany had erected. She was avowedly a
bachelor maid. Swains aplenty came
Courting, but she said them nay.

No sooner had Bly left the finishing
room than one of these rejected ones came
bothering anew. In fact, Pete Slavvery
had been repeatedly rejected. He was the
grinding room boss, the successor to Mat-
tie’'s father. At first sight of Mattie, Pete
had been fearfully smitten, which was all
the good it had done him.

Pete wallowed into the finishing room.
He was a tub of a man, squat and enor-
mous, dad unconventionally in undershirt
and trousers, after the habit of paper and
pulp mill employees on the job. He had been
delving around the beaters in the cellar be-
low. The fiber “ pudding” was fresh on
his forearms and in his stubby brown mus-
tache were shreds of dessicated spruce. He
had a pear-shaped face, terminating in bulg-
ing jowls. Upon the crest of the cone that
was his head shreds of drab hair were past-
ed, with a center part. Big, blue, bulging
eyes, at sight of Mattie, rolled their own.
Twin hoops they were of gentle reproach.

“ Girlie,” husked Pete, close to Mattie's
little ear, “ if you'd marry me, like I've
asked you, you could cut out this cheap
job!” He sighed asthmatically, pouting
with displeasure.
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Mattie's reply was direct; the manner of
the mill folk contained no subtleties. More,
it held a quality of precision; an exact es-
sence of enumeration. For this the girl's
daily task of counting, counting and still
counting, was responsible.

“ Aw, dishwater! Pete, this makes just
twenty-one and a half times you've pro-
posed to me. The half-time was the first,
when you didn’'t really mean it. Now lis-
ten; get this, again! Nothin’ doin’! Same
old reasons: three of 'em. | ain’t marryin’.
You're too fat. You're too old.”

“ 1 ain't only thirty-two. And | might
get thinner—"”
mYou're too old for me. And you kid

yourself when you talk of gettin’ thinner.
G’'wan, huckleboy, and leave me count!”

Sadly Pete departed, down to the nether
regions next the flume where all was damp
and dark, where the water went drip, drip,
drip, and the soggy swirl of the grinders
circled without ceasing, and the vats, like
the love dreams of Pete, were full of slush,

“Too fat, huh?” thought Slavvery re-
sentfully. “ Is that so? Well, Mat, I might
show you a trick before long that'd knock
ya a twister!”

He had reached the grinder room, where
the spruce wood, hacked by mechanically
contrived knives, resolved itself into a li-
quid fiber, ceaselessly rotating in the vats
that workmen watched, occasionally stir-
ring the contents. But Pete did not linger
therein. He passed through a smaller room
wherein were a couple of “ pudding” vats
temporarily unused, the wood pulp still in
them.

Once within this room Pete's actions
grew oddly furtive. He pushed back the
heavy door behind him. Casting about him
glances of bug-eyed caution, he almost tip-
toed to the nearest vat. Reaching down
his plump arm into the opaque, sleazy mess
of pulp to a point above the elbow he drew
out a quart bottle. Uncorking it, while
he glanced about apprehensively, he
grabbed it by the neck and took a deep
swallow of the contents. Jamming in the
cork, he replaced the bottle in the “ pud-
ding ” vat, wiped his lips on the back of a
dimpled hand and wentout into the main
room.

10 A

625

Truth compels the admission right here
that, following his surreptitious draft, Pete’s
round eyes acquired an added luster, his
rather heavy manner an almost caperish
blitheness, while his trudge became a swag-
ger. He went about his bossing, amiably
enough—for Pete’s men always found him
almost too considerate— while hope and a
sly good humor played tag with each other
athwart the flushed tallow that enlarged a
most peculiar face.

Meanwhile, upstairs in the great machine
room, where the Fourdriniers thundered and
the steam billowed in spectral forms above
the whirling dryer rolls, a conversation was
in progress that might well have troubled
Slavvery, had he known of it.

“ Looks bad, Mai, like you say,” Calo-
mel Bly was shrieking, above the thunders
of the twin machines. “ But Pete must be
a human siphon. He’s on the job every day,
with never an hour of lost time.”

Malachi Gregg, the machine tender stand-
ing next to Bly, deepened his great voice a
little. Dominating the uproar came his
diapason chest tones, produced seemingly
without effort to master that terrific din
of synchronized lever and cog and rolls of
differing size, from slender spindles to mam-
moth cylinders.

“ Pete’'s just got a capacity; that's all,
Cal. O’ course, if he drank a still dry, 't
wouldn’t matter here, so long as he’s on the
job. Trouble is, on the Q T he’s puttin’
your force on the bum. Lot o' lost time
chalked up in the shank of a month.”

Some man, this young machine tender!
Six and three in height, broad shouldered,
deep of chest and with muscles rippling
under ivory-hued skin as he stood with fold-
ed arms up by the head end. A sleeveless
cotton undershirt and a sleazy pair of old
black trousers comprised his working cos-
tume, in July or in December. It was al-
ways hot enough in that roaring and steam-
laden room where the two machines ran
without ceasing day and night, with three
shifts of workers, except for the few hours
at the week end when they were halted
long enough to be tuned up by the mill-
wrights.

Barefooted on the sloppy birchen floor
stood Mai Gregg, looking with his rather
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insolent black eyes and curling raven hair,
his bold nose and square chin, a picturesque
and elemental figure. For a year he had
been at Blackwater, coming from the Fox
River paper mill region in Wisconsin.
Never, declared Bly, had the mills had so
efficient a machine tender. His skill had
brought him preference over the others, with
a substantial addition to the high wages
paid workmen of this class. He had quali-
fied as a sort of assistant to Bly without
the title.

However, his record contained a serious
flaw. He was temperamental and given at
times to unexplained tardiness at the
change of tours, as the three daily shifts of
eight hours each were called. Because he
had so practical a command of his job, Bly
passed over these infractions. A long ca-
reer as superintendent of paper mills, deal-
ing with one of the most difficult and in-
dividual types of workers to be found in the
ranks of industry, had taught Cal philos-
ophy.

“ Depend on it,” boomed Mai, “ Pete’s
at the bottom o’ this bootleggin’ mess
around here that Vardaman and his depu-
ties are watchin’.”

Down near the back end of the great
Fourdrinier, where a shallow stream of
grayish water seven feet wide flowed swiftly
toward the speeding dryer rolls, sounded
suddenly a scream like a maddened cat’s.

It was the signal known to every news
print mill, announcing a “ break.”

The dumpy little backtender, a smaller
replica of Gregg as to costume, had squalled
the warning. Then occurred hectic mo-
ments, appropriate enough for the reclam-
ation of the fiber that would be later reel-
ing off the presses of huge metropolitan
dailies, bearing their screaming headlines
of battle, murder and sudden death, of
scandal and intrigue, of all the concomitants
of the blessed interval of peace that has
followed the World War.

While Bly stepped back, like a raging
gorilla Mai Gregg leaped to the footboard,
along which the backtender was already
scampering, monkey-wdse, screaming his
curses. Gregg’'s thunderous tones mouthed
oaths deep and terrible. Always this job
of repairing a break, as from the beginning
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in the mills of news print, was done with
extraordinary agility, with passionate zest,
and with sizzling vocal sulphur.

Along the running board the pair of them
darted, tearing out the whizzing fragments
of paper running at dizzying speed through
the whirling dryers, thrusting practiced
hands into deadly traps, working back to
splice the wet sheet anew, for these breaks
are always mended while the machine is
running at the rate of hundreds of feet a
minute. Meanwhile, the air was filled with
steam, paper, torn tempers and profanity,
and the floor at the side of the Fourdrinier
piled high noth shreds and patches of news,
mounting toward the roof.

Within an incredibly short time the
new sheet was running smoothly over the
dryers, and under and up and between
them, while Gregg and the backtender stood
again at the head and the rear, easily with
folded arms, ruminating over their cuds of
tobacco as do their kind in untroubled mo-
ments. Meantime Bly went to other de-
partments, looking for more trouble, and
hoping he would find none since the mills
were already behind on orders.

At noon the gong sounded for the lunch
hour. The laborers and the shipping and
finishing rooms knocked off, but the men
in charge of the speed apparatus just
reached for their lunch baskets and ate with
one eye fixed on the machinery.

Reflectively, at last, big Gregg blew his
last crumbs, straightened, yawned, and
reaching down into a pocket of his atro-
cious trousers produced the “ makin's ” and
rolled his own. That there was a stringent
rule obtaining against the use of cigarettes
in that room troubled him not at all. He
rolled a black eye at the speeding sheet;
she was running good.

“ Be back in a minute,” he called to his
backtender, who squatted further down the
room, his saturnine face surrounded by
huckleberry pie. Then Gregg sauntered
out and to the finishing room, where Mat-
tie Briscoe and her bevy of assorted Hebes
were eating their luncheons among the
piled tiers of counted and uncounted
“ flats.”

Barefooted, stalwart and debonair came
Mai Gregg into that room, padding softly
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and causing a big kick in many a feminine
bosom. Gregg, whose sartorials at the
weekly dances of the mill folk the previous
winter had been as ornate as the workaday
regimentals—to which everybody was ac-
customed—were simple, was accounted by
common consent the sheik of Blackwater.
Nevertheless, because of ugly rumors, many
an humble laborer in the mills had toward
spring refused to allow his daughters to
attend those dances because Gregg fre-
guented the functions.

Only by a narrowing of his insolent
eyes, and a slight accentuation of his swag-
ger did Gregg reveal consciousness of the
battery of the girls’ glances. There was
in the big room but one magnet for his gaze,
of added value because he was cordially
detested in that quarter. And had been
ever since the last dance late in the spring
at Hook and Ladder Hall, when Mattie
Briscoe had pulled away from him during
a one-step and slapped his handsome face,
while screaming to her astonished friends
the explanation that he had “ held her too
darned tight.”

Repeatedly since then had Gregg sought
to renew acquaintance with Mattie, and
with no luck, though his persistence was
fairly satanic.

At this moment she was the only person
in the room who was unaware of the sheik’s
entrance. Her slender back was toward
him, her luncheon outspread upon the table
before her. She was idly spooning at a
saucer while absorbed in the columns of a
newspaper.

To her padded Gregg, stood behind her,
then slapped a huge, hairy paw familiarly
upon her shoulder.

“ Pussy speaking to papa to-day?” he
growled, in a would-be jovial tone.

Mattie B iscoe never looked around. She
knew that voice. Her gaze remained glued
upon her newspaper. Thoughtfully she
removed the spoon from the saucer. Then,
with a lightning movement and unerring
aim she flung over her shoulder straight
into the leering face above it the contents
of the saucer.

“ Apple sauce!” purred Mattie.
was just that.

Up rose the irrepressible laughter of the
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damsels gathered round the counting board.
Growling, Gregg left the room, savagely
wiping apple sauce from eyes and stubbled
face. Back to the machine room he went,
and until the change of tours at three
o’clock he was as ugly as a soreheaded
bear.

It was, therefore, with added malice that,
upon being relieved at the machine, he put
into effect a quiet program which some days
previously he had arranged to be a climax
for this very evening.

Hurrying from the mills to the shabby
little hotel where he lodged, he climbed into
resplendent Palm Beach fabrics, white silk
hose and polished brown Oxfords. A nar-
row brimmed sailor straw, with a red, white
and blue band, completed the sheiking.

Over the hotel phone he then spoke a
laconic message. A point four miles away,
in the city county seat of Kahuahgo, re-
ceived it.

“ Gregg speaking. All set. Come on
down. Stop at the Blackwater Inn for me.
We'll get 'em right!”

At a little after five o’clock two touring
cars stopped at the hotel, which was built
opposite the mills the year after they had
opened for business. Out piled sundry men,
stalwart and palably of the square-headed
and strong-jawed police type. These were
greeted by Malachi Gregg, the demon ma-
chine tender, looking in his almost foppish
summer vestments, dapper, debonair and
a bit devilish.

A few moments later a wave of excite-
ment ran through the Blackwater Mills
with the speed and spreading quality of a
prairie fire. Across the road and trolley
track, down the graveled path which led
through the strip of emerald lawn, came
Mai Gregg arid the black-mustached,
slouch-hatted, trim-waisted Sheriff Horace
Vardaman. Behind them tramped no less
than four deputies. Coat lapels were flung
jauntily back in the rising evening breeze,
and the official shields glittered.

The squad passed William Elder, the
aged retainer, venerable rounder of toil, who
had been shaving the lawn. Wailliam paused
in his endless circling. He leaned skinny
elbows upon the handle of his lawn mower
and watched the cohorts go by. William’s
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leathery expression might have meant any-
thing. It probably did.

Like wildfire the word flashed through
the mills:

“ A raid! A bootlegger raid!”

With the suddenness of a summer shower,
many wild and absurd rumors, which had
been circulating lazily, fused in initiative
that would mean the front pages in the
northland’s news of the morrow. For the
better part of a year the new sheriff—held
by some to be of the wild-eyed reformer
type, and by others to be the most faithful
guardian of Polk County’s pdtce who had
ever presided over the local jail—had been
sharpshooting, gunshooting and unlimbering
heavy artillery in the interest of local en-
forcement of the eighteenth amendment.
And here he was, with his deputies, evi-
dently determined to run down the rumors
that the Blackwater Mills sheltered the
principal Volstead lawbreakers in the
county!

And nobody was more interested than
the denizens of Blackwater!

Hungry-eyed, the sheriff walked with
Gregg, the papermaking apostle of aridity.
Vardaman prowled always in search of the
tidbit of publicity. He took pride in the
fact that his recent Wild West contraband
liquor raids had won telegraphed paragraphs
in the metropolitan papers. To behold his
name in a headline was meat and drink to
his vanity. This Blackwater situation, con-
cerning which Gregg had been in commu-
nication with him for some weeks, promised
to be the richest yet!

Across the narrow bridge to the door of
the finishing room tramped the sextet. The
door slowly opened. Upon the threshold
appeared the superintendent, Calvin Cal-
omel Bly, iron hat and all. Cal was not
very large. However, somehow, everybody
stopped. Which perhaps explained why,
for thirty-five of his sixty years, Bly had
been a full-fledged superintendent.

“ What's yer business, gents?”

Impressively the sheriff, posing, handed
Bly a folded paper which he withdrew from
the inner pocket of his rakish gray Norfolk
jacket.

“ Search warrant,
scowling over the written

eh?”

Cal drawled,
information and
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belief.” He looked up, straight at Gregg.
For the first time since Mai had come to
Blackwater a hard dislike for him, mingled
with suspicion, shone in Bly’s eyes.

“ Cagey signatures, make-believe,” com-
mented Bly. “ Which sneak are you, Gregg?
John Doe or Richard Roe?”

“ Don’t abuse a man for upholding the
law!” fussed the sheriff. While, despite
himself, Gregg could not meet Bly’s eyes.

“ He can uphold the law outside these
mills after to-day. Gregg, don’'t come back
to work. You're through, right now! Now
get me, sherifft The stuff in this paper is
news to me. Maybe it's true, and I'm a
fossil, ready to be retired. All right; I'll
take my medicine honest. But any skunk
like this specimen here, that'll deliberately
let his place of employment in for advertis-
ing like this, is through, by Judas priest!
Gregg, you lead yer hounds around on the
dirty work, then you get yer time!”

Gregg's lips twisted in an ugly snarl. He
had not expected this. He had mistaken
Bly’'s easy good nature. This soft berth
of his he had expected to hold indefinitely.
Besides, there were strategical reasons why
he had wanted to stay unmolested.

With a sneer he led the sheriff and dep-
uties past Bly, who had stood aside. The
girls at the counting table had heard the
superintendent’s withering speech. Gregg’s
glance chanced to cross Mattie Briscoe’s,
directed toward him. Her look held a
sparkling enmity that startled him.

Bly fell in behind the last two deputies.
There was a little, scurrying rush, Mattie
appeared beside him. The superintendent
might have told her to go back to her work,
but he did not. Somehow, whatever Mattie
did seemed in the outcome to be for the
good of affairs.

From the head of the procession came
a booming voice. Gregg's, of course.
“1 know Slawery’s habits like a book.
You'll just about catch him now with the
goods on him. | been watchin’ him.”

So! Cal Bly’s heart sank. He had heard
some things here and there; the net was
apparently closing about poor old Pete.
Old? Yes, Pete must have been old from
his 'teens. But—blast the hide of the Is-
cariot who had informed on a fellow w'ork-
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er!l Despite Gregg's bulk, Ely would have
liked to be in a room alone with him at that
moment!

Down in the depths, where the water
went drip, drip, drip, and the sludge cir-
cled in the vats, Pete Slavvery stood in the
smaller grinder room where rested two vats
temporarily not in commission. Pete was
unearthing from the liquid pulp the bottle
he had consulted earlier in the day. With-
drawing the cork he upended the slender
neck to his mouth.

Just then, upon the concrete floor of the
big outer room, he heard a trample of foot-
steps. Pete acted with amazing quickness
for one so huge. Jamming the cork back
into the bottle he plunged it down again,
into the ooze and straightened, just as the
investigating party came in, after dra-
matically flinging back the closed door.

They stood looking at Pete. Pete looked
back at them.

“ That's him,” growled Malachi Gregg.
“ That's Slavvery. That's yer man.” Bly,
pushing past a big deputy, surveyed Pete
rather sorrowfully. Either Pete looked
guilty or not guilty, he could not tell which.
Pete’s peculiar face was like that. It was
a poker face. Either Pete could master his
emotions, or he had none.

“ Boys,” boomed Gregg, “ | been watch-
in’ this fellow. Roll up your sleeves and
dig down into this pulp. See what you
find!”

And he indicated the beater beside which
he stood. It was not the beater wherein
Slavvery had cached his bottle.

Uprolling as directed, the deputies dived
into the great round tub in which swam
fragrant wood pulp unstirred by apparatus
for nearly a fortnight. The evidence was
exhumed; an even half dozen bottles of it.

Sheriff Vardaman extended hungry hands.
Gravely he broke a seal. He applied a
private corkscrew and worked with prac-
ticed hand. He sniffed, he tasted, he crowed
with joy.

“ Booze!”

Gravely he turned to Pete.
you are my prisoner!”

Came a clicking. Two of the deputies
had handcuffed Pete. The other two stuffed
their pockets with the evidence, hastily rub-

“ Slavvery,
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bing off the adhering sludge with bits of
burlap which lay round about. The little
party rightabout faced and, with the goggle-
eyed Pete in the center, passed through the
main beater room and went up the stairway
to the big machine room. Trailing the
group came Bly and Mattie Briscoe, Bly
was worried. But for some reason the pretty
face of the boss counter girl wore a look of
quiet amusement.

In years of supervisory service for paper
mills, Bly was not unacquainted with divers
ways of law and order. A bootlegging raid
was new to him. But he had been an ex-
pert witness on one summons and another,
and his evidence had been sometimes called
for, following arrests for strike disorders.

As the crowd reached the booming Four-
drinier which Gregg would captain no more,
a great light illumined the Bly brain, that
had been struggling for just that phenom-
enon. He darted forward, plucking Varda-
nian’s sleeve, halting the parade, while he
faced Pete.

u Slavvery!” squalled the super above the
din, “ do you know what this is all about?”
About them came helpers; the machines ran
as they would.

In the round eyes turned to his was an
abysmal depth of incomprehension as Pete
answered Bly.

“ No. What is it?” And to the dumb-
bell dregs of Pete, Bly believed in him.
Triumphantly he turned to Vardaman.

“ Sheriff,” he squalled, “ you'll be going
off half-cocked once too often. You can't
take this man; you've no real evidence!”

“ Why haven't | evidence?” squealed the
reform sheriff. “ Here’s Slavvery and here
are the bottles!”

“ You got Slavvery without a thing in his
hands! On another man’s say-so! Pete
stood beside Number Two beater; you
searched Number One. He says he knows
nothin’ about this contraband and you ain't
got any proof that he does!”

The sheriff and his deputies, neatly
caught, stared at one another. But now
uprose another voice in a menacing growl,
tinctured with a malignant joy. It was the
voice of Malachi Gregg.

“ Boys, | forgot. | saw Slavvery yester-
day down in that room, when he didn't
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know | was there. You go on back down and
search Number Two beater!”

Now, to the consternation of Cal Ely,
Slawery for the first time revealed a degree
of agitation disconcerting to his loyal
friends.

“ Aw, nix!” bawled Pete, clasping im-
ploring and manacled hands. *“ Nix, boys;
nix!”

However, the deputies were already on
their way. Gregg leered. The sheriff's dis-
may changed subtly to the hungry look.
Pete Slawery groaned while Ely stared at
him as his heart registered woe.

It was so hard to conceive of Pete as
a scoundrel! And these vague innuendoes
of Gregg's, about Pete imbibing from a
bottle, often and alone. So Gregg had spied
upon him, and could testify upon ocular
evidence as to his capacity! Slawery’s
demeanor in this moment of trial left no
doubt in the sorrowful superintendent’s
mind of his guilt. Yet how could he have
contained so much of liquid damnation and
remain sanely on his job?

Now into this tangled situation hurtled a
brand new element. It assumed the form
of a clear, cool, crisp voice, a girl’'s voice.
A true sense of the dramatic little Miss
Mattie Briscoe must have possessed to
“ horn in ” at this particular moment.

“ Sheriff, if you’'ll just back up in a
straight line, and take three paces to the
left, you'll come to two boards next the
wall that look solid. They ain’t. Lift 'em
and see what you find! Exhibits? | got tired
countin’!”

She spoke to Vardaman—but she was
looking at— Malachi Gregg. Never slow to
catch a new angle in a situation, Cal Ely
saw Gregg's face whiten. And he moved
quietly to cut off any sudden ambition Mai
might conceive to leave the premises too
suddenly.

Vardaman had pounced upon the desig-
nated spot, had lifted out the false boards
and was excitedly drawing out from the
space underneath slathers of bottles, replicas
of the half dozen taken from the idle beater
in the depths below7Z With his task only
begun the sheriff rose, approaching Pete.

“You're a sly dog,” he squawked, “ if
you don’t look it!”
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“ Hold your horses! ” commanded Mattie
Briscoe. “ Can’'t you see yet that they've
planted Pete Slawery? Snap out of it! |
saw something suspicious a week ago; since
then I've kept count. There are six men in
on it that I've seen. For the last six nights
they've fed out bottles to just thirty men
and they've charged every one of 'em an
even seven dollars and eighty-five cents a
throw. Being near the border hammers the
price down. Last night I heard two men,
over by the coal dump, plottin’ to call you
in, sheriff, and plant Pete here. | didn't
know one of 'em. But I'll swear in any
court you ever saw that Mai Gregg here,
was the other! I've been countin’ the days
to get even with this big stiff for insultin’
me!”

Then suddenly, into this melee, intruded
a yowling and lugubrious sound, an un-
earthly bleating, an outcry weirder than
any contributed by the synchronized and
whirring triumph of man’s mechanical skill
that was the Fourdrinier.

At last dumb old Pete Slawery had
caught the humor of the situation. And
he was laughing his famous gargoyle laugh,
heard about once a year; laughing like a
sardonic hyena, full in the disgruntled Mala-
chi Gregg's dismayed face.

Then Gregg went mad with hate and
baffled malice. The laugh of Slawery
snapped the thin thread of surviving sense.
There stood the fat, manacled dodderhead
—and before the sheriff or Bly could pre-
vent the cowardly act, Gregg’'s mighty right
fist flashed and smashed Slawery full in
the face.

Nobody had ever knocked Pete down.
Now, despite the power of the blow, he did
not even stagger. While the blood spurted,
spreading from his flattened nose, he stared
stupidly at Gregg— and continued to laugh.
Beside himself Gregg struck blindly again;
his foot slipped on the wet floor; he went
caroming off Pete’s protuberant belly into
the snarling Fourdrinier; there was a yell
of mortal agony.

It was lucky for Gregg that the machine
tender who had relieved him stood far down,
close to the levers. Like an ape he sprang
to them at that agonized scream. They
dragged Gregg, in his gory finery, from the
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murderous dryer rolls with what are figured
as minor casualties in the grim paper mak-
ing business.

He suffered only a cracked rib and the
loss of half of his right hand.

Fellow workmen had him stretched on a
strip of burlap farther up the floor, when
the deputies appeared bearing the additional
evidence desired for the incrimination of
Slawery.

At sight of the sleuths advancing with the
object that the foremost held gingerly by
the neck, Slawery displayed renewed agita-
tion that the hard fist of Gregg had not
been able to induce.

“ Only one bottle in the whole dang tub,”
bawled the deputy to the sheriff, “ but that
looks to be half empty!”

Greedily Vardanian reached for the ex-
hibit. Perhaps, after all, Slawery could also
be implicated! He drew out the cork; he
smelled, scowled and tasted. He spat out
the mixture with every appearance of dis-
taste. He looked on the sides of the bottle,
but the original label had been soaked off
in the sludge of the vat.

“ For Pete’'s sake!” he screamed at
Slawery above the never resting din, “ what
is this stuff?”

Slavvery’s reply, given with the bashful-
ness of either a young boy or a man in love,
will live forever in the traditions of Black-
water.

He rolled hoop eyes, above a bloody face,
at the listening Mattie Briscoe. He stood
on one foot like an ostrich. He clasped
manacled hands in pensive fashion.

“ | was doin’ it for her,” he yodled. “ She
thought | was a trifle too hefty to think o’
marryin’ yet. | been takin' it on the sly
for weeks. It’s anti-fat!”

While Gregg lay groaning farther up the
floor, Bly and the asserr bled machine ten-
ders and backtenders hugged one another
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and wept with merriment. Sheriff Varda-
man looked lost. Mattie Briscoe, with color
flaming, walked straight up to the simper-
ing Pete Slawery and bit off cold words
with cruel, tiny, white teeth,

“ Pete, you big blatherskite!” she grated,
if Gregg hadn’t beat you up already, I'd
jam that darned old bottle down your fat
throat!”

Whereupon, with militant dignity,
marched away from there.

A half hour later Calvin Calomel Bly
came upon William Elder, the goat bearded
patriarch, in the tool house at the end of
the lawn, William was putting up his lawn
mower.

In the cold eyes of the superintendent
dawned an expression that was new for
William. It was one of uncertainty, almost
of distrust. The strange events of the after-
noon, since their discussion of the morning,
wholly justified this change in Bly’s mind.
He had believed this goatish old philosopher
pretty nearly infallible. How, now?

“ William,” quoth Bly severely, “ Gregg's
on his way to jail with three fingers gone.
Slawery’s gone home to plaster his nose.
You know everything, don’'t you?”

“ Eyuh.” William stroked his whiskers.

“ Last thing you told me this momin’,”
pursued Bly in challenge, “ was that if the
fool sheriff ever got after Pete Slawery he
was due to find out somethin’.”

fWell,” placidly, “ he did, didn't he?”

“ What did he find?”

“ The right feller.”

Then the stare of Calvin became a real
tribute. William wagged a sage gray head.

“ If you'd ever used your head, Cal, you'd
know Pete was honest. He’s too danged
iggorunt to be anything else.”

And Bly went away from there more
than ever convinced that in wisdom Solomon
never had anything on William!

she,
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By JACK BECHDOLT

EORGE KAY stood uncertainly on
G the outside of a gate, regarding it
with a glazed eye that saw little.

Though the day was in late fall and bit-
ter he was without a hat, his thin coat blew
open and he had torn loose the collar of his
shirt to bare his throat and chest, for the
man was burning up within.

George Kay’s shoes were covered with
mud and soaked with water and his trouser
legs were wet and muddy almost to the
knees, for he-had been through fields a- d
ditches in his erratic progress from a for
gotten past toward a dubious future. | e
weaved a little dizzily as he studied the
gate with his brilliant, stupid eyes and one
might easily be excused for thinking the
big, hulking, bedraggled and bareheaded
fellow more than slightly drunk with liquor.

There had been other gates in the little
town of Milledge, one in particular, an
iron gate between high granite pillars and
a savage dog in the yard beyond it. There
had been doors, too, doors of prosperous

small town houses and humble cottage
doors, of many colors and kinds and sizes,
but alike in that they had invariably
slammed in his face before his thick tongue
could explain how it was with him.

This last gate was at the edge of the
little town. There was no other house ex-
cept the garage at the bend of the road.
It was a gate of wooden slats, several
broken off and the remainder badly in need
of paint.

George got the gate open, or it opened
of its own accord—at least he seemed to
float through it with a curious effect of
levitation. Then he found himself facing
a girl. Her face was etched clearly in his
consciousness for a moment, not a pretty
face perhaps, but very vital and comforting
to a fainting soul. He noted the girl was
tanned like a gypsy and there was a spatter
of freckles across the bridge of her short
nose. Her eyes were dark and looked on
him with an alert interest, a little startled
but not unfriendly.
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“ Lady,” George whispered.
excuse. I—I1—"

The old, bothersome weakness took his
knees and he was conscious of failing for-
ward a vast distance.

But he did not fall, for in reality the
long, strong arms of Patricia McGurl, eldest
Of the six young McGurls, received him.
Though his weight was staggering Patricia
braced her active, coltlike legs and held him
at the cost of all her strength. She got
him braced against the fence and regarded

“ Lady—

him closely.

“ Glory!” she exclaimed, “ you're not
drunk at all!”

“ Sick,” George Kay whispered feebly.

“ Sick—help me—"

He sagged against the fence without
further speech, propped at a perilous balance
and Patricia McGurl studied her find. He
was not any young man of Milledge. A
stranger. A handsome stranger, too! The
fever had given his face a flush and the
blinded eyes were large and brilliant.
“ Glory!” said Patricia, “ he looks like
Doug Fairbanks—just a little!”

The sick man’s breathing was rasping and
erratic. He threatened at any moment to
collapse on the wet ground. The chilly
wind whipped at him and a few drops of
rain fell. “ You'll catch your death out
here!” Patricia cried. “ Come along; yes,
you've got to.”

She got one of George’s arms wound
about her slender shoulder and rvith her
other encircled him, half dragging, half sup-
porting him. Patricia had in mind the
bam. It was to the bam she took the
various waifs and strays she had nursed—
a long succession of lame dogs, sick cats, a
bird with a broken wing, even a vagrant
goat. Welcoming the strays was the thing
Patricia McGurl did best, but her family
did not acclaim her for it. Recalling the
clamor of protest over her last adventure
with the goat she had grave doubts even as
she urged the sick man onward.

But at the cottage door she paused. For
shame, to lodge the stranger in a stable with
the goat! The poor young man, so sick
and handsome! The best was none too good
for him! Patricia led the patient stumbling
into the front parlor and got him on the
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sofa, glad that the other McGurls were not
at home to interfere.

She felt the fever in the man’s burning,
dry cheeks and tried with a cloth and water
to cool it. After that she was at a loss.
The big bulk of George Kay sprawled un-
couthly on the sofa. His eyes were open
but without intelligence. Every breath cost
him a struggle. Every inch of him looked
ill.

So young, so good to look upon and so
in need of help! Patricia took on a great
responsibility. She went to the party line
telephone and called Dr. Reed.

Thus the McGurls discovered themselves
possessed of a guest, a guest like to die—
sure to die if he was moved out again.
The doctor was specific on that point. “ His
one chance is to stay where he is. If you
want his death on your head, throw him
out,” he said grimly.

The wrath of Al McGurl passed all
bounds. “ Who's to pay for all this?” he
bellowed. “ Answer that? Who's to pay?
Not me, by all that's holy—"

The doctor shrugged. *“ Well, McGurl,
I'll gamble my time. If I pull him through
I guess | can collect from him, somehow—"

“ Food, nurses, medicine, you think that
grows on trees for poor folks like us?”
McGurl wailed.

“ I'll nurse him,” Patricia announced. “ |
can do it—"

“You!” her father roared. *“ You, with-
out any more sense than to bring him in
here! You that goes around the country
collecting every half dead mongrel—"”

“ | can do it,” Patricia affirmed. “ Didn’t
| cure the goat?”

“ 1 think she can do it,” Dr. Reed agreed.
“ She’s young and strong. Fortunately it’s
pneumonia and no danger to you.”

Al McGurl seized his head in his two
hands and howled while his wife sat with
her apron over her eyes and the young Mc-
Gurls shrank into comers and under the
furniture.

Patricia turned on him.
a black shame!” she cried. “ And that poor
young man in there like to die. Be still
now! Be still! 1 won't have it!” She ap-
proached her father with fire in her black
eyes, stamping her foot angrily.

* Shame on you,
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Al McGurl suddenly held his breath.
When his eldest daughter looked like that
he was afraid.

“ Doctor, the young man will stay,”
Patricia said with dignity. “ Nobody can
say that the McGurls turned a fellow crea-
ture out to die in the ditch. Now, hush
your row, all of you.” She quit the kitchen
where this conference was being held, clos-
ing the door to the sick room with sig-
nificant finality.

“ That girl will make a good nurse—a
splendid nurse,” the doctor approved. He,
too, vanished to give her instructions. Al
McGurl uttered a hollow groan and trans-
ferred his anger to his patient wife.

Patricia's face was the first thing George
Kay recognized after an interminable con-
fusion of time. That alert, vital, tanned
little visage with its sprinkle of freckles
across the short nose was his first link be-
tween past and present. It recalled the
gate with the broken palings and a dim
memory of the little town and its other in-
hospitable gates. But beyond that was
only a dim confusion, a nightmare of muddy
fields,, of falls into ditches, nothing more.
It made his head pain fearfully to try to
piece all that together.

The man’s strength came back readily.
His convalescence was satisfactory to Dr.
Reed and a source of vast pride to Patricia,
who had added one more triumph to her
long list of patients including the goat. But
his memory halted peculiarly at the recol-
lection of the town and its gates and
Patricia.

“ He’s nothing but a half wit!” A1 Mc-
Gurl exclaimed in disgust. “ They'll be
taking him off to the asylum!”

Dr. Reed shook his head. “ He’s all
right. Perfectly sane and normal, never
fear. It's only his memory that’'s gone and
that's probably the fever. It will wear off
in time. Why, he’s talking already about
finding some kind of work so he-can pay
off the expense lie's caused us—"

McGurl brightened. “ Is he now? Sure,
I'll have a little talk with the fellow. |
can use a hand in the garage— "
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“ A fine idea,” the doctor agreed. “ Only
see he has light work for a while—"

“ He can mind the gas pump,” McGurl
decided. “ Later, maybe he can be of use
to me. He looks strong. If he's any good
he can board with us and I'll pay him—
let's see—ten dollars a week. [I'll keep
half of it toward my expense and give you
the other half on your bill,” he added grim-
ly, “ and I'll see that the big bum earns it! ”

“ 1 guess you'll do that,” the doctor con-
ceded dryly.

1.

They called him George, for he could re-
member no other name. He took up his
duties in the garage with a will, eager to re-
pay his debt. He made his home in the
bam where the goat had lived, converting
an old storeroom into passable quarters.

Al McGurl saw to it that he earned his
ten dollars a week. George was made a
very useful man. Besides supplying gas,
oil and water to the many cars that stopped,
he was given plenty of hard, dirty jobs.
When a car was to be washed, George
washed it. Such mucky tasks as draining
crank cases and cleaning out the drip pans
fell to him without argument, and he ac-
cepted them without question.

George was strong, too, incredibly strong.
When McGurl had occasion to put a car
on trestles to get at the gears or the rear
end, he no longer used jacks or chain gear.
He called In George who bowed his back
and lifted.

George was strong, but slow and hope-
lessly clumsy with hands and head. Before
the mechanical problems of machinery he
was helpless, fit to do exactly what he was
told to do and no more; utterly incapable
of putting together what he took apart.

“ Look at that, will you?” McGurl would

rave. “ Can’t even trust you to get a gasket
on right! Gada'mighty, what butter fin-
gers—"”

“ I'm not a mechanic, Mr. McGurl—"

“ No, and you never will be! Hell!”

McGurl growled and grumbled and drove
and taunted from dawn to dark. He was
collecting his debt with interest. George
bore with him for he acknowledged the ob-
ligation.
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And ihe rest of Milledge was inclined to
take McGurl's appraisal of him. George
had nothing in common with the young fel-
lows of the little village. He held himself
aloof, spending what little leisure he had
alone in long walks or in his bam lodging.
There was a difference there, a sharply
marked difference. George referred to the
village youths as “ Towners.” There was
not so much contempt in the term as a
sense of distinct difference.

* What's towners?” Patricia asked.

George looked dazed. “ Why— towners,
that's all. Just towners.”

He had a fight with one of the young
loafers who sometimes honored the garage
with their presence. Resenting a remark
made in Patricia’s presence he went into
action and had his vast strength been given
the opportunity somebody would have got
badly hurt. But the loafer could box
passably and George was ridiculously out-
classed, for all his muscle. Patricia stopped
the fight.

She leaped between the combatants, her
eyes wide with anger, her hair flying. “ You
can find something better than a sick man
to fight, 1 think,” she cried scathingly. “ Go
home and beat your mother, Hod Graham!”

She surveyed the disappearing, crestfallen
group with scorn. “ The dirty towners,”
she snorted.

George, shamefacedly bathing his braised
eye at the faucet, looked up to grin grate-
fully.

So Milledge wrote him down as a harm-
less, form of half-wit, to be laughed at,
but not in the presence of Patricia McGurl.

For Patricia believed in George all the
time. George was her own personal triumph,
far more thrilling than the reclaimed goat.
He was her star patient. When he would
let her, Patricia would follow him anywhere.
She delighted to run over to the garage and
talk to him as he labored. She delighted
to take walks with him. She discussed all
of her numerous and kaleidoscopic plans,
hopes and aspirations with George, when
George had time to listen.

Patricia was going on seventeen and
young for her age. She had yet that colt-
like look with her black hair usually flying
loose and her legs too long for her skirts.
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She was without self-consciousness or femi-
nine guile—a sexless person of mad, gener-
ous impulses, wrapped up in this queer piece
of human flotsam she had saved from the
grave.

Patricia came into the garage on a March
afternoon, tossing her hair and muttering
aloud in sputters of indignation. George
concealed beneath a car at one of his grimy
tasks saw her pace the floor and heard her
angry declaration, “ They make me sick,
the towners. Nothing but smart Aleck
towners, that's what they are!”

“ Who makes you sick, kid?” he inquired,
emerging into view.

“ Everybody,” Patricia declared. “ Every-
body. Hod Graham and all the boys, yes,
and my father and all the rest of 'em, too,
all but Dr. Reed—"

“ What they been doing to you, Patsy?”

“ Nothing!” She flushed and scuffled her
boot toe across the floor. “ Yes, they did,
too!” she amended. *“ They laughed at
you, that's what. They were all down in
the post office and I went in for the mail
and somebody— it was Hod Graham— made
a smart crack about you. He said | always
had some kind of a sick goat around tire
place, but this last one | found didn’t even
have sense enough to put up a fight—"

“ He did?” George asked thoughtfully.

“ Yes, but I guess | got even! 1 just lit
in and told them they didn’t begin to know
anything about you, and when you got back
your memory this little town would be
pretty sick to find out who you really are—"”

“ You told 'em that, kid?”

“You bet | did. I just lit into them! * If
you weren't nothing but a lot of hicks and
towners | guess you'd recognize a person of
some importance when you see one,’ | told
them—"

“ Hunh!” George said doubtfully. “ Pat,
do you honestly think I'm as good as all
that?”

“ Of course, you are. Anybody can see
you don’t belong in a place like this—any-
body with sense. Oh, George, don’t you re-
member yet what it is you used to be?
Think, George, think hard!”

George rubbed his dirty face with a dirt-
ier hand. “ God!” he groaned, “ don't I
try. But it 'll come back all right. The
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doc says to give it time.
back!”

Patricia sighed. Then she brightened.
u Oh, boy, when you do remember! George,
it's kind of like a fairy story, isn’'t it? You
remember about the prince that was made
into a toad by an old watch and then when
they took the spell off him and he came out
of the toad skin all in silk and satins and
jewels—oh, boy! We'll have the laugh on
this town then—"

“ You tell 'em, kid!” George agreed. “ I
was something good, I know that. | had
talent, | tell you! 1 can feel it in me. Some
day we'll have the laugh on them all, Pat.”

“ Hunh! the towners!”. Patricia’'s eyes
sparkled with fierce pride in the anticipation.

A funny kid! George couldn’t think of
her without feeling a lump in his throat and
a foolish moisture in his eyes. A funny,
freckle-faced little devil. She had saved
his life and now her friendship and belief
in him was about all that kept him from
going off his nut altogether what with the
loneliness of this alien little hole and the
drudgery of canceling his debt to it. A
funny little kid!

An automobile horn squawked impatient-
ly from the road. “ Somebody after gas,”
George observed.

“1'll go,” Patricia volunteered.
with your job.”

George, busied with his work, was aware
of several distant voices and then Patricia’s
tones raised suddenly: “ Yes, you will, too,
pay for that gas and oil, Hod Graham! My
father says—"” She broke off with a sharp
cry,'™ George!”

George came at a run.

A small light roadster stood by the gas
pump, Hod Graham's little, cheap car and
it was Graham’s face that peered out, jeer-
ing at the girl who demanded payment.
The machine started away from the pump,
Graham laughing uproariously.

The car was in low gear, rolling past
George. Then it ceased to roll. Though
the engine kept on and the wheels scuffed
up the gravel the car stood still. George
had reached out a big hand and caught at
the spare tire carrier in the rear.

George bowed his back. The rear of
the car left the ground, its wheels buzzing

It’'s got to come

“ Go on
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angrily. George trundled it back to the
garage door and dropped it with a slam.

Before the astonished driver could do
anything, George reached in, wound his
hand in Graham'’s coat collar and lifted him
out, kicking and waving his arms. Hod
Graham was helpless in his grip and near to
strangulation. His face was red and his
eyes stuck out with fear.

“ Apologize and pay the girl,”
growled.

“ 1 was only funning, Patricia,” Graham

George

gasped. “ Here!” he proffered the price of
the gas and oil.

“ That'll do,” George conceded, and
tossed him idly to one side. Graham went
stumbling.

“ There, kid,” said George grinning, “ I
guess that'll teach him your sick goat isn’t
dead yet—"

“ George!” Patricia screamed and point-
ed behind him.

Hod Graham had fetched up in the heap
of scrap iron beside the garage door and
he seized the first convenient weapon, a
slender steel brake rod. Graham poised the
rod to deal George a wicked blow as the
latter whirled about. The rod -caught
George on the shoulder and his hand closed
over it, twisting it from Graham’s clutch.

George stared curiously at the slender
rod, holding it between his outstretched
fists. Almost quicker than the eye could
follow his hands performed an evolution.
The straight rod doubled into a loop. An-
other manipulation and another loop, trans-
forming the bar into a neat steel bowknot
before Graham’s staring eyes.

George shook the thing in Graham'’s face.

mNext time I'll bend one of these around
your head,” he said sternly. “ Now, get
out.”

Graham'’s little car went buzzing down
the road. George looked at the twisted
brake rod, examining it thoughtfully. His
eyes began to shine. “ Pat!” he exclaimed,
a queer vibration of excitement in his tone.
“ Pat, I've got it now—1 remember who
I am—"

“ Oh, George!”

George beamed. *“ You were right, kid..
I'm some good after all. I'm something
you can be proud of—"”
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“ Oh, George, what—"

“ 1 felt all the time | never belonged in
a dump like this!” George beamed. “ I
got talent, all kinds of talent—"”

“ Oh, George—"

.“ It was that brought it all back to me,”
George said, indicating the iron bowknot
he had tied. He bowed grandly before her,
the twisted steel confection extended for
her approval. “ | am an actor, Pat.”

V.

George pledged the girl to secrecy.

“ We'll show these towners!” he prom-
ised, while Patricia glowed. *“ We'll give
this dump something to talk about. You
wait and see! You're sure that show comes

every year—"
“ Every May,” Patricia promised eager-
ly. “ And it's swell, too—"

“ Yeah, a good show,” George agreed
with patronizing air. “ A pretty fair little
outfit, though I've played with better.
Why, | had ten weeks with Pantages cir-
cuit, one winter! But this will do. [I'll
write 'em to-day, sure. And mind you,
don’t spill a word, not a hint, kid—"

“ Cross my heart,” Patricia promised.
“ George, 1'd die before I let on one word!
Oh, boy!”

George wrote his letter. In time an an-
swer came. He let Patricia look at it one
day when they were alone in the garage.
It was on beautiful paper, the envelope and
letter head embossed in four colors and
gold. Its contents were entirely satisfac-
tory.

Later an express package came to George
and was received by him without explana-
tion and locked up in his little room.

“ That big bum is framing something on
me,” Al McGurl confided to his family.
“ He's up to some devilment. Patricia, |
bet you know—"

“ Why, father!” Patricia exclaimed, sud-
denly dignified, “ as if 1 had the slightest
personal! concern with the private affairs of
a mere roughneck like George!”

McGurl thumped the dinner table for
emphasis while he scowled on them all.
“ I'll just say this,” he promised, “ and you
can tell it to George if you feel like it: If
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that tramp figures he’s going to light out of
here before he’s paid me every cent he owes,
he’s got another guess coming. | can have
the law, if I've a mind to!”

On a mild night of early April, Patricia
found George sitting alone in the dusk on
the bench before the garage door. His chin
was cupped In his hand and his cold pipe
clenched between his teeth. George grunt-
ed scarcely audible answers to the girl’s
conversation, staring straight ahead of him
into the dusk, his face drawn with pain.

Patricia asked finally, “ George, what's
the matter with you. Isn’'t everything go-
ing to be all right?”

“ It's the damn frogs croaking that way,”
Ge'orge muttered. “ | never heard anything
so lonesome in my life. Seems like | just
can't stand this hole another minute. 1|'ve
got to go, Pat—"

“ Oh, you can’'t!” Patricia whispered
desperately. “ George, you wouldn’'t run
away now—and never let these towmers
know who you are? You wouldn’t let them
laugh at me all my life—"

“ It's awful!” George groaned. “ I'm
not used to it. 1 was brought up in the
show business, Pat—crowds of folks—a lot
of lights and noise—and bands playing—"”

He broke off as a freight whistled on the
distant railroad grade, its mournful, mys-
terious wailing singing to a vagrant heart
of far places beyond the horizon of Mill-
edge.

“ Oh, God!”
ered his face.

Patricia clutched his arm as if to prevent
flight. She pleaded eagerly, “ But you'll
stay, won't you? You're going to show
these towners you're somebody, aren’t you?
You'll stay— for me?”

“1'll stay,” George promised. “ You
bet we’ll show them! But gosh, kid, you
don't know howr hard it is when a man’s
been in the show business all his life, used
to the bright lights and all—an actor with
talent buried in this little dump—"

“ Oh, don't I1? And | suppose you think
I like this little hole!”

“ Hunh!” said George, surprised at this
new notion. “ Wiry, you always lived here,
Pat—"

“ It's nothing but a mud hole!” Patricia

George shuddered and cov-
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cried angrily.
hick towners!

“ Nothing in it but a lot of
| hate it. I'll get away, too,

some day, you see if | don't!”
“ Now, look,” George said, all big
brother. “ That's not a nice way for a girl

to talk. You forget that stuff, see? And
run along in, now; your ma’s calling you.”

V.

Early in May every shed and barn in
Milledge blossomed with the rainbow bill-
ing for Marker’'s Mammoth Shows and Car-
nival of Wonders. The youth of the little
town greeted this blooming with rapt at-
tention and mounting enthusiasm, and the
oldsters were not far behind, for Milledge
boasted few amusements, not even a regular
movie. Of all the admirers of this pictorial
art none was so enthralled as Patricia Mc-
Gurl, whose bosom was near to bursting
with the momentous secret she shared only
with George.

Marker's shows came eventually, on a
perfect day, and the countryside for miles
about turned toward Milledge and the tent-
ed wonders. Al McGurl decided to take
his entire family, since he had been given
passes in recognition of a small repair job
to one of the wagons.

“1 guess George has got sense enough
to sell gas and oil for one afternoon,” he
announced.

“ Can't he see the show?”
wailed.

See the show? Say, what the hell! |
don’t pamper any bums around this place!
Your big tramp gets sick on us, then lives
off us all winter, and now you think I ought
to take him to a show?a If he's got.any
idea in his head like that I'll tell him where
he'gets off!”

Patricia contented herself with telling
them all that it was a dirty, mean trick.
So terrible was the excitement she labored
under she could scarcely act her part any
longer.

She found time to slip over to the garage
before the family left for the show grounds.
George was puttering about in his faded,
oil smeared, denim overalls. His face and
hands were dirty, his hair tousled. It was
almost incredible that that rough exterior

Patricia
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could harbor such refined and splendid
talent. Patricia had an awful moment of
doubt.

“ Will you sure come?” she whispered.
“ Honest? Will you do it?”

“ Absolutely,” George promised heartily.

Patricia stared at him enthralled in wor-
ship. Her black eyes were big with excite-
ment, her black hair flying—a coltish, long
legged little girl, every inch of her. “ Oh,
George!” she cried shakily, and her lip be-
gan to quiver. She ran away to hide her
eyes.

The McGurls had splendid reserved
seats, close up, where they could see every-
thing. All Milledge was in the tent, and
Patricia passed Hod Graham and his cro-
nies with a contemptuous toss of her head
and proudly curling lip.

The band blared, the flap of the dressing
tent lifted and the parade circled the tent.
The show was on. Patricia didn't see it.
To her it was a mad confusion of sound
and movement while she waited breathless,
her fingers twining with anxiety. Every
breath hurt her like a knife.

“ Laydees and genl’'men, your attention
is kindly in-vit-ed to the center stage, if you
please!”

The ringmaster's stentorian voice drew
every eye while the band hushed and the
rings cleared.

“ We take pleas-ure in pre-sent-ing for
the first time in your litt-le cit-y the world
re-nowned and fam-ous Mon-see-yur
George-es De Kay in his breath tak-ing
feats of strength and daring! Lad-ees and
Genl’'men, Mon-see-yur De Kay!”

The band crashed a chord.

Patricia McGurl had gone white. She
leaned far out, half rising from her seat,
the black eyes blazing.

The tent was silent in this great moment,
silent except for the maddening drone of
the candy butchers, “ Peanuts, popcorn and
cones! Get 'em red hot, folks!”

“ Mon-see-yur De Kay!” the ringmaster
repeated and stared about him anxiously.

Somebody laughed, then somebody else,
excited to mirth by the stage wait.

“ Gada’mighty!” Al McGurl snarled, ris-
ing suddenly. “ Look't him — there’s
George!”
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“ George!” Patricia shrieked.
All the McGurls stared, rising hastily.
All about people stared with them.

“ The big bum!” McGurl choked, his
face red with anger. “ Gone and jumped
the job. I'll show him something—"

Regardless of clutching hands, Al Mc-
Gurl climbed the rope barrier and went into
the ring as George, emerging from some-
where under the seats, trotted Ileisurely
across the open toward the center stage.
Al McGurl, following with shouts of ven-
geance, was hurled back by an alert ring
hand and bade to go sit down.

Then all Milledge began to
“ George!”

It was a roar of derision, with catcalls
and shouts of laughter. But George, stand-
ing alone on the center stage, spotlighted
in his greasy overalls, merely smiled pro-
fessionally, bowed, and seizing his greasy
mechanic’s cap, sent it sailing into the tent
top. He kicked with infinite grace and a
shoe went sailing off, then the other. One
writhing contortion and the grimed clothes
fell from him and were kicked aside.
George Kay stood revealed before their as-
tonished gaze, a figure of gleaming, rippling
muscles in red tights and spangles, at home
amid the shining apparatus of a circus
strong man.

After a long, painful gasp, Milledge
shouted again, and twice as loud, a shout of
applause. George Kay bowed low with
hands outspread and began to do his stuff.

roar,

V1.

Al McGurl received a fifty-dollar bill
from George with awe. “ You didn’'t have
to be in any sweat about that, honest Mr.
Kay,” he protested anxiously. “You
were always welcome at our house, you
know—"

“ Thanks,” George said grimly. “ | guess
I know how welcome | was with you. |
did the work of a twenty-five-dollar man
for ten—and 1'd be working till next
Christmas paying off what you think I owe
you, if you had your way.”

He turned to Dr. Reed, proffering an-
other bill. You treated me white, doc.
Much obliged—"
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“ But why on earth didn’t you tell us?”
the doctor exclaimed. “ How long since you
remembered this— "

“ Quite some time,” George admitted.
“ 1 kept it dark on account of a particular
lady friend of mine.” He grinned at the
beaming Patricia.

“ 1 was filling in a few weeks with a car-
nival outfit that played over in Davenport
last fall,” George explained. *“ 1 came
down sick and they took me to a hospital.
I guess my watch and papers are still in
the safe, there. But | got the nutty idea
the show was pulling out, and they couldn’t
go on without my act. | wandered off and
tried to follow them, and that's how | got
here.”

“ And here we had a famous man in
town all winter and never knew it at all!”
McGurl gasped.

“1 knew it all the time!” his daughter
declared shrilly. “ 1 told you so, too, but
nobody ever will listen to me!”

George turned on her with a nod of con-
firmation. “ 1 guess maybe they’ll listen
to you after this! Come on, Patsy, you
and me xvill take a little walk.”

George Kay ate supper with the McGurls,
an honored guest. He did all the talking,
nothing loath to tell them how good he
really was, and the many places he had
been and the brilliant people he knew. He
had to take his leave early for the night
show. “ But I'll be back to say good-by
before the train pulls out,” he promised.
“You'll be waiting, Pat?”

Patricia nodded shyly.

But when George returned to pay his
last respects to the McGurls the family was
assembled, all but Patricia. They could
not find her. Shouts and search availed
nothing.

George had to go, finally. *“ It's funny;
damn funny,” he muttered, alone in the
night, bag in hand. “ | thought the kid
really liked me. | sure did!”

He paused uncertainly, strolling toward
the garage.

The frogs were singing and a distant
freight engine sent its mysterious, beckon-
ing hoot echoing across the quiet, sleeping
countryside. “ God!” George shuddered.
“ YTiat a hole!”
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He allowed himself the luxury of a mo-
ment alone on that bench before the garage
where he had sat so many lonely nights,
hating the frogs’ chorus. Something sniffled
in the darkness and tried to slip away.

George caught a thin wrist and clung to
it while the girl struggled like a wild thing.

“ Pat!” he exclaimed. *“ Why, kid, 1
came to tell you good-by, and | dam near
missed seeing you! Listen, Patsy, promise
you won't forget me—"

“ 1 will!” she whispered venomously.

“1'll be coming back, you know! [I'll
make it a point to join out with this show
next spring—just to see you again—"

“You won't find me here! Think I'm
going to sit on this bench waiting-—waiting
all my life—listening to those d-damn
frogs. | will not. And I hope I never see
you again—"

“ Why, kid!”
“ Why, Pat—"

“Let go of me! Let me go. Go on,
you’ll miss your train!” She fluttered in
his grasp, her face averted. *“ Go away,”

George exclaimed, hurt.

she choked, “ I despise you — despise
you—"
George Kay slipped an arm about her

THE
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shoulders, holding her fast, turning her face
toward him. His free hand found and
lighted a match. He held it up, staring into
her eyes.

“ Good Lord!” he said shakily.
Lord, Patsy!”

Something had happened in those few
minutes, some enchantment of the night,
an enchantment that made his own butter-
fly transformation a cheap and tawdry
showman'’s trick.

It was not the funny, freckle nosed, coit-
like girl George Kay saw. The face was
Patricia’s, but another Patricia—a woman
grown—with a woman’s capacity to love
and sorrow showing through those tragic
eyes.

“ Kid,” George whispered shakily, “ I
know! We love each other, that's it!
You'll come with me?”

Patricia pressed her face against his

“ Good

shoulder, bunting him with her head.
*Yes.”
“ Then hustle like the devil!” George

cried. “ We got to tell your folks and
beat it for that train. Minister to-morrow,
next town we make. And Pat! What an
act we'll do together, you and me!”

END
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YOU ARE NOT MINE

Y O U are not mine.

The sea with all its mournful

1 Gay might, belongs not to the waiting shores.
You are not mine, oh, insolent and scornful,
You are not mine—but I—oh, | am yours!

Mary Carolyn Davies.

10 A



ARGOSY-ALLSTORY—ADVERTISING SECTION

Below Par-7?

than Ona%aftaige(ed t ?cpAml](?l:ﬂH @”ﬁ e hln

et if onI

V\Bsn Ice EEOI qc
&r?é%t n‘%/entc[ S%[ re nat lracle:
N a aay, am plCture
(An extract from a letter from MrS. Arthur R. Pagnam

R. F. D. No. 29, Stamford, Conn.)

In
Yeﬁ)<st Eﬁ? ?Nlth a gass of

(Afra. Ella Fitzgerald, of
Ypailanti, Michigan)

from constipation, lowered
vitality, skin and stomach
disorders?

Boundless energy in this
simple fresh food!

HESE remarkable reports are typical
of thousands of similar tributes to
Fleischmann’s Yeast.
There is nothing mysterious about its action.
It is not a “ cure-all,” not a medicine in any
sense. But when the body is choked with the
poisons of constipation—or when its vitality
is low so that skin, stomach and general health
are affected—this simple natural food achieves
literally amazing results.
Concentrated in every cake of Fleisch-
mann’s Yeast are millions of tiny yeast-plants,
alive and active.

,'At once they go to work—invigorating the
whole system, clearing the skin, aiding diges-
tion, strengthening the intestinal muscles and
making them healthy and active.

vV r

Dissolve one cake in a glass of water just
hot enough to drink—before breakfast and at
bedtime. Fleischmann’s Yeast when taken
this way i9 especially effective in overcoming
or preventing constipation. Or cat 2 or 3
cakes a day — spread on bread or crackers —
dissolved in fruit juices or milk — or eat it
plain. Fleischmann’s Yeast for Health comes
only in the tinfoil package — it cannot be pur-
chased in tablet form. All grocers have it.
Start eating it today! You can order several
cakes at a time, for Yeast will keep fresh ina
cool, dry place for two or three days.

Write us for further information, or let us
send you a free copy of our latest booklet on
Yeast for Health. Address: Health Research
Dept. Z-13, The Fleischmann Company, 701
Washington St., New York.

AR
tr indll ogt1 con-
Fﬁt?Bau nel e ||%. |
elsc

namwer

S |n
nze— |g£lesra &]IEI]]'E
|on or sone a%
Rarmﬁ'ﬂ et

(A letter from Mr. W. L. King
of Washington, D. C.)

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

DIAMONDS WATCHES
CASHOrCREDIT

Diamond™*
GUARANTEED

Weimport Diamonds directirom
Europe and sell directby m

Send Foe
Free Catalog

O ver 2,000 illustrations Gl

1 Blae White .perTaAl perfect -cut iDiamond-setd ewelry, Watch-
| fect-cut.Diamond \ *% Diamond. Th es. Wrist Watches, Pearls.
ISolid 18-V White I\Sﬁes? Bags. g.}verwaye Letc.
\Gold ~ Price $100YW entprepaid for vo
A Terms: 510 dowo,|r EXAMINATION
\then then V| TERMS' Gooda delivered
x 11 on first payment
2nD 00 tenth of purchase prlce

: balance in equal amounts
VA W**kj within eight manths payable

ekly, semi-monthly, or
-* munthly atyour convenience
Money back Iffnot satisfied

isKj

All Platinum, $25 up With Dia-

monds: Three Diamonds,$65;five

Diamonds,$80; seven Diamonds, fc]©. 16 — W rist Watch, Solid 18 - k

£ "N $ S + .# 2 &Sifi White Gold, 11 Jewels S27.BO.

White or Green Gold, $5.00 up, 14-k, 15 Jewels, $24.85
Railroad Watches—Guaranteed to Pass Inspection

HAMILTON No 992 21 Jewels. Adjusted to 5 positions . Gold $ C c
filled 26-Year C
ELGIN'S LATEST RAYMOND 21 Jewejs SAdjuS(mentS Rnns $ g g

| THE OLD RELIABLE
- N _ _ ORIGINAL
IBROS.fcCOe f?V8 CREDITIEWELERS

Dept. K¥139 108 N. State Street, Chicago, Illinois
Stores in Leading Cities

EasytoPlay

EasytoPay

rSfue

SAXOPHO
Easiest of all instruments to la
BEENNE KR EEER and one of the most beautll)fu?,
Director Bennie Three first lessons sent free give
Krueger and His you a quick easy start In afew
Orchestra. Brun»* weeks you can be playing popular
wick Records. tunes ~ You can take your place in

a band or orchestra in 90 days, | if
you so desire. Most popular in*
strument for dance orchestras,
home entertainments, church,
Iodge and school. A Saxophone
dyer is always popular socially

has many opportunities to

easy

Free Saxophone Book

Shows all Buescher models, first lesson

chart; also pictures of famous professionals

and orchestras. Send your name for acopy
Mention any other instrument in which

are interested. No obligation. Write to ay

IM BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO*
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments

472 Buescher Block, Elkhart* Indiana
K

m *T BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO !

72 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Indiana. 1

1 Gentlemen: | am interested in the instrument I

I checked below:
Saxophone Q Cornet Trombone O TrumpetO |
\ Mention any other instrument Interested in .. ... J

Name
Street Address
| Town...

In answering any advertisement on this page

The Cross of
Truchas

Claire Innes, an Eastern girl, young,
beautiful, convent-bred, and an artist,
comes to live with Isabel Otero, a friend
of her convent days, and now teacher in
the mission school at Truchas, a little
mountain town of the Southwest. Here
she becomes involved in a strange con-
flict of opposing forces. She learns the
strength of racial prejudice and the sinis-
ter power of a secret brotherhood of re-
ligious fanatics. To strike against these
there comes the long arm of the United
States government., and the issue finally
reaches a dramatic and impressive de-
cision wrought by the irresistible might
of nature itself.

Such is the theme of “ The Cross of
Truchas,” by W P Lawson, which will
be published in four parts, beginning in
the February issue of

MUNSEY'S
MAGAZINE

In addition this issue will contain
the following:

SERIALS
WHAT THE GRAY HOUSE HID Bs Wyndham Martyn
THE BIG KNIGHT By Edgar Franklin
SHADOWS . By Reita Lambert

NOVELETTE AND SHORT STORIES

SHADOW RANCH . By George M. Johnson
THE STORE . * . By Myron Brinig
YOUNG CHINA . . . By Carrol) K. Michener
THE GHOST OF A SHOW . By Harry B. Smith

THE CHECKED PANTS OF CHAPO BARBON
By Tnrbese Lnmmis Fiske

OPAL SAM'S PARTNER By Alexander Hall
GLADYS, NUMBER TEN . By Margaret Busbee Shipp
LEESON'S TWO WIVES . . By H. De Vere Stacpoole
H IM s By Elmer Brown Mason

HOG FROMAN'S DAUGHTER By Howard Owen Erickson
THE FLOWER OF TRUTH By Lois Fink Hooberger

Munsey's Magazine for February is
now on sale wherever magazines are
sold—the price is 25 cents a copy.

The Frank A. Munsey Company

280 Broadway New York City

it desirable that you mention this magazine
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A Wart On Your Nose

would not be noticed nearly as much
as a frail, weak body. Yet, if you had
a wart on your nose, you would worry
yourself sick—you would pay most any
price to get rid of it. But what about
that body of yours? What are you do-
ing to make people admire and respect
you? Wake up! Come to your senses!
Don't you realize what a strong, robust
body means to you? It makes no dif-
ference whether it be in the business or
social world—everybody admires the
strong, robust fellow — everyone de-
spises the weakling.

I Will Transform You

I make weak men strong. That's my job.
That's why they call me “ The Muscle
Builder.” | never fail A bold statement,
but true | don't care how weak you arc. |
can do the trick. The weaker you are, the
more noticeable the results 1've been doing
this for so many years, it's easy now. | know
how.

In just thirty days, I'm going to pul one
full inch on those arms of yours. Yes. and
two inches on your chest. But that's nothing
I've only started. Now comes the real work.
I'm going to broaden your shoulders and
strengthen your back I'm going to deepen
your chest so that every breath will literally
penetrate every cell of your lungs, feeding
them with rich life-giving oxygen You will
feel the thrill of life glowing throughout your
entire system I'm going to build up those
muscles in and around your heart, kidneys
and stomach. I'm going to shoot a quiver
up your spine so that you will stretch out your big brawny arms and shout for bigger and harder tasks to
do. Nothing will seem impossible.

Sounds good, doesn’'t it? You can bet your Sunday socks it's good It's wonderful. And the best of
it is, 1 don't just promise you these things— | guarantee them. Do you doubt me? Come on then and make
me prove it. That's what | like. Arc you ready? Atta boy! Lets go.

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN
The Muscle Builder

Send for my new 64-page book

“MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT?”

It Is Free

It contains forty-five full-page photographs of myself and some
of the many pri'.e winning pupils | have train*d. Many of tlieso

are leaders !n their business professions today. I have not only EARLE E. LIEDERMAN.

liglven them a body to be proud of. but made them better dcc_t(_:rs, Dept. 5002, 305 Broadway, New York City
awyers, merchants etc. Some of these came to me as pitiful

weaklings, imploring inr to help them. I«ook them over now and Hoar Sir:—1 enclose herewith 10 cents, for which
you will marvel at their present physiques. This book will prove you are to send me. without any obligation on my
an impetus and a roal inspiration to you. It will thrill you throunli part whatever, a ropy of your latest book. " Muscular
and through. All | ask is ten cents to cover the cost of wrapping Development** Please write or print plainly.

ami mailing and it is yours to keep. This will not obligate you
at all. hut for the sake of your future health and happines* do
not pm it ofT Send today—right now*, before you turn this page

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN
Dept. 5002, 30S Broadway, New York City

Strest. e

In nnsirerhig this adrertlscmrnl il is dtsirnbk III'Il yen monlioM thin maimsine
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mifyou lack this one thing

Many of your friends have lost it— many

others are losing it—and if you lack this one
thing -
But it's no use dwelling on the unpleasant-
nessof being over-weight. Every woman hates
it. Every woman fearsit. Yet, it is so unnec-
essary!

Slenderness can be acquired easily and

Club Fe

Straightened 5 Years Ago

Claire Reynolds, born with
Club Feet, had them straight-
ened in a few months at
McLain Sanitarium when
he was 14. Read of per-
manent result in brother’s
letter written 5 years later:

We will gladly call on prospective pa-
tients near here, to show them what
marvelous and permanent work you do.
i know what a wonderful thing it has
been, to have my brother's feet made
straight and useful. Will answer any
inquiries.
QUY L. REYNOLDS,
Olean, New York.

For Crippled Children

McLain Sanitarium is athorough-
ly equipped private institution
devoted exclusively tothe treat-
ment of Club Feet; Infantile
Paralysis. Spinal Diseases and
Deformities, Diseases of the
Hip, Knee, and other Joints,
Wry Neck, etc., especially in

children and youngladults.

Write for these FREE books:

“Deformities and Paralysis”
and“ Book of References,”

pleasantly. For many years Marmola Tablets
have brought the health and vigor of a slender
figure to thousands of men and women. No
diets, no exercises—just Marmola Tablets.
Try them.

All drug stores have them—one dollar a
box. Or they will be sent in plain wrapper,
postpaid, by the Marmola Co., 1715 General
Motors Building, Detroit, Mich.

MATRM2ILA

JhePleasant Way tPPeduce

McLAIN ORTHOPEDIC SANITARIUM
954 Aubert Ave. Si. Louis, Mo.

YOU can earn $1 to $2 an hour in your spare time
1 writing show cards. No canvassing or soliciting,
We instruct you by our new simple Directograp
System, supply you with work and pay you cash each
week. Write today for full particulars and free booklet.
WEST-ANGUS SHOW  CARD SERVICE LIMITED
Authorized Capital $1,250,000.00
72 Colborne Building, Toronto, Can.

BE AN
AUTO EXPERT
The World’'s Biggest and most fasci-
nating business needs you. Get into

[]

: . LB a. I nB
portunities—BIG My “Job
instruction teaches you with TOOLS,

the field that otfeis gou unlimited op-
AY.
i | STUART'S P 'A0-PADS
Ilustrated jobs, not books! are different from the truss,
Clav | I/itnp ? You neadn't give, up your job. being medicine applicators
Uum c- = With my famous tried and proven made self-adhesive pur-

“ Job Way" training | can guarantee to make you an AUTO posely to hold the distended
EXPERT right in your own home. You don't need educa- muscles securely in place

tion or experience. You can earn as you learn, as moat ;
of my students are doing right .. ¥%'big aute outfits No straps, buckles or spring
bREE now! Write at once for my attached —cannot slip, so
big FREE Auto cannot chafe orpress against

Book and full par
ticulars Act now

er-
p38

the pubic bone. Thousands
WRITE have successfully treated
for my Roifurrt Far-SImiiP themsselves at home without
GrtdMaflJ. hindrance from work-most
CHICAGO kAUDT_O Ens'-i‘noeePrS FREE AUTO (join maaai. obstinate cases conquered.
B. W. Cooke ir. i i
" BOOK Soft as velvet—easy to apply—inexpensive. Awarded
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago Gold Medal and Gryand FPrpix¥ Procpess of recovery is
natural, so afterwards no further use for trusses. We
prove it by sending Trial of Plapao absolutely
Write name on Coupon and send TODAY. I 11 b

When you start a serial in the Argosy-Allstory Plapao Go., 633 Stuart Bldg, SL Louis, Mo.
you only wait a week to go on with it. Start one Name..
this week, and you'll buy every number until it's
concluded. Ten cents a copy, all news-stands.

Address me
sonally. Dept. 2

Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapao..

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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I¥bnt 700 Agents
\ week

Men and Women! Write me today
and by this time next week | can place
you in a position to make 52.00 to 55.00 an hour in your
cp&re time, up to $15.00 a day full time. Thousands
of our representatives are making that and more
with our New Plans. Simply introduce and take /
orders for famous World’s Star Hosiery and Un- j
derwear sold direct from mill to home— a com-
plete line for whole family. Permanent customers
and repeat orders make you steady, big income.
No delivering or collecting. No capital required.

Uf»*a#Afliianlr It's achance to make thousands
m1111° IJUIblIl of dollarB. Your profits begin
at once. Exclusive territory. No experience
needed. Write today and I’ll'send all facts and
tell how to start Free. {Established S9years.?

World's Star Knitting Co.
332 Lake Street Bay City. Mich.

AdIHipARE B
Visible Flash

Just Out—Amazing Invention—
Beacon Lite Spark Plulgs.. You
see the flash of each explosion in
the cylinders. Tells which arefiring right.
Greatest improvement in spark plugs
since gas engines were invented. Won-
derful gas savers. Agentscoining money.

Easy to make with new
sure-fire plans. Sells on
5sight to every autoowner. Phillips, Ont.,
writes “ Sold 2 dozen today, 3 dozen yes-
=terday. Rush 10 dozen.” “Write for spe-
dal Free Demonstrator Offer and FREE
deal to introduce these wonder spark plugs in
your territory. Write quick— today.
CENTRAL PETROLEUM COMPANY
520 Century Building Cleveland, Ohi«

M tn tfw

N EW Heating IRON

New invention now makes iron-

ing easy in every home. Ends hot
stove drudgery.”Cutsironing time

In half. Saves steps. Costsone
cent for 3 hours use. No attach- <
ments. Nocords. Notubes. Gives i
gulck regulated heat. Guaranteed, f

ells fast. Mrs. Wagner, Ohio, *
sold 24 in few hours spare time.
Mo¥er, Pennsylvania, made $164 in one week. You can do as
well. 'Work all or spare time. No experience needed. No
capital. New plan. Simply take orders. We deliver and col-
lect. Commissions paid same day you take orders. Send for
exclusive territory and FREE OUTFIT OFFER. Write today.
THE AKRON LAMP CO., 522 Iron St.vAKRON, OHIO

Y They've tripled your
salary, dear”

“T TELL you, Tom, it was a lucky day for both

X of us when you sent in that I. C. S. coupon.
You'd never be where you are today if you hadn't
decided to study in spare time just when you did.”

Spare-time study with the 1. C. S. is winning promo
lions for thousands of men and bringing happiness to
thousands of homes all over the world. In offices, shops,
stores, mines, mills and on railroads. I. C. S. trained men
arc stepping up to big jobs, over the heads of older men,
past those whose only qualification is
long service. There is a job ahead of
YOU. Some man is going to be picked
for it. The boss can’t take chances. He
is going to choose a trained man with
sound,practical knowledge of the work.

Get busy right now and put yourself
in line for that promotion. You can do
it in spare time in your own home
through the International Correspon-
dence Schools, just as thousands of
other men and women have done.

Mail the Coupon Today for Free Booklet!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2156-0, Scranton, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, please spncl me one of your booklets
and tell me how I can qualify for the position or in the subject
before which | have marked an N:

BUSINESS
O Business Management
O Industrial Management
O Personnel Organization
O Traffic Management
O Business Law

TRAINING COURSES
OSalesmanship
OAdvertising
O Better Letters
O Show Card Lettering |
O Stenography and Typing

OBanking and Banking Law
OAccountancyUncludingC.P.A.)
O .Nicholson_Cost Accounting

O Business English
O Civil Service
O Railway Mail Clerk

Coughs and
Throat Troubles
Promptly Relieved

Contain nothing injurious.

Joitn |. Brown & Son, Boston, Mass-
if. F. Ritchie & Co. Inc., Sales Agents, New York,

NoJdJokeToBeDeaf

— Every Deaf Person Knows Thai
I make myaelf hear, after being deaf for 25 years,
with my Artificial Ear Drums.” | wear them day
and night. They are perfectly comfortable. No
one Bees them. hey stop head-noises. Write me
and | will tell you a true story, how | became
deaf and how | make you hear. = Address

GEO. P. WAY, Artificial Ear Drum Co.(Inc.)
38 Hoffman Bldg., 2539 Woodward At,., Detroit. Mefa.

In answering any advertisement on this page

O Bookkeeping

OPrivate Secretan

OSpanish French
TECHNICAL AND

Electrical Engineering

Electric_Lighting

Mechanical Engineer

Mechanical Draftsman

Machine Shop Practice

Railroad Positions

OGas Engine Operating

D Civil Engineer A

O surveying and Mapping

OCommon School Subjects

O High School Subjects

O illustrating O Cartooning
NDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Architect

O Architects’ Blue Prints

O Contractor and Builder

O Architectural Draftsman

O Concrete Builder

O structural Engineer

OChemistry O Pharmacy

O Automobile Work

O Airplane Engines

oooooo

O Metall O Navigation
O Stgaamlggéineering (=] Agrlcgulture and Poultry
ORadio O Mathematics
Name.......cooii
Street 3-6-24
Address
City. State
Occupation

Persons residing in Canada should send this_coupon to the interna-
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada.

it is drsir.ible that yon mention this magazine.
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PRICES REDUCED

Yes,

lowest j\Nu,am m,« %»

prices on S iGSTS
UNDERWOOD,

remington, Guarantee

ROYAL, and all standard makes on easiest terms ever
offered. Re-manufactured like new by the famous

“Young Process" to give a lifetime of service.

, A U T ih al Ourliberal “ direct from factory plan**
11 5\/% Irial ___half. You actually use the type-
v J writer 10 days without obligation to
buy. .Let ua prove we have the greatest iter bargains
ewer offered.” You actually save from to $50.
n Big illustrated Catalo? FREE
ully how “ Youn

This interesting valuable book explains
Process of

Re-Manufacturing” guarantees you highest qual

ity, perfectservice andsatisfaction.Rush coupon to dayto

* YOUNGTYPEWRITER CO.,(Est. 1911)J

mnHiunnmn SEND COUPON NOW

5Young Typewriter Co., Dept 1522, 654 W. Randolph St, Chicago
j Send me Free book and Special Reduced Prices. This

mdoes not obligate me in any way.

An Easy Way

to M ake $30 to

$50a Week EXTRA

Take orders direct for men's Imperial
(IJndericear/ Every man a prospect.
Quick sales everywhere. Manufacturer
with enormous plant and excellent repu-
tation now wants men and women in
your territory for Imperial agencies. Big
assortment of samples and styles. Fa-
mous drop seat feature. Free initials.
Written money_back guarantee of satis-
faction. Amazingly low, money-saving
prices. Big profits for you in advance.
Known to Thousands

In your own territory are hundredsof men
who want Imperial Underwear. National
advertising campaign created enormous
demand. You can take orders by merely
showing samples. Earnings unlimited.
$50 a week possible in spare time.

I: r> C p Selling Outfit

ma t Write Quick

Write quick,givingcompleteexperience.

We will Bend you selling outfit abso-

lutely FREE. Nochargewhatever. Write

The Imperial Underwear Corp.

Dept, H-2 Piqua, Ohio j

Banish Pimples
By Using

Cuticura

Soap to Cleanse

Ointment to Heal
Try our new Shaving Stick.

To introduce unbeatable
S EN D N O \values, classy style, per-
feet fit of PROGRESS'
O N E Tf tailoring we offer, for
$14.95 tailored to measure
any style suit of your choice, delivered post-
paid. We Guarantee Satisfaction or Money
Back. Other wonderful values up to $39.50.
T C Earn $9 to $18 Daily/
HUI L Il | 9 sparetimeshowingoursam-f

Wf Hk R T P ~ €9 to friends. neigh-'
bors, we explain how.

. = nmmt* experience needed. Big Out-*

fit, agent's wholesale prices, realpaappi’

wool pieces,fashionstyles,tapemea-r i f r 1*

sure.etc. Complete outfit simple * o™

directions FREE, write at once. SAMPLES

NPROGRESS TAILORINGCO.GE52B & CHICAGO

BE A NATIONAL
GRADUATE NURSE

Learn at home by our simplified easy method, W
train beginners, practical nurses, mothers and
religious workers.

ven‘(W oman should know how In your spare time vou can_fl*

o take efficient care of those yourself for a position earning

ear and dear to her. Upwards of $30 per week.
Full particulars and 32-page nursing booklet will be mailed without
obligation FREE—if you mail the attached coupon NOW.

Go Into Business for Yourself

Make storekeepers’ profits without storekeepers’
troubles or expenses. No investment necessary. We
furnish everything and carry all stock for you. We have
started hundreds of men who are now making $4,000 to
$10,000 a year. ,We can do the same for you. Write Eor
facts at once. Address Dept. 590, GOODWEAR Chicago.
Inc., West Adams St. at Peoria, Chicago.

FLYNDNNS

ISSUED WEEKLY

ASK FOR IT!

HE most interesting of all detective fiction
I publications. The editor of this weekly is
none other than WILLIAM J FLYNN,
for twenty-five years in the Secret Service of
the United States Government, with headquar-
tersat Washington, D. C. Thereis no moreex-
perienced detective living, no greater authority
on the art of detection, none who has had
closer contact with the danger and daring of
the game which begins with the pursuit of man
and ends with his capture. Itis now on sale on
every news-stand in the country. The onl
magazine of detective fiction published to sell at

10c. 192 PAGES!

THE RED STAR NEWS COMPANY
280 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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YQU TGOCAHHAY THE
HAWAIIAN GUITA

JUSTAS THE HAWAHANS DO,
PLAY ALL THE LATEST HITS

ONLY 4
MOTIONS
used in playing-
the fascinating
Hawaiian Gui- ,
tar. Our native
Hawaiian instruc
tors teachF}/ou to master them
(l]___ulckly ictures show how.
verything explained clearly.
PLAY IN HALF HOUR
After you get the 4 easy mo-
tions, you can play harmonious
chords with very little practice.
40,000 students have learned to
play in this easy, pleasant way.
EASY LESSONS
The 52 printed lessons with a qreat
many pictures make it easy to learn
quickly. You don't have” to know
now to read notes. No prevmus mus—
ical knowledge necessal
learn to play auy kind of music, and
pay as you play:

FREE GUITAR

Asa_Bpecial oPer to new students
we give this full size, hlgh rade in-
strument free of char(t; tis sent
at once without red tape or delay

W R I T E AT

r name at once and let os
JteII ou aII about the 52 easy lessons
and he free guitar. You have every-
hing togain. Don't put it oif. A
post card will do. Ask for new spe-

cial oiler and easy terms.
FIr9t Hawaiian Conservatory

of Music, Inc.
233 Broadway (Woolworth Bldg s
. 85. New York.

You Can Tell It From A Genuine DIAMOND

GENUINE DIAMONDS in every way. They have the same gu rge
ous blazing flash and dazzllnﬂg play of living rainbow fire.
ing the terrific Acid Test Of ect comparison. Lifetime experts
th,,e to see any difference. Prove this yourself.
«
TN W ke Wi6a6 538y 1R BRORELR A0 Q4T
for SEVEN days ou and your friends can_tell the difference
§§0 nd |‘( ¥ rh be.out sln%lejgennsy That' *fair enouqh
you keep th rlng the prlce printe reis all you pay. -
~tallments.”Remember CORUDITES alone have the same facet
cutting as Genuine Ston
Ladjes Hand Carved Basket Ring, Platinum effect

A. $3.52
B. Ladies Pierced Filigree 4 Post Ring Platinum effect $3.84
C. Ladies Filigree Ring, Blue Saphire Set Sides, $3.93
D. Ladies Bridal Blossom Hand Chased Solltalre $2.84
E. Mens Heavy Belcher 14K Gold Filled Ri 53.48

F. Mens Massive Carved F‘exagon Gypsy, Sgﬁghlre Sides  $4. 1&
Carat Size Gems tiful Hand carv Engraved Rin
reproducln% in exact and faithful detall the most “modern hlg
prlced and ashslonable Platlnum Diamond Cre o b
u A MO Y KeeP 2our n|°ney right at borne. Just
cpuQ H inv SEhd name ant adtre: stating which Tin
you want and size as shown by slip of paper fitting ‘end to en
around flnger joint and your rlng will come by return'mail. Deposit
t shown above with postmian ou do notrisk a
our blndlng legal guarantee to refund your money in full is at-
tached to every ring we 6eli. SENO TOOA

E RICKWINE CO., Dept 31 '%%%EE'
Original and Sole Importersof Genuine CORODITE GEMS

In answering any advertisement on this

We've Won Millions

to this unique shaving cream;
please try it—5 newjoys await you

GENTLEMEN:

Palmolive Shaving: Cream is a national sensa-
tion. Men have flocked to it by the millions.

Only outstanding and superlative advantages
could have won them over.

For 60 years we have been improving soap.

We asked 1000 men what they most desired
in shaving lather. We spent iS months in modern
laboratory work. 130 formulas were discarded
before we found the right one. Then we
offered men a test. And that test changed the
shaving cream situation; made a new leader in
the field.

Palmolive Shaving Cream may or may not
meet your ideals.

So in fairness both to you and us, won't
you give Palmolive Shaving Cream a trial?
Simply mail the coupon.

Five remarkable results

1—Multiplies itself in lather 250 times.
2—Softens the beard in one minute.

3— Maintains its creamy fullness 10
minutes on the face.
4— Strong bubbles hold the hairs erect

delmﬁafdrémﬁfmal éﬁi@ %vm%ilunh% éggmé‘ﬂve

Leaves skin sr’rmq@h@ rQ;h gbresetint well groomed
look. Try the sample we are sending free.

THE PALMOLIVE COVPANY (Del. Corp.), Chiesso, IL

PALMOLIVE
SHAVING CREAM

10 SHAVES FREE

and a can of Palmolive Alter Shavine Ta'c

Simply fnsert yourSamte »nd address and mail to

Address for resldents of Wlsconsln The Palmollve
Company (Wia. Corp.), Milwaukee, Wia. Addre:
for residents other han Wlsconsln The Palmollve
Company*Del.Corp.). 3702 Iron Street. Chicago. 111

page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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Craig Kennedy

Psychological Detective

Craig Kennedy is the best known character in detective
fiction. His exploits have enthralled millions for years.
His creator, Arthur B. Reeve, is himself a past master
of the art of scientific research and deduction, and in Craig
Kennedy is shown the power of the human brain over the
forces of the evildoer

Craig Kennedy is modern. The crimes he solves and the
methods that he uses are those of to-day and to-morrow
and not of yesterday. He is a regular contributor to this
magazine of detective fiction.

The most popular authors of detective fiction and special
articles on crime are regular contributors to this new and
spontaneously popular weekly.

FLYNN'S WEEKLY

The new Craig Kennedy series entitled “ Craig Kennedy
and the ‘Six’ Senses,” runs in the following issues*

JANUARY 31st - - sight FEBRUARY 2lst - Touch
FEBRUARY 7th - smell FEBRUARY 28th Hearing
FEBRUARY 14th- - Taste MARCH 7th The Sixth Sense

In each story the particular sense referred to furnishes the
clew by which the author of the crime is traced. In each case
Kennedy demonstrates that keenness of sense means also
keenness of intellect.

In addition to this Craig Kennedy feature story in each issue
there will be the usual number of serials, short stories* special
articles, etc. The biggest, best, and fastest growing maga-
zine in the detective field.

1fyou cannot obtain these issues from your newsdealer, fill in the attached coupon and the publisher will be
pleased to mail you the copies checked at 10 cents a copy.

THE RED STAR NEWS COMPANY. 280 Broadway, New York City

G enti1emen:— Please send me the copies of Flynn's Weekly checked, for which 1 enclose ......... cts.
...... January s31. «.... February 7. ... February 1. e,.... February 21.
. February 28. ... March 7. (io cents a copy: $4.00 a year.)
D= N
B =T N
Clty i State.....cooiiiiiii i 2 7—Argosy

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

UNDERWOOD

TYPEWRIT ER
10 DAYS FREE TRIAL Sgg fifW SM

days you are not satisfied with this late model UNDERWOOD
typewriter rebuilt by the famous Shipman Ward process.

GREAT PRICE SAVING

tory in the world by our money saving methods.

EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS fSTSU,«*$

notice it while you enjoy the use of this wonderful machine.

FREE BOOK OF FACTS wards*wonderfu 1

system of rehuilding,tyJ)ewriters and also valuable information
about the typewriterindustry both instructive and entertaining.

Act Today! 5
Mail Year
Coupon Guarantee

Shipman Ward Please send me

Mfg. Company
2832 Shipman Building
Montrose & Ravenswood
Aves., Chicago
.Name....

St. and No...

City

free book o .
explaining bargain offer.

21 Jewels

Nothing less than 21 Ruby and Sapphire jewals
good enough for the Burlington masterpiece

Quality and Style

Adjusted to the second—temperature—Teochroft-
ism—positions. 25 year Gold Strata Case, in 100 ex-
quisite designs. Only $1 down. Balance in small
monthly payments. Send lor free book.

Burlington Company

19th Street and Marshall Boulevard
Dent. 14-52, Chicago, Illinois

DEAFNESS IS MISERY

1 know because | was Deaf and had Head Noise* for
over 30 years. My invisible Antiseptic Ear Drums re-
stored my hearing and stopped Head Noises, and will
do it for you. T eEy are Tiny Megaphones. Cannot be
seen when” worn. ffective when Deafness is caused by
Catarrh or by Perforated, Partially or Wholly Destroyed
Natural Drums. Easy to put in, ‘easy to take out. Are
“Unseen Comforts.” = Inexpensive. Write for Booklet
and my sworn statement of how I recovered my bearing.

A.O. LEONARD, Suite89. 70 5th Avenue, New York City

Be the Man Make $24.00 a Day

Qf /lour se®n&“Jim" Foster finel){ tailored

smt§3a88 topcoats at the ‘low price
of 11250. You make $3.00 on every order. "Jim" Fos-
ter Jr. clothes for boys 6 to Ifi are also big sellers. Sell
men'’s vests, too. and make additional profits. Write for
samples and information now! Address “Jim," care of

“Jim'™* Foster Clothes,

A BUSINESS FOR ALL!

A permanent business. Large, quick profits for Men
and Women.  Work anywhere, full or
part time. Everyone a ‘prospective cus-
tomer. $25.00 to $45.00 weekly. Clean,
dignified art work. Learn in 10 ?,essons, no
experience necessary. A real chance to
build a permanent business worth while.
We furnish outfit. Free literature.
TANGLEY CO., 102 Main, Muscatine, lowa

You can complete

High School Course
in 2 YearS this simplified High

Meets all requirements for entrance to college
and tbe leading professions is and thirty-six other practical
courses are descr'bed in our Free Bulletin, Send for it TODAY

AMERICAN SCHOOL

Drexel Ave. & 56th St. © A S 1923

aide of two years.

Dept, H-25, CHICAGO

SECTION.

More Money ForYou
"R ADIO

T"HE amazing- expansion of radio has opened up hun-
| dreds of wonderful new positions on land and sea.
Big: salaries, fascinating:, easy work, short hours, and
a wonderful future are offered to ambitious men who
get into Radio now.

Take advantage of these -wonderful opportunities to
step into a big- paying- position in this great new field.
You can stay at home and work up to’a position pay-
ing up to $10,000 a year, or Radio offers you an op-
portunity to travel and see the world, with all ex-
penses paid, and a fine salary besides. One of our re-
cent graduates. Emmett Welch of Pecular. Mo, se-
cured a Posmon one week after graduatm%, paying a
salary of $300 a month. Hundreds of others ‘report
equal success.

Easyto Learn RadioatHome

Thousands of Certified Radio-trieians arc wanted to design
Radio sets; to make new Radio improvements, to manufac-
ture Radio equipment and to install it; to maintain and
operate great broadcasting stations and home Radio sets; to
repair and sell radio apparatus; to go into business for
themselves; to operate aboard ship and at land stations.

You can easily and quickly qualify in vour spare time ai
home through the help of the National Radio Institute—first
school to teach radio successfully by mail, established 1014.
No previous experience or training needed. Prominent Radio
experts will help you in every problem, giving you personal
attention. You learn by actually doing, as we furnish free
with course circuits and parts for ‘building latest receiving sets,
making the work thoroughly practical. You learn quickly and
easily—right at home.

This is an absolutely complete course which qualifies you
for the real “big pay jobs™ in Radio and our big employment
department helps you get one.

Send for FREE BOOK

No other field today offers such great opportunities as Radio.
Take your choice of rhe many wonderful openings everywhere.
Prepare now to step into the most, interesting and best paid
profession today. Read about the opportunities open now—the
different kinds of work—the salaries paid. Write today fer
the 32-page book that tells how America's Pioneer Radio cor-
respondence school (government recognized) can teacli you to
become a Certified Radio-trician in your spare time, and also
Special Offer to those who act at once. ail the coupon or
write a letter NOW.

National Radio Institute, Dept 18DB, Washington, D. C.

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Dept. 18DB
Washington, D. C.

Without obligation send me your book. “Rich Rewards in
Radio.” which “tells all about the opportunities in Rad>o0. how
spare, time study at home will qualify me quickly as a Certi-
fied Radio-trieian so | can get one of the splendid positions,
and how your Employment Service helps me to secure a big

pay job. 'Please write plainly.

NaME ..o e s e Age
Street. Occupation,
City State..

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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Let Me Tell You
How | Got Rid of
Superfluous Halir

Here'’s the Method

I am going to tell you about a simple method used
at home, with which | removed a heavy, beard-like
growth which had resisted every depilatory | had
ever tried, and which returned worse than ever even
after the use of electricity and a razor.

If you could have seen me
as | was before 1 found this
method and if you could see
me as | am now, you would be
surprised at the change. My face is
now smooth, and free not only from hair, but from
pimples and blemishes.

This method of mine
you have ever used. It
wax or liquid, not a razor, not electricity.
no burning or itching and leaves no scars.
superfluous hair and makes the skin smooth,
and attractive.

Thousands of other women who also had despaired
of ever being free from superfluous hair have found
relief through this method. Letter after letter like
the following come to me:

is different from anything
is not a powder, paste,
It causes
It removes
soft

“ Am so happy with the results. The growth of
hair on my' face has entirely disappeared.”

“1I'd like to tell the world of my appreciation
and happiness as a result of using your method.
My face is now perfectly clear and smooth.”

With this method, which I call by my own name
—Lanzette—your trouble with superfluous hair will
be over. A trial will prove it.

Send for My Free Book

In order to make this method clear, | have written a
book about it. and if you write at once | will soml you
a copy of it free. Xo ‘other book like this has ever been
written. Don’t send me a penny. Just a letter or post-
card while this offer holds good and you will receive
the book by return mail. ddress Annette Lanzette.
CS West Washington Street, Dept. 1327, Chicago,

Do you need money? J National organization. Fireside Indus-
tries, has a few openings_ for new members. Wonderful, easy way
to earn money every day rightinyour own home. Fascinating, pleas-
ant work. 0 experience needed. We teach you everything.
FREE Book Tells How
Beautiful FREE Book explains how to become a member of Fireside Industrie*

ow you earn money in spare time at home decoratin_t% Art Novelties, how you get
complete outfit without one penny of extra cost. Write today, enclosing 2¢’stamp

FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES, Department 632, Adrian, Michigan
We want men and women everywher
local representatives to demonstrate and
take orders for Comer All-Weather Top-
coats and Raincoats. New offer enabh
ou to earn $1110 a week and a Dodge
ouring. Car. Xo capital, experience
or training needed. rite for details.
Dept. K-74
THE COMER MFG. CO., oxyton, ohio
1
DON'T WEAR
A TRUSS
BE COMFORTABLE—
Wear the Brooks. Appliance, the
modem scientific invention = which
flves rupture sufferers immediate re-
ef- it has no_obnoxious springs or
pads. Automatic Air Cushions bind!
and draw together the broken parts,i ~ ____
No salves or plasters. Durable. Cheap. 1JS-? ? rdookc
Senton trial to prove its worth. Be- nikK*c*  BKUUn*

ware of imitations. Look for trade-mark bearing portrait
and signature of C. E. Brooks which appears’on every
Appliance. None other genuine. Full information and
booklet sent free in plain, sealed envelope.

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., 222-A State St..Marshall, Mkh.

P im le s

YOUR SKIN CAN BE QUICKLY CLEARED of Pim-
ples, Blackheads, Acne Eruptions on the face or body.
Barbers Itch, Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oily or Shiny Skin.
[ ] Write today for my FREE Booklet, “ A CLEAR-
Wl K JK If, TONE SKIN”, telling how 1cured myself after
- r being afflicted for over fifteen years.

$1,000 Cold Cash says I can clear your skin of the above blemishes.

E.S. GIVENS. 113 Chemical Bunding. KANSAS CITY-M O

BUCHSIEIN'S FIBRE LIMB

Is soothing to Ypur etump,—strong

cool, neat, light. Guaranteed B

years. Easy payments. Send
for Catalog Today,

C. BucLstein Co.,
610 3rd Are., S.

Also fibre arms, and - A i
Minneapolis. Minn.

braces for all deformities.

In ansleering any advertisement on this pane it is u>Niroble that you mention this magazine-
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SAY “BAYER ASPIRIN’ and INSIST!

Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on tablets you are
not getting the genuine Bayer Aspirin proved safe
by millions and prescribed by physicians 24 years for

Colds Headache Neuralgia Lumbago
Pain Toothache Neuritis Rheumatism

Accept only “Bayer” package

which contains proven directions.

Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets
Also bottles of 24 and 100—-Druggists.

Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture of Monoacetic&eidester of Salicylicacid

That's the average of our men selling
elegaat. individual, distinctive, tailored

s Exclusive’\])allerns, “BUILT ON
TO HONOR THEIR MAKER!'* Direct from our We have a wonderful new copyrighted system of teaching no"s
iry mills to wearer. Outof ordinary values. Tre- rnuaic by mail! _To first pupils in each locality we will give free a
s demand. Big repeatbusiness. We deliver for you. superb violin. Tenor Banjo, Ukulele, Hawaiian-Guitar. Banjo, Man-
Not in atorea. No capital or experience required. Write | dolin, Banjo-Ukulele, Banjo-Mandolin, Cornet or Banjo-Guitar abso.
1J. WEMEITIAN, Gen. Mgr., CHICAGO SHIRT COMPANY | lutely free. Also teach Piano and Organ. Very small charge for

123 Chicago Shirt Bldg., Chicago, 111 lessons only.  Four lessons will teach you several pieces. Over
100,000 successful players. We guarantee success or no charge.
Complete outfit free = Write today, Dept. 140. No obligation

$ljngerland School of Music. 1815 Orchard St. Chicago. Ill

We Want Agents at $50 to $90 a Week

New Invention—Just out. Needed in every home every day. Patented.
Nothing else like it. Low priced— Sells on sight. Sharpens any kitchen
knife, paring knife, carving knife, bread knife, or shears and scissors in ten
seconds. Mechanical masterpiece. A child can use it. Just put knife in
slot—turn crank—sharpens both sides at once automatically. We want representatives

at once—men and women hustlers. Get this position where profits start first day.

No Experience Necessary— 200% Profit

Make as much money next week as these men are making: now. J-C. Lewis,

of Kansas, says: *ihave sold one hundred sharpeners in four days.** Hobart Kerr, of Md., writes:
“The women can hardly wait, till they get them.” Herbert Cain, of Ky., sold nine after supper.
At theendof the first day, J. W. Gordon, of Pa,, writes: *'I sold two dozen and | sold to every one
I'saw.”* Win.G. Hall; of N. J., says: “ I think it is great. | sold six in about one-half "hour.

The machine is a mighty fine proposition. I am a mechanic and | know what | am talking
about.** You can make this money. WRITE TODAY. TERRITORY FREE. Get busyat once.

Quickedge
Knife and QUICKEDGE SHARPENERGD,  **%BOMGIS ™" Jackson, Mich,

Shear Sharpener

In ansircriuy any advertisement on this paye it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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To invade Slumberland—use your flashlight!

Ix THE children’s bedroom, in the
dark of night, use jour flashlight!
No blinding glare in its soft, re-
flected rajs . .. no clicking elec-
tric switch to wake the sleeping
one. Keep an Eveready up-stairs
for night duties and emergencies.
Keep another near those dark cellar
stairs. And another in the auto-
mobile. Silent sentinels of safety,
with countless uses.

Reload your flashlights and keep
them on the job with fresh, strong

The illnftritfftl it Xn. 2A04. the
hrrrtiuhi 2 «#/ Tabular Fta*hli<ih! .nth
hull™-iif >»> linmlsmin ribb.ni bin, k-

metal rate. salH tinui>Ith with buttery nn<t
bulb-triry letter*.
* * *

Ev« ready 1'nir ivHs fit mid impmve all
makes fl.i-hligi.i< TW> m>un brijhi r
<iilil and [liMijitr Uiiii-r> life.  Kivji au
e\tra *«r on Imihl. Kvt,ieudy-.Mii2<la bulli*
liki-wio* 1.0 Lijtr.

Evereadj Unit Cells. And if you
haven't a flashlight, sec the nearest
Eveready dealer at once. Huy the
improved Eveready Flashlights
from electrical, hardware and ma-
rine supply dealers, sporting goods
and general stores, garages and auto
accessory shops.

.1/auujaeturcd and guaranteed by

Nationai. Carbon Company, Inc.

New York San Francisco
Canadian National Carbon Co.. Limited
Toronto. ontario

e
FLASHLIGHT
& BATTERIES

-they last longer

In ciifiutritig thit advertieement it i< d*arable that you mention this magazine.
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P nvate Secretaries of F/IAIOUA M EN

henever | hear a private secretary
say that her duties arc becoming too much
for her, 1 recommend that she try an easy
writing Royal Typewriter It is the easiest
machfnc to operate that | ever used.
The Easy Writing

Secretary ro General J LESLIE KIN'CAID

Vice President of the United Hotels Company of

America, operating one of the largest hotel chains in

TYPEWRITER the world—5 hotels in Canada and 18 in America in-
cluding the new Roosevelt, New York, ami 20 others

“ Compare the Work” : . .
P under construction both in America and Canada.

ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY, Inc., 316 Broadway. New York City
Branches and Agencies the World Over



My New Catalog is a treasure

ERE is the suite that will make your living $1.00 with order brings the entire suit \ and the
H room more inviting, more comfortable; a Free Scarf right to your door. The monthly pay-
pleasanter, a more home-like place for family and ment is so small that you will never f*el the ~
friends. You will take great pride in the dignified outlay. My money-back bond protectsyou to =
design of these 8 b? pleces T e high-quality con- the limit.” You will make a big mistake if

years. Just

struction wi or many

youdon’ttakeadvantageof this offer NOWI- .

8 Solid Oak Pieces
30 Days’ Free Trial H-FI!

how  stunning

it will look with the background of your draperles and rugs. If you are not perfectly
satisfied after a month’s trial you may return it. 1 will refund your first payment and all
transportation costs. The trial will not cost you a penny. You cannot be disappointed.

Hne FUmMIINg  rormer PrICE

Quice FREE ss5 - 1SalePrice $39.95 .

EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS ORDER

Consider these outstanding points of excellence: (1) Kiln-dried and air-seasoned Solid Oak through-

house of Home Furnishing ideas;
a delightful guide to happy
home making. It showB Thou-
sands of Bargains in Furniture,
Carpets. Rugs, Stoves, etc. Write
for it Today. My Prices are the
I west. | Give the Longest
Time to Pay. Everything sent

out; (2) Strong Construction. Upholstered Full Length Backs and Seats covered with Rich, Brown
Spanlsh Artificial leather, and very well padded with rest-giving, upholstering materials; (3) Wide,
roll arms on Arm Chair and Rocker; Sturdy Posts on all pieces; (4) Every piece of large, full size:
The Library Table 24 x 36 inches with Writing Desk Drawer, and big lower shelf, a table of striking
beauty. Rocker and Arm Chair are both 37 ins. high and 25 ins. wide, with seats measuring 19 x 19
inches. Sewing Rocker is 34 inches high and 17 inches wide; Side Chair is the same size. The Taborette
is 16 inches high. The Waste Basket is 14 inches high. The 2 Book Ends give a desirable and artistic
touch. Writing Desk Drawer, An Exclusive Spear Feature: The Library table is equipped with a
desk drawer which when pulled

on 30 Days’ Free Trial. out can be used as a writing desk.

It has a pen and pencil groove,

ink well receptacle and ink well. The lid is
removable; writing supplies can be kept in
the drawer. This special feature makes the
table serve the double purpose of library
table and desk.
You have your choice ot two fin*
ishes: Nut Brown Fumed Oak or
Highly Glossed Golden Oak. Be
very careful to StateYour Choice
ol Finish in Ordering. Complete
8-piece Suite, order No. SA62S,
Price S39.95. Terms: S| with
order, balance S3 monthly.

NATHANIEL SPEAR, Prct.

SPEAR &CO.«>

Home Furnishers for the People of America

| jrorder for the library
FREE! Velour Scarl with SSjJgrarder fortne ibrary
T nnectryv Fndc absolutely free a Handsoi rich blue Table

Scarf. H Is made of a xood velvety quaMty Velour
with florai tapeslry ends, and. silky tassels. H a_ 12 inches wide and 35
inches Tn*, Just the rixht size for the table. " Ttds Scarf is absolutely free If
you send promptly Your Sree Trial Order for the library suite

SPREAR & CO- Dept. W-2 Pittsburgh. Pa.
Send me atonce 8 iece tibrary 8uite and Free Valour Scarf as described abovi En-
eot. Igh understood that If at the end of the SO days trlal

decide Io kee"slg SrEntr ri*w 00 m Order No SAMS, PricetSS.06. Title
you unu paid In fall. Send me your Rif Free Calalog also.
1 lease print or writ# name and address plainly
11 you want Mut Brown Fumed Oak put an X In this Q
If you went Qolden Oak putan X In thla Q

IName... vttt e . JOCCUpation...
. F. D.. BOXNo. O street and N0
I Poet Office .State.

11f f*tr shipping point Is different from yeur pest efflee fill In line below

| Send Shipment to. ...
< FRKE >1f you want'Free Catalog Only Send Mo Money, put an X here > |
1CATALOG >and write your name and address plainly on the abovx lines. &1

THE UCNS.KT PKKhS. SEW TOR*



