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THE SPECTRAL PASSENGER.

to see the agent to renew my lease, so
nobody below is aware I have done
business with Mr. Lionel Wing.”

He rose. “I wish you a pleasant
voyage, sir.”

CHAPTER 1L
ROLLING DOWN TO RIO.

HERE are rapid and luxurious
liners rolling south to Rio, but
the Stella Maris was an old and

shamelessly slow freight steamer with
accommodations for about fifty pas-
sengers whom she carried from New
York to the Brazilian capital for about
two-thirds the minimum rate charged
by the express beats.

On board this vessel on the follow-
ing Saturday was Lionel Wing, who
lay in a deck-chair wrapped in blankets
as the steamer poked her way down the
East River and passed the Statue of
Liberty. '

It was a fine day for the season—
just the end of the Indian summer—
and the convalescent drew in deep
drafts of the east wind which swept
up the harbor from the open sea, apd
realized how sage had been the advice
of his physician.

The passengers moved back and
forth on the deck in front of him,
and he gazed at them with the natural
interest of one who expected no other
associations for a month or so. It was
a short promenade deck, and they
-passed and repassed him. The Stella
Maris was a snub-nosed, squat, one-
funnel steamer, her meager passenger
quarters located on a high deck amid-
ships, with a deep cargo well fore and
aft, and with a high forecastle and
stern.

Her masts were short, really der-
ricks; her cargo capacity six thousand
“tons, and she was less than half full,
and so much out of the water that she
would roll like a drunkard if the sea
became rough.

In his stateroom Wing had found a
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box of flowers bearing the card of the
middle-aged nurse who had pulled him
through, and this had so touched him
in his weakened condition that he had
wept.

He was pale and very thin, but more
than one of the women passengers had
thrown appreciative glances at the fig-
ure in the deck-chair; for Wing was
only thirty, and, being blond and curly
of hair, possessing a strong straight
nose, a firm mouth, and a well-shaped
chin, he was unlikely to escape femi-
nine scrutiny.

More than half the passengers were
Brazilians, he surmised ; dark men with
black eyes, some of them with luxu-
riant jet whiskers; short, overplumnp
women, with round, attractive faces,
whitened to absurdity with powder.

There was an American family
which interested him especially. TE{
father was very tall, very thin, with a
drooping gray mustache and tired-
looking blue eyes. He wore a black
coat with a cape, and leaned heavily
on a cane. The mother had been beau-
tiful, and her face was very sweet,
though heavily lined and without a ves-
tige of color. She wore a fur coat,
beaver, which was in need of repair.
The girl seemed to be about twenty,
tall, slight, graceful, and pretty. She
had a way of turning her head which
reminded him of a robin; her eyes
were black and lustrous, her profile
perfection. She looked like an intelli-
gent girl, somebody with whom it
would be good to talk. She had a de-
lightful laugh; it was musical, free,
and inspiring. She walked between her
parents, holding to an arm of each, and
she apparently was not aware of his
presence, although they passed his
chair a dozen times.

It seemed to him probable that they
would become acquainted since there
were so few American passengers on
board, and the thought of being con-
fined to a ship for three or four weeks
in her company caused him to tingle
with satisfaction. He had looked for-
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ward to the voyage on the freighter as
a tedious experience to be endured in
the interest of his health; now he
wondered if it would not be a delight-
ful trip.

When a man is young and has
leisure he yearns for youthful com-
panionship of the other sex. Wing
knew a bit about women, being thirty,
and a resident of New York City; but
since his college days he had not been
in love. It would be wonderful, in-
deed, to be in love on a steamer sailing
over calm azure tropic seas. In the
meantime, it was pleasant enough to
lie in his comfortable chair and see the
girl pass every now and then.

HERE was a blond girl, too, who
was attractive; older than the
other, better dressed, if he was

any judge of what women consider
smart costuming; smaller, rounded,
and self-possessed to an extraordinary
degree. She seemed to be alone, and

promenaded briskly, carrying under -

her left arm a small brown Pekingese
who looked out upon the world with
the sublime indifference of such ani-
mals. She wore a brown English
tweed coat with flowing cape which
covered all but the grotesque little face
of the animal.

Wing saw a beefy American speak
to the girl, who ignored him utterly;
and saw her ogled by a sprucely dressed
and snappy South American, who re-
ceived the same treatment. If she
were alone, he thought, she could have
plenty of company should she desire it.

The girl caught his eye upon one of
her trips past his chair, stopped and
came right over to seat herself in the
vacant chair beside him, removing the
little dog from beneath her arm and
depositing it upon her lap, where it im-
mediately curled up like a brown ball
and went to sleep.

“ Hello,” she said to Lionel Wing.
“You’'ve been sick, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” he admitted. *“Is it so ob-
vious?”
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“You look kind of pale and peaked.
Making a trip for your health?”’

He nodded. “ Typhoid. I'm getting
my strength back rapidly though.”

“That’s good,” she smiled. * Too
many mashers on the Boardwalk, so I
thought I'd sit alongside of you for
awhile and discourage ’em. You don’t
mind, do you?”

“I'm delighted,” Wing assured
her. “It’s easy to see you’re not an
invalid.”

“No, sir. I'm full of pep and r’ar-
ing to go. Ever been to Rio?”

“Never. Have you?”

“ Never been on a steamboat before
except the Fall River Line and the
Albany night boat. This is a terrible
old tub, isn’t it?” '

“Kipling said, ‘The liner is a
lady,”” he replied, “but’' I wouldn’t
consider the Stella Maris in that
light.” ,

“More like a scrublady. However,
it’s cheap, and that’s why I'm here.
That’s why all the others are on board,
too, you bet your life.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” he ad-
mitted.  “It certainly is my reason,
though I deliberately chose a slow boat
to have more time at sea.”

“They haven’t even got an or-
chestra. Just a broken down old pho-
nograph in the salon. But we’ll manage
to make out. I bet you’ll be dancing
in a few days.”

“I'm going to try.
you’ll dance with me?”

““Sure. I love to dance. It’s my
business. I'm going down to Rio to
dance in a music hall. - Got a six
months’ contract and good money,
too.”

?“’ Really? That is splendid, isn’t
it?

She grinned. Her grin was very
likable, and there was something of
the gamin about her, he thought.
“Don’t know yet. Tell you later.
I've been dancing in a cabaret in New
York, the Golden Slipper. Ever go
there ?”

May I hope
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flopped down beside the New Yorker.
“I hail from Des Moines, and I'm
going to Rio to sell brushes. What's
your line?”

“ Nothing. I've been sick and am

just taking a voyage.”
- “You picked out a fine hooker to
travel on,” grinned Gifford. “I
ought to have known there was a catch
in it when they told me this tub cost
only half the fare on the regular liners.
Man, the grub is terrible, and that bird
opposite us gives me the willies. Who
do you suppose he is?”

“Not half as bad as he looks, no
doubt,” replied Wing.  “ My name is
Lionel Wing, and I live in New York.
Maybe the food will improve or we’N
get so hungry we won'’t mind it.”

“I'm surprised you didn’t get a

seat with that peach you were sitting
with on deck,” said Gifford. * She
looked good to me.”

. “T'll introduce you,” smiled Wing.
“1 wish now I had asked her to permit
me to join her at table. Is there a big
market for American brushes in
Brazil?”

““Not as big as there will be after 1
get there,” boasted the salesman.
“This is my first chance to see the
world, and you bet I'm going to deliver
for the firm. I've been studying
Spanish for months.”

The New Yorker laughed. “ Why
not Portuguese ?”

“Heck, Spanish is hard enough.”

“ Well, they talk Portuguese in Rio,
you know.”

“ Yeh, but there wasn’t a Portu-

ese teacher in Des Moines that I
could find. I’ll make them understand
my Spanish. Hey, Mr. Sprowle.”

He shouted to the purser who had
come out on deck and that officer came
over,

“ Who's the living corpse that sits
alongside you in the dining room?”
Gifford demanded.

Sprowle who was a dapper little man
with black eyes and a black mustache
shrugged his shoulders.

.
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“1I had to take him at my table,” he
said. ““He’s been down with us be-
foree. He is in business in Rio.
Name of Grimaldi.”

“He’s an awful looker,” declared
the man from Des Moines.

The purser pulled at his little mus-
tache. “ Look here, gentlemen,” he
said in a low tone. “ May I suggest
you be careful with that fellow. -Be as
polite as you can and avoid trouble
with him.”

“Oho, a fighter?” came from Gif-
ford.

“ No,” said the purser. “ I'll tell you.
It sounds queer, but he’s unlucky.
Things happen to people that cross
him.”

“What kind of things?”’ asked
Wing curiously.

“Well, last time he came, a man
who sat next to him, changed his table.
We buried him at sea. Got cholera.
We were quarantined for a month at
Rio. A year ago a young woman who
was traveling with her husband made
an insalting remark about him that he
happened to overhear. Her husband
stabbed her before the voyage was over
and killed himself.” -

“ But he could have had nothing to
do with that.” protested Wing.

“ Apparently not. .In Rio they say
he has the evil eye. A Brazilian who
came up with us last voyage told me
that a merchant who beat him in a law-
suit in the courts down there hanged
himself a week later.. He’s unlucky,
that’s all I have to say about him.”

“ What does he do in Rio?”

“T understand he is a money lender
and that he is enormously rich. He’s
coming on deck. Please bear in mind
what I’ve told you and don’t repeat it.
I don’t want any of his attentions.”

The purser walked hastily away.

“¢’VE always heard that sailors were
l superstitious.” said Gifford with a
laugh  which

‘“ Here he comes.”
Mr. Grimaldi, his big head bent on

was not merry.
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Shocked and shaken, Wing followed
his steward down the .passage to his
new stateroom and then found it nec-
essary to lay down on his sofa to col-
lect himself.

Death is always harrowing, and
violent death encountered so strangely
would have affected 2 man who was not
still enfeebled from a very severe ill-
ness. That fool of a captain, he thought,
so ready to charge him with murder.
The suspicion of the purser that he
could not have remained a quarter of
anhour in his cabin without discovering
the dead man! It was the most natural
thing in the world not to inspect the
berth until he needed to use it; how
was he to dream what lay behind the
curtains?

Gradually he recovered, but all de-
sire to sleep had gone. This man had
lain down to sleep, perhaps, and had
been stabbed by some fiend while he
slumbered.

The doctor had stated that the kill-
ing had taken place after the ship had
sailed, which meant that the murderer
was still on board. Cheerful prospect!
Woas he a homicidal lunatic, careless of
whom he struck, or was the dead man
the victim of some turgid Latin plot,
target of a vendetta?

That doctor, of course, was a sub-
Hme fool, and his dictum meant noth-
ing. However, it was plausible to
think tlat the blow had been struck on
the ship. Wait! Wing had gone di-
rectly to his cabin after sailing, opened
a bag and taken out a cap and over-
ooat; and at that time the berth was
empty, the curtains pulled back. Upon
returning he had assumed that the
steward had been in the room and
drawn the curtains, if he had assumed
anything at all; actually, he just hadn’t
thought about the matter. However, it
proved that the dead man had either
entered the stateroom alive and turned
into the berth, or had been stabbed else-
where and " carried into the vacant
cabin. In either case it bore out the
doctor’s opinion that the killing had
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taken place on board and, probably,
after sailing. He would supply the
purser with this useful information.

The frame of the ship was creaking
dismally and the grimy room got cn
his nerves. He rose, picked up his over-
coat and cap and climbed up on deck,
where things were little more cheerful.
It had begun to rain, and a dozen pas-
sengers sat in a row bundled in rugs
and steeped in apparent melancholy.
Finding his own chair, ‘he saw with
satisfaction that he had no neighbors
for the moment. If all these people
knew what he knew, he thought, their
stodgy dispirit would change to alarm.
Perhaps one among them was the
killer!

CHAPTER V.
THE GHOULISH SPECTATOR.

HE chair deck was protected fram

] wind and rain by glass windows,
but it was damp and chill. He
had come on this trip for sun and
warmth, and he had purchased this, he
thought vexedly. Then he had some-
thing else to vex him, for Mr, Grimaldi

" appeared, his scarecrow form wrapped

in a long, plaid overcoat, a blue yacht-
ing cap on his head, and his gargoyle-
like countenance not improved by the
costume he wore. He picked his steps
along the deck, paused, to Wing’s dis-
content, in front of him, and grinned
his grisly grin.

“ Alone?” he cackled.
with you if I may.”

Lionel nodded. What could he do?
The fellow lowered himself into the
next chair and grunted.

“ A most unpropitious beginning for
a voyage,” he said. His English was
excellent, and smacked of Oxford
rather than New York; but there was
a slight foreign intonation about it.

“Yes, it’s darned unpleasant.”

The man buried his long chin in his
collar, and the cap hid his baleful eyes
to Wing’s satisfaction. -

“T will sit
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smirked the captain while the purser
plastered a beaming smile upon his
countenance. Wing was rather amused
to observe that both officers were
afraid of the man.

“Cross-questioning my young
friend, Mr. Wing?” asked the new-
comer. ‘ You may be assured that he
is as innocent of this crime as our-
selves.”

“ Take a seat, Mr. Grimaldi,” invit-
ed the captain with an air of considera-
tion that was ludicrous under the cir-
cumstances. “I am inclined to agree
with you, but upon what do you base
your opinion ?”’

‘“ Because he is obviously incapable,”
said the creature who crossed his skin-
ny legs and folded his clawlike hands
over his knee. “ You have been un-
able to identify the murdered man?”

“ We shall, but we haven't yet,” ad-
mitted the skipper.

Grimaldi smiled sardonically. “ You
won’t; but I shall identify him for
you.” He enjoyed the sensation this
remark created.

“You haven’t seen him. He’s
locked in thirty-two,”” exclaimed the
purser.

“ You forget I occupy cabin thirty-
six,” said Grimaldi. “ There is a door
of communication which I have taken
the liberty of unlocking. I have in-
spected the victim of this atrocious
murder.” He mouthed the word
“atrocious ” as though it was some-
thing savory.

“ You will be interested to learn that
his name is Ramon Montana, a native
of Santos, engaged in business in New
York as a diamond merchant; and was
a second cousin of the president of
Brazil.”

The effect of this announcement was
all he could have wished.

Grigsby’s eyes were sticking out of
his head, the purser turned pale and
only Wing found his voice. His loath-
ing for this man had become stronger
than his terror of him and he spoke
boldly.
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“ Since you got into the cabin from
stateroom thirty-six,” he said, “it’s
quite possible that this man was mur-
dered in that room and carried into my
cabin. You admit you know him, sir.
It seems to me that you have a lot to
explain.”

Sprowle eyed him gratefully for the
young man had voiced what it was his
own business to demand and he had no
desire to charge the sinister Grimaldi
with anything.

Grimaldi turned his alarming eyes
on Lionel Wing and the American met
them steadily. It seemed to him they
grew larger and turned from greenish
gray to black. Fear clutched him
again, but he fought it.

“1It is indeed possible that he was
killed in thirty-six,” said the man in
his grating tones. “ However, I have
been on deck since the ship sailed ex-
cept when I was in the dining salon,
and always in company. I yielded to
curiosity in looking upon the face of
the dead man and I recognized him be-
cause I knew him. To be frank, he
owes me much money which I shall
lose through his death, and I am nat-
urally eager that the murderer be
brought to justice.” -

“ Perhaps you can tell us who killed
him, then,” observed the captain.

Grimaldi shook his great skull. “1
am sorry. There are, however, four
persons on board who are acquaint-
ances of his, and he may have come on
board to see any or all of them. One
of them may have slain him.”

“ The names?”’ from Grigsby.

“ Should I tell you?”’ wondered the
strange individual. “It will be amus-
ing to see this drama work itself out.
The death of this man affects all these
others in different ways, and it demands
blood.”

HE captain’s face grew very red
and his fingers twitched. Wing
thought that he was boiling with

hatred and anger, but when he spoke
he pleaded.
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“ Surely, Mr. Grimaldi, you are go-
ing to give us all the aid in your power.
As captain of this ship I could demand
that you supply this information. It’s
your duty.”

Grimaldi’s grin was ghastly. “ I have
no duty,” he said. “ However, it shall
be my pleasure to tell you. As a navi-
gator I respect you, sir, but as a police
officer you make me laugh. Who are
you to change the course of fate?”

“ Who are they?” snapped Grigsby,
whose vanity was momentarily strong-
er than his fear of the man. |

“Well, let me see. There is, of
course, Emanuel Sousa. Montana was
the New York representative of

Sousa’s father, who lives in Sao Paula.
They were good friends, perhaps.”

The purser wrote down the name.

“ And Philipo Gratz, coffee mer-
chant of Santos. He dined with Mon-
tana last night.”

“Yes, yes.”

“ And Felix Issoto, the Portuguese

ew. A jeweler in Rio.”

“Yes. Iknow him,” said the purser.

“ And Augustus Wenham. Montana
‘called at his hotel two days ago and
talked with him for an hour.”

“I think you know everything.”
marveled Sprowle.

“'The affairs of others absorb me.
I have no life of my own,” replied
Grimaldi.

“ How well did you know this Mon-
tana?” asked Wing, forgetting that he
was only present on sufferance. He
was carried away by the feeling that
Grimaldi, more than any of those he
had named, was responsible for the
crime.

“ Well enough,” retorted the man.
“1 know what you think, Mr. Wing,
but my alibi is perfect. The captain
can have no suspicion of me. Is that
not so, Captain Grigsby?”

“ Certainly,” answered the skipper,
too hastily. “ And I appreciate your
information. You have pulled us out
of a bad hole, for we must bury Senhor
Montana to-morrow. With five posi-
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tive identifications we are in a good po-
sition to proceed. You say he is the
cousin of the president of Brazil?”

“Who will demand the” murderer
upon our arrival,” grinned Grimaldi.
“I wonder if you will produce him.”

Captain Grigsby rose. “I thank
you, Mr. Wing, for coming; and I ex-
pect you to keep your own counsel,” he
warned. “ Good afterpoon.”

Dismissed, Lionel bowed to the three
men and went reluctantly out of the
cabin. He wondered if they would in-
terrogate Grimaldi further. Undoubt-
ly Montana was killed in stateroom
thirty-six and the octopus knew it was
going to happen. Perhaps he set the
scene and then established his perfect
alibi.

Wing did not think the captain and
the purser dared push Grimaldi very
far, for his influence on them was ob-
vious. While neither was an ignorant
man, both had seen enough of Gri-
maldi’s eerie influence to wish to avoid
his animus, and they had permitted
Wing, a passenger, to ask the ques-
tions that might arouse the wrath of
the malign individual. Somehow Wing
did not care about that, as once out of
the presence of the fellow, he was not
afraid of him: and the sublime impu-
dence of the man infuriated him.

'CHAPTER VL
‘THE CRY OF TERROR.

IGHT replaced day almost im-
perceptibly for the day itself had
been dark. The ship rolled more

and had added a pitch to her repertory
of gymnastics, and those seasick pas-
sengers who remained on deck sank
deeper into the slough of the disease,
but Wing suffered no qualms of stom-
ach and found himself impatiently
waiting the dinner gong.

It came at last and he was first at
table. The steward immediately set
before him soup which bore a different
name from that which was served at
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lunch, but which tasted exactly the
same. He was to discover that the
Stella Maris impressed her disagree-
able personality upon every dish that
came from the galley. —

Mr. Sprowle, who had donned a
spruce blue uniform for dinner, joined
him and cast a whimsical glance around
the salon.

“You can always depend upon the
South Americans to pass out when she
rolls a bit,” he said, “ but I expected
better of our people. You and I must
entertain Grimaldi alone, by the looks
of things.”

“You don’t include him among our
people, I hope,” protested Wing.
“ What is his nationality ?”’

“Well,” said Sprowle, “it’s an Ital-
ian name. In fact it’s the name of the
family which ruled the principality of
Monaco for centuries, though I doubt
if he is related to them. I understand
he spent many years in Londorr and
New York, but for the past ten years
he has lived in Rio.”

“You and the captain are scared to
death of him,” charged Lionel.

Sprowle winced, then grinned shame-
facedly. “I am. I admitit. It's my
opinion that if Grimaldi decided it
would be a good thing for me to die,
I would do it pronto; and I’'m not eager
to get in his bad books. You probably
got yourself in very wrong this after-
noon.”

“ It looks to me as though you were
wmmg to let him get away with mur-
der,” the American said tartly.
“ Somebody had to ask those ques-
tions.”

“ I'm glad it wasn’t I,” confessed the
officer. “ Here comes Miss Wenham.
vadently the parents have gone un-
der.”

“ And here comes your jinx,” added
Wing. “I'd like to meet Miss Wen-
ham. Will you introduce me?”

* Certainly. She will probably be
in the salon after dinner. Good eve-
ning, Mr. Grimaldi.”

'lghere is a certain flower, the narcis-
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sus, which to some people is the breath
of death; and to Wing, the loathsome
creature seemed to waft a narcissus-
like perfume as he seated himself. He
bowed without smiling.

“I expect we shall have a stormy.
night,” he croaked. “ Well, it is to be
a stormy voyage.”

“ Please, Mr. Grimaldi, be a little
optimistic,” pleaded the purser.
“ We’ve had our tragedy, now let’s
hope for a pleasant time.”

Grimaldi smiled. * That was the
prelude only,” he stated. “ The pre-
lude sets the key for the opera. It is
to be an Italian opera this time, Mr.
Sprowle: a lurid libretto set to music
by howling winds and the thunder-
god.”

“T’ll wager you are wrong,” replied
the purser with a strained smile.

“ Mr. Grimaldi is perhaps the com-
poser,” snapped Wing.

The oracle favored him with a leer.
“ On the contrary, a spectator or, since
we are discussing opera, perhaps I
should say an auditor. I.suggest you
make the acquaintance of Miss Wen-
ham this evening, Mr. ng If you
like I shall introduce you.’

“ ‘Thanks,” he said shortly, “I have
asked that favor of Mr. Sprowle.”

Grimaldi nodded: “ You will find
her charming and interesting. It’s pos-
sible you are going to play a role in
the drama, Mr. Wing. It’s too bad be-
cause I had reserved a stall for you.”

“TI'm sure I don’t know what you
are talking about,” replied Lionel with
considerable uneasiness.

“You remember an American
named Fullerton who came up with
us on the last voyage ?” asked Grimaldi
of the purser.

“Y-es. Tall man about forty, rath-
er reserved.” ,

“Yes,” said the specter. “ He had
a sharp tongue when he did loosen it.
I learned that he was killed in a rail-
road accident a few days ago.”

The purser.turned pale and stopped
spearing his roast pork. “ I—I must
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ask to be excused. A lot of work to
do,” he stammered, then swung around
in his chair and left .the table.

ROM Grimaldi came a rattling sort
of cachinnation.

“Qur friend is very supersti-
tious,” he observed. ‘‘ Although this
Mr. Fullerton died in a wreck between
Kansas City and Denver, Mr. Sprowle
thinks I had something to do with it.
You see, Fullerton had a vicious tongue
and he insulted me in the presence
of several persons, including the pur-
ser.”

Wing laid down knife and fork and
looked the man in the eye.

“T don’t credit you with supernatu-
ral powers,” he said defiantly. “ Ap-
parently it gives you pleasure to
frighten people, but you don’t alarm
me in the least.” _

Grimaldi looked at him oddly.
“No? You haven’t known me long.
Let me say that up to the present I
have only good will toward you de-
spite your evident animosity toward
me. The food is really very bad on
this ship. I wonder that I travel on
it.”

He changed the subject abruptly be-
cause the Englishman had taken his
seat.

That individual nodded, but c.lid not
reply. Grimaldi shrugged his big
shoulders and began to eat. .

“ You were very near to death in
your recent illness,” he sajd to Wing.
“Did you perchance peep over the
borderland ?” : .

For some reason Lionel was chilled
at the question. .

“If I did, I have no recollection
of it,” he replied hesitatingly. “ How
did you know I had been so near
death?”

“Tt is written on your face. Now,
1 have actually looked beyond,” he
added. “Ihave heard the music of the
spheres.” )

The Englishman laid down knife
and fork.
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_“ I must say, sir, you choose cheerful

subjects of conversation,” he com-
plained.
. Grimaldi turned his alarming coun-
tenance full upon the man, whose truc-
ulence faded instantly, as he muttered:
“ I beg your pardon.”

“Not at all,” said the Italian. “If
you will favor us with a subject that
pleases you, we shall be delighted to
discuss it. By the way, I see our He-
brew friends have changed their table.
They will find the food no better else-
where. And your young friend from
the West, Mr. Wing, did he also change
his table?”

“No,” replied Wing.
sick.”

“It's a mystery to me,” said the
Englishman, “why a pestiferous old
canal boat like this is permitted to go
to sea.”

The ice which forms upon top of a
traveling Britisher’s affability being
broken, the Englishman talked freely.
His name was Owen, and he said his
business was rubber. He talked di-
rectly at Wing, and Grimaldi was con-
tent to leave the conversation between
them.

After the sorry dinner Lionel went
up to the tawdry little salon; and there
he saw Miss Wenham, but she was not
alone.

Sitting beside her upon the red plush
bench which ran around the room was
a Brazilian of interesting aspect. He
was young, not more than twenty-
eight or thirty, good-looking at first
glance, and trying very earnestly to
amuse her.

Glumly Wing dropped into a corner
opposite them. The Brazilian had good
features, save that his nose was a trifle
too flat and his upper lip too short.
His skin was olive and clear, his eyes
large and black, but seemed to have a
slight cast in them which was only
noticeable at times. His forchead was
broad and low, and there was a peak
of hair in the center. His hair was jet
black and glossy, very thick, and curled

“ He i1s sea-
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Steve and Glenn, late of the Foreign Lcéxfon, drank their fun where they
Jfound it—and so started a deadly upheaval in the Madagascar jungles

‘Novelette—Complete

CHAPTER I.
A MARSEILLES SPREE.

ONE hundred and sixty pounds of

‘bounding, shoving, resilient

human steel pushed its way un-
ceremomously through™ the rabble of
Arabs and Levantines, Moors and An-
namese and other lascars and seamen
who chattered and swarmed along the
Marseilles water " front that suminer

evening. -
Following directly behmd that hu-

man catapult came a bronzed, clean-.

limbed giant who was hard put to take
advantage of ‘the holes the smaller man

‘'was opening.
Once a knife flashed from the sleeve

of a lascar as-he was hurled out of the .

smaller man’s path. The big fellow
in the rear caught the glint of steel in
the fading sun. His great hand
swooped downward and fastened on a
wrist. A quick turn, a howl of pain
and the knife went hurtling through
the air. The big fellow’s booming

laughter floated back as the two were
swallowed up by the milling mob
ahead.

Over and around boxes, bales and
sacks, trucks, carts and wagons they
made “their way. In another five
minutes they were clear of the rabble,
and were standing before a medieval
fort on the water’s edge, a fort so an-
cient ‘that it boasted of a lighthouse
tower and a drawbridge.

Together their hands rose in salute.
Then their mouths split wide in
laughter and they thumbed their noses
at Fort St. Jean, that clearing house
of the Nineteenth Army Corps of
France, the Army of Africa and the
Foreign Legion. -

They thumbed their noses and they
roared with laughter, much to the be-
wilderment of the barbaric-looking
Spahis, blue and yellow tirailletrs, pale
blue Chasseurs d’Afrique and the red-
and-blue uniformed Zouaves who were
going and coming through' the gate.

Then the pair were plunging through
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“ He is,” Glenn said. “ He was hit
on the top of the knob by a piece of
shrapnel. He’s dead as hell.”

“ Listen, you little squirt,” Steve
roared and got up from the table in
pretended disgust and went into the
bar. The truth of the matter was that
the drinks weren’t coming fast enough

- to suit him. Let Glenn tell Marcelle
what a hero he had been and where
they had been. He wanted a drink, a
couple in fact.

ND Glenn told Marcelle. He told
her about their discharge from
the Legion and their trip to

Madagascar. She listened wide-eyed
when he told her that they had found
a fortune, that they had bought in-
numerable hectares of-land and were
going back to the States to get moncy
to mine it. He assured her that it
would be like picking pennies out of a
collection plate.

He even brought out a roughly
sketched map from an inner pocket of
his coat and pointed out the approx-
imate location of their land and the
location of the land they intended buy-
ing when they returned.

He didn’t stop to wonder why her

eyes were shining so brightly and why
her hands were shaking as she studied
the map and asked him the pronuncia-
tion of some of the towns he had listed.
He didn’t stop to wonder, because, like
many another young man before him,
he was led to believe that she was
wholly enamored of his charm.
_ ‘The liquor he had consumed loosened
his tongue, the admiration he saw in
her eyes tore down his reserve and put
skids under his caution. He managed,
without being aware of it himself, to
give away the secret that Steve Barton
had sweated blood to learn, had guard-
ed so jealously for five long years.

When Steve came back to the table
they had switched the conversation to
other channels, and Glenn was writing
down the name of Marcelle’s hotel for
future information. ‘
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“Let’s go, fellah,” he said, and he
touched the tip of Marcelle’s chin with
one of his big fingers.

As she turned her smiling gaze on
him a huge bulk of a man loomed up
beside them, a hand caught Steve’s
wrist and flung his arm aside. A
gruff, harsh voice sounded above them.

“ Come away from this table. Come
away from these swine,” it said.

Marecelle’s eyes widened and became
filled with fear as she heard that voice..
Glenn and Steve turned their faces up-
ward and gasped. Then the same
words came from their lips and they
were on their feet with a bound.

“Von Brocken!” -they said, and
their lips came together in a hard
straight line, the muscles in their
cheeks bulged, their eyes became pools
of hate. :

* Ah, you know ze capitaine?” Mar-
celle said, her voice troubled.

“Yes, we know him,” Glenn an-
swered, “and he’s the dirtiest, the
vilest, the lousiest rat that ever dis-
graced a Legion uniform!”

Glenn stuttered and stopped and
looked appealingly at Marcelle. He
wanted her to go away so that he
could say the things he wanted to say
to the man facing him.

_The face of Captain Von Brocken
became a deep crimson. He seemed to
become twice his former size as he
drew air into his eniormous barrel chest.
He spluttered and choked in his rage.

“Look out,” Steve grinned. “ He'’s
gonna blow up and bust.”

“T’Il bust him,” Glenn said, his fists
clenching. “I'll bust him right smack
on his fat nose.”

“Mais non,” Marcelle wept, “no
no! My brave ones must not fight.”

“ Fight!” Von Brocken sneered.
“They wouldn’t fight; they don’t know
how to fight.”

“You lie,- you slobbering, slave-
driving—" Glenn was stuttering again
because he couldn’t use the words he
wanted to use.

And while he stuttered Von Brocken
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reached out a hairy hand toward his
throat, a hand that had, with a single
twist, broken the arm of many a raw
recruit of the Legion.

" But it didn’t reach the throat it
sought. It came to rest on the chest
of Steve Barton, and Steve’s fist came
to rest not so lightly on Von Brocken’s
nose.

Von Brocken went back one, two,
three steps, and sat down, his hands
clasped to his blood-spraying nose as
Glenn ducked under Steve’s arm.

“He’s mine,” Glenn wept. * Let me
have him. He reached for me.”

“Get out of this,” Steve barked.
“It’s your turn next. I ached for this
chance for two long years. It’s too
good to believe. I'd almost given up
hope of fulfilling the ambition of my
life. Here’s my chance, and I’'m gonna
break every bone in his dirty body.”

He stood there smiling with glee,
while Von Brocken got to his feet, his
face livid with hate and rage, his
mouth a crimson smear. He didn’t no-
tice the noise that was all about them
as women screamed, men jabbered, and
waiters swarmed toward them.

Steve was thinking of those awful
days through 1917, when Sergeant-
Major Von Brocken became an adju-
dant of the Premier Etranger, the
First Regiment of the Foreign Legion.
He was thinking of the cold brutality
and cruelty with which Von Brocken
had handed out punishment to those
riddled, battle-scarred men of the Le-
gion; and Steve hated him again even
as every man of his company had hated
and feared him. -

TEVE was watching his every

move with narrowed eyes as he

came toward him, watching to see
if he would shoot his hand under his
coat and bring it out spewing lead. He
had seen him shoot a man down in
cold blood under the pretext of mu-
timy, and Steve did not doubt that
Von Brocken would do it now if he
could. " ,

3
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Suddenly Von Brocken lunged to
the night, his hand circling a wine bot-
tle before Steve could close in. He
brought it up aimed for Steve’s head.
Weaving in, Steve ducked, and the
bottle crashed into a cluster of lights
behind him. Steve came up with both
his arms working like pistons, sinking
his hamlike hands wrist deep in Von
Brocken's belly. Then he straightened
up and put his two hundred pounds
behind a right that landed just above
the button.

Von Brocken teetered for a moment,
spun half around, and fell across a
chair as a half dozen gendarmes came
swarming in the front door.

“Beat it! Beat it, guy!’ Glenn
shouted to Steve, who stood crouched
above the prostrate Von Brocken.

Above,the roar of the gendarmes
and the shrieks and wails of the man-
ager and his waiters rose Von Brock-
en’s voice as they raced for the door.

“I’ll get you!” he screamed, his face
streaming blood. “I'll get you, and
I'll give you a.month with your hands
and feet tied up in the middje of your
back !’

They bowled over a half dozen wait-
ers, crashed through a door that was
bolted, phuinged through the crowd that
was forming around the sidewalk café,
and disappeared into the rabble that
jabbered along the water front.

They doubled and turned through a
half dozen cobblestoned streets until
they were sure that they had no one
on their trail. Then they settled down
to a fast walk toward the railroad sta-
tion.

They made it with fifteen minutes
to spare, and they took that fifteen
minutes to acquire a bottle of cognac
to celebrate the half dozen terrific
smacks that Steve had presented to
Von Brocken.

Each took a2 half dozen hearty pulls
from the neck of the bottle.

“ That throat-cuttin’ slave-driver is
a capt’n now,” Steve grunted.

“1 wonder,” Glenn said, “ ;vhere in

A
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Of Marcelle they could learn noth-
ing. She had, according to the con-
cierge of the little hotel where she had
been staying, departed four or five
months before. And they let it go at
that. .

There was a motley crowd aboard
the Admiral Pierre, a crowd made up
of French military and government
officials returning to their posts in
Indo - China; Dutch planters from
Java; an expedition of big-game hunt-
ers; salesmen; women of uncertain oc-
cupation and destination. A motley
crowd to whom the East held little of
magic or romance.

Their ship plodded across the Med-
iterranean, slipped silently through the
Suez Canal, and along the slender yel-
low beaches of the Red Sea. Looking
out on the sun-kissed waters, they
dreamed of gun-running feluccas and
slave-laden dhows, Bedouin raiders
and Somali tribesmen. A land of ro-
mance and mystery and adventure.

They touched at Djibouti in French
Somaliland, Mombasa in the Kenya
Colony, and from Zanzibar took a
course south by southeast across the
Mozambique Channel toward the boil-
ing hot town of Majunga on the west
coast of Madagascar.

It was after they had gone ashore
at Majunga that they first noticed that
hairy, murderous-looking man with a
cast in one of his evil eyes.

The steamer was moving out of the
harbor, and they stood on deck and
mopped at their faces with handker-
chiefs that were already wringing wet.
Their clothes hung on them in sopping
wrinkles as gusts of hot dry air came
sweeping out from the mainland like
blasts from a furnace door.

“It’s hotter than hell, and I don’t
mean mebbe,” Glenn gasped.

TEVE merely grunted, because he
had caught a deadly gleam of per-
sonal hate in the eyes of a hairy

brute standing just inside the saloon
passageway. There was something
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about the man that was vaguely famil-
iar to him.

Steve could not remember having
seen him during the voyage from Mar-
seilles, and decided that he must have
come aboard at Majunga. He called
Glenn’s attention to the man after a
mgénent, and Glenn whistled softly and
said :

“ Ain’t he ‘a friendly looking little
thing ?”

They saw the same man later in the
day coming out of a stateroom with a
man equally as villainous. There was
nothing particularly alarming about
that—but  the moment they caught
sight of Steve and Glenn they sepa-
rated and pretended not to know one
another.

Fifteen minutes later they saw them
sitting in the smoking room at differ-
ent tables. When one of them left he
passed directly by the table of the
other, and they failed to speak.

Steve and Glenn exchanged glances,
and there was a tiny frown between
Steve’s eyes as he studied the one who
remained. He was trying to remem-
ber when and where he had seen the
man before; and he was wondering
just what their racket might be.

During the next twenty-four hours
it became evident to both Steve and
Glenn that they were constantly under
the surveillance of one or the other of
those two men.

They were certain of it when they
came back from a shore trip at Nossi
Be. They found that their clothing,
their baggage, even their two bunks
had undergone a thorough search.
Everything had been replaced, and
nothing seemed to be missing; but they
knew by the way their things had been
stuffed into their steamer trunks that

_some one had gone through them.

When they were fully satisfied that
nothing had been stolen, they sat down
and lighted a cigarette.

“ Do you suppose it might have been

a steward or cabin boy?” Glenn asked.
“No,” Steve said shortly. * There
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are plenty of things they would take—
some of that stuff of yours is worth
real money. It was one or both of
those two hard-looking birds who have
been keeping an eye on us.”

“ But why?”

“1 give up,” Steve said. * Let’s take
a look at the passenger list and see who
they are. I'm not so anxious to get
smacked on the head and robbed and
thrown oyerboard.”

* How will looking at the passenger
list stop them?” Glenn said.

“ How the hell-do I know?” Steve
said gruffly.

Nevertheless they examined the pas-
senger list and found them registered
under the names of Cabrera and
Polopolous. They decided that the
wiry, beetle-browed one must be Ca-
brera, and the man with the cast in
one eye Polopolous, a Greek. They
decided to return the favor by watch-
ing those two gentlemen with equal
care.

That evening as the ship rounded
Cape Amber and plowed along toward
Diego Suarez, Glenn wandered aft and
stood watching the faint glow on the
horizon where the sun had gone to bed.
A gentle, cooling breeze came wafting
in from the Indian Ocean. The faint
strum of a stringed instrument came
flaating back from the crew’s quarters
forward. It was a perfect night, the
kind of a night—

Something crept around Glenn’s
meck and clamped down hard, so hard
that his breath was cut off with a sob.
He tried to twist, tried to kick out back-
ward. Another arm circled him about
the waist, pinning his arms to his sides.

A hand came over his shoulder as he.

sobbed for breath and tried to run a
hand into his inner pocket. He leaned
forward and got his hands fastened on
the taffrail. Then he lifted his body
up and kicked back with both feet.
They came in contact with the shin
bones of a2’ man behind with terrific im-
pact.
A muffled groan and a curse came to
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his ears and the steel hooks that were
fastened about his throat tightened.
Again he raised his body and kicked
back with all of his strength. The arm
about his waist loosened and he tore at
those strangling fingers, pried a finger
loose and bent it viciously back until
the other fingers slowly loosened.

He whirled, half free, and made out
two dim forms in the blackness of the
night. He brought up a fist and grunt-
ed with pleasure as it found a mark.
Then he pulled himself free and lashed
out with one of his feet. The forms
dropped back before him and he tore in
with both fists swinging, hitting from
every angle, a whirlwind of fists and
feet. .

Then something caught him on the
side of the head. Another glancing
blow started him reeling dizzily, and
he tried to duck and go backward. A
third blow brought him to his knees
and he waited unable to ward off the
blow that would finish him. ~

S he swayed dizzily the sound of
running feet came to him and he
searched with his hands for the

taffrail. Finding it he pulled himself
erect and staggered around the after
deckhouse to get a glimpse of his as-
sailants.

The only persons in sight were a man
and a girl strolling along the main
deck, their heads close together, their
hands entwined. :

Glenn cursed savagely under his
breath and made his way forward to
his stateroom. He had three bumps
that in size would have done honor to
the eggs of the proudest of chickens.
He touched them tenderly and knew
that no one could do that much dam-
age to his skull without a blackjack or
a section of lead pipe. His throat was
sore to his touch and his head felt as
though it might explode and fly in a
dozen different directions.

After he had bathed his head in cold
water and had stopped the tiny trickle
of blood that ran down his face he felt
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better and he rummaged through his
trunk and took out a .38 double action
revolver and stuck it in his coat pocket.

He was almost certain that the two
men were Cabrera and Polopolous, but
he was less sure what he should do
about it. His first impulse was to find
them, take them in turn, and beat them
to jelly; but the possibility that he
might be wrong and would so land in
irons held him back. He decided that
the first thing to do was to find Steve
and get his opinion.

He found him in the smoking room.
After he had ordered a brandy and
soda and had taken two much needed
gulps he remove his hat and displayed
the three lumps as he began his story.

Steve’s eyes became two points of
flashing fire and his lips were tightly
locked.

“They were trying to get into my
inside pdcket, but they didn’t make it,”
Glenn finished.

“The dirty rats,” Steve exploded.
“ They were probably going to rob you
and throw you overboard.”

“7T doubt it,” Glenn said quietly. “I
don’t think they were after money be-
cause they must have felt my money
belt around my waist. If they had
wanted my money they would have
gone about it in a different way. They
seemed to be after something in my in-
side pocket. The thing that puzzles
me is what it might be.”

“ What do you carry there?”

In answer Glenn emptied the con-
tents of the pocket on the table. There
were two or three old letters, a note-
book and a wallet. The wallet was
filled with various mémoranda, cards,
the usual things people carry in a bill-
fold. In the back were a few bank
notes of small denomination, and a
piece of white paper, ordinary type-
writing paper. Glenn looked at the
last item in wonder and unfolded it.
A little gasp came from his lips and he
looked into Steve’s eyes with a trou-
bled gaze.

On the piece of paper was a roughly
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drawn map showing the road from the
capital of Madagascar to Ankazabe,
and from that point the trail through

_humerous native villages to their mine.

It was one that he had drawn before
they went to the States, the one they
had shown to his father.

‘“That’s what they're lookin’ for,
fellah,” Steve said, his eyes gleaming.

“ But how’n’ell does any one know
that it’s there?” Glenn asked.

““Maybe they don't,” Steve said.
“ Maybe they’'re just takin’ a chance.
I don’t see how any one ever found out
that we had located valuable land. But
if they have, and couldn’t find any in-
formation in our luggage, they decided
to give us each a ‘try.” His eyes
gleamed savagely. :

“T hope they don’t forget me,” he
added meaningly.

“ We might go to the captain,” Glenn
said, reverting to his first idea. !

“There’s nothing to tell him. He
would think you were tight and fell
over a line or a stanchion and bumped
your head. People don’t go around on
boats blackjacking the passengers. He
wouldn’t believe it.”

LENN tore the map in a thousand
pieces and they got to their
feet and strolled to the deck while

he dropped the pieces overboard. They
walked around the deck and saw
Cabrera and Polopolous deep in con-
versation behind a lifeboat. They kept
on until only a yard separated them;
and then Steve spoke.

“You fellows had better be careful
how you stand around the rail,” he
drawled, “ or somebody might kick you
in the shins and knock you overboard.”

“You joke, eh?” Cabrera said, his
ugly face breaking into a smirk.

“ Joke hell,” Glenn answered and his
eyes narrowed as Polopolous’s hand
crept toward his pocket.

“Keep your hands still. I’m nerv-
ous and I have a .38 in my pocket. I
would be too bad if it went off by acci-
dent and shot you through the belly.”
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But he didn't. He continued to
Dbreathe regularly and deeply, and slid
his hand up under his pillow until the
tips of his fingers touched the butt of
his revolver.

The feel of his gun gave him the
sense of security again and that tight,
terrible feeling along his scalp began
to disappear.
Nerves! He was beginning to let the
events of the past few days and the
oppressive heat do things to him.
Steve would laugh when he told him
in the morning.

Then he heard the faintest rustle, so
faint that it was almost imperceptible.
Something brushed along the end of
the bed, a2 board squeaked. ‘A thin
stream of moonlight came creeping di-
agonally across the window sill and he
could see the dim outline of a man’s
body at each side of the bed.

Suddenly a stream of light from a
torch struck the bed and moved up-
ward along his body. He half closed
his eyes and saw a hand appear from
the opposite side of the bed, a hand
that held a curved dagger a bare two
inches above his heart.

He could see a third figure moving
silently across the room. How many
more there were, he had no idea, but
he sensed that the room was alive with
them. He knew that to make the
slightest fmove would mean instant
death. He relaxed and watched
through nearly closed eyelids. The
stream of light came to rest on the cen-
ter of his body and a hand began to
fumble with his money belt.

He knew that he must do something
now. He couldn’t make up his mind
which way to lunge, which would be
the safer. But he tensed his muscles
so slowly and so tightly that it was
agony.

Springing. he kicked the hand that
held the light and sent it spinning
across the room as he lunged to the
floor. His fingers closed around his
revolver as he jumped. He heard a
man grunt, and he heard the knife

He smiled to himself.
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swoop down and tear through the bed-
ding behind him.

He glued himself to the floor and
listened for the slightest sound. He
didn’t want to shoot unless he had to,
because it would give-away his posi-
tion.

A minute, two, went by and he could
feel the cold perspiration creeping out
on his body. He shifted his position
ever so little and the butt of his gun
gently tapped the floor. Something
whisked through the air, struck the bed
above his head and fell to the floor
with a metallic clatter.

Silence. Stark, terrible silence. He
wanted to shout, to leap up and close
with them, anything rather than that
awful feeling that they were creeping
toward him, edging in to sink a knife
through his throat. The sear of steel
would be the first thing he knew. A
half dozen of them against one, and
they could move with incredible speed
and stealth.

He began to worm his way along,
a fraction of an inch at a time. A
board creaked in a corner of the room
and he trained his gun waiting for an-
other sound.

Then a deafening roar sounded in
the next room, in Steve's room. The
first shot was quickly followed by two
more. He could hear the soft pat-pat
of bare feet in the hallway outside his
door. Voices sprang up, chattering in
Malagasy. He came half erect and
started across the room toward the
door. The stream of moonlight dis-
appeared from across the window sill
and he could see a dim form outlined
against the night. Then he heard
Steve’s voice calling outside the door,
heard him pounding furiously as he
moved toward it.

Hands and arms suddenly closed in
on him from all sides. Bands of steel
circled his wrists and pushed his gun
downward as he pulled the trigger. A
hand covered his mouth with an evil-
smelling rag as his arms were twisted
behind his back. He kicked out and
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Glenn had disappeared as complete-
ly as though a hole had opened in the
earth and swallowed him up. It was
incredible and terrifying. If there was
only something, some key to work by,
some clew that would lead him in the
right direction.

He was suddenly aware what a fig-
ure he cut, running through the streets
in pyjamas, wavying an automatic. The
Frenchman who ran the hotel came
running up with two native policemen.

No one had seen a group of men.
According to the two policemen, no-
body could have come out of that alley-
way without being seen by one or the
other of them. They had heard the
shots and had run into the hotel, it de-
veloped.

“‘That’s when they got through
you,” Steve said bitterly. .

The police put a dragnet around the
block, searching each house thorough-
ly; but when the dawn came they had
accomplished exactly nothing.

Glenn had disappeared from the face
of the earth, and there wasn’t a trace
or a clew that the police cared to con-
sider at all logical. Steve told them of
the previous attack on Glenn and they
searched the registers of Antananarivo
hotels for Cabrera and Polopolous
without result. He didn’t dare to tell
them why he believed the attack had
been made because he knew that a hun-
dred thousand men, perhaps a greater
number, would go trekking up into the
mountains if they knew that there was
enough gold there to make it worth
their while.

Steve suspected that the police were
suspicious that the whole thing was a
hoax or a quarrel of foreigners that
didn’t really concern them. They ad-
vised him to go to the American consul,
and there he finally went.

E found Consul Dudley Mason
to be a sympathetic, bluff man of
about fifty-five who wore a mili-

tary mustache such as the French af-

fect.
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Steve started in from the beginning
and put all of his cards on the table. He
began with his prospecting before the
war and their further prospecting after
the war. He told of their trip to the
States for capital and the things that
had occurred since then, including their
experiences with Cabrera and Polopo-
lous and the conversation he had over-
heard between those two.

And when he had finished, Dudley
Mason slowly relaxed and slid back
into his chair as his breath whistled
through his pursed lips. After a mo-
ment he got to his feet and paced back
and forth across the roof for a matter
of ten minutes. Finally he stopped be-
fore Steve.

“’This is a mighty serious thing,”
he said, ““ more serious than the disap-
pearance of your friend.” Steve re-
mained silent.

“You say your friend tore up the
map he was carrying?”’ Mason asked
after a moment.

““Yes, sir.”

“ That’s the reason for their kidnap-
ing him. They probably went through
his things and when they couldn’t find it
they decided to take him with them
and force the location of the mine from
him.”

“ A hell of a chance they’ll have,”
Steve said firmly. _

Dudley Mason stopped pacing the
floor and there was a curious expres-
sion in his eyes as he stood before
Steve again.

“ These natives have terrible ways of
making a man talk,” he said simply.

“ What puzzles me,” Steve said, “ is
how these men knew that Glenn had a
map or that we had found gold.”

“Oh, most of the officials and all
of the natives know that there are a
great many valuable minerals on the
island,” Mason said. “The French
have been afraid to take it because of
the effect it would have on the natives.
Afraid, and unable. The serious part
of this thing is that these men are pan-
ning to train or have trained the na-
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“Hey,” he- called weakly. The
guard turned his head, his features im-
passive. Glenn made a motion with
his arm to indicate that he wanted
water. After a moment of indecision
the guard got to his feet and poured
him a gourdful. He consumed it in
great gulps and asked for more. When
he had finished it he laid back with his
eyes wandering about the room. It
was bare except for a rude table beside
his bed and a fire-pot near the door.

The distant beating of tom-toms
came to his ears again and the wild
cries of hundreds of human voices
swelling to a frenzy, then falling away
to a staccato chant. The glow from
many fires lit the heavens outside the
narrow door and twisted the long rows
of thatched huts into fantastic shapes.

The guard at the door suddenly got
to his feet and came to attention. The
questions that were racing through
Glenn’s mind were entirely forgotten
as the form of a man in a glittering uni-
form loomed in the doorway, crossed
the room and stood above him, a soft,
sreering laugh coming from his lips.
Across his chest were pinned half a
dozen decorations. His massive shoul-
ders seemed to droop beneath the
weight of the braid and gold buttons
of his uniform.

“Well, you bug-eating, shivering
she-ass,” that sneering voice snarled,
intermixing strange Arab oaths with
his French, “you swine, how do you
like this?”

Glenn’s eyes popped open together
with his mouth as he stared up nto
those cruel, pig-eyes above him. Fi-
nally he managed to speak, but 1t was
only a whispered gasp.

““ Von Brocken !’ he said and blinked
his eyes as though he couldn’t believe
what he saw.

“ Yes, Von Brocken, you beautiful
son of American swine,” he sneered.
“ General Von Brocken!”

“ General!” Glenn laughed. He’d be
damned if he would let that pig taunt
him. ‘“General! Why, you're noth-

.come back from the Vazimba,
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ing but that cur Von Brocken, a lousy
slave-driving sous-officier.”

Von Brocken’s face went purple, his
eyes bulged and his hand went to the
automatic that was strapped about his
waist. For a minute Glenn thought
that this would be his last. Then Von
Brocken shook his great head as
though to get control of himself and
laughed.

“T'll teach you, you swine,”" he said.
“T'll teach you, when you've told me
what I want to know.” Glenn remained
silent studying the face of the man
above him.

““And I'll give you a chance to save
your life.”

Glenn remained silent.

“I want to know where your mine
1s, Morrow.”

O that was it. Glenn had supposed
at first that Von Brocken had been
transferred to duty in Madagas-

car. Now it all came flashing back
through his mind and he laughed. That
evening at Pascal’s when he had been
drunk and his tongue had been too
loose. He had talked to Marcelle and
she had told Von Brocken. That was
how they knew about that map in his
pocket. He couldn’t remember showing
it to her, but he must have done it. He
closed his eyes and cursed himself in a
way that would have done credit to the
man who stood above him.

“You showed Marcelle, my Mar-
celle, you swine—you showed her a
map of the location of your mine. She
couldn’t remember the exact location,
but I raised money and came out here
to investigate. What I found made me
resign my commission in the army,
and I got money and men to help me.
I found a kingdom here for the taking.
The natives need only leaders. I have
made soldiers of them. They have pre-
tended to the French that thev are
Christians, but they hate the French
and all their ways. They are super-
stitious and' they believe that 1 have
the
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mysterious warrior race that once
dwelt on the island. I am to be their
king!”

he beating of the tom-toms in-
creased in volume and the voices be-
came a blood-curdling chant.

“Even now they are smearing the
gravestones of their dead Vazimba
with blood and fat and rum. They be-
lieve that I can give them back the
island—" '

Glenn threw back his head and
laughed until he had to stop from pain.
The man was not only a dangerous
brute, he was a maniac.

“ When the French come up here
with a few 75’s and a regiment of
legionnaires,” Glenn snapped, “ your
natives won’t stop running until they
reach the Mozambique Channel.”

“ But they won’t come up, you pari-
ah dog of the gutter,” Von Brocken
roared, his eyes blazing. “ What are
a few thousand French swine against a
million natives? The native militia are
ready to join us. I have machine guns
that I brought up the Betziboka, ma-

chine guns and rifles enough for an

army. We will take the naval base at
Diego Suarez and capture enough am-
munition and guns to last until we can
make more. Antananarivo will fall at
the first shot. The native villages will
turn into our army posts overnight.
We will cut the cable across the Moz-
ambique Channel, the only way they
can communicate with the outside
world, and in twenty-four hours we
will have the island.”

Von Brocken laughed, his evil eyes
points of fire. Glenn watched him
fascinated.

“ I and half a dozen of my men will
get the gold, and the natives can have
the island when we are ready to go.

‘And you, you swine, I ought to pin~

you on the wall with a pair of bayonets
through your hands for the native
women to work on; but I will give you
a chance. My men got you and
drugged you the other night. I can
get the governor-general of the island
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the same way if I want to—and will,
when I get ready. You have been a
sgldier, if a damn poor one. I will
give you a chance to command one of
my regiments and you will become rich
—if you lead us to your mine. I have
found a little gold. There is more
than enough of it here, but I can’t waste
time hunting. You know where it is.”

“And if I dor’t accept?”’ Glenn
asked coolly. '

“T’Il make you talk,” Von Brocken
snarled. “ I'll make you talk by teach-
ing you a few tricks I learned from the
Tuaregs. They know how to torture,
those Arabs. And after you've talked
I’ll turn you over to that rabble out
there, They know how to carve out
your tongue and take off your ears and

_-your lips and your hands and your feet,
and still let you live.”

Something cold and terrible circled
Glenn’s heart and left him sick and
weak. He had heard old legionnaires
tell of the “ tricks " the Tuaregs prac-
ticed on their captives and it turned
him cold with terror.

CHAPTER 1IV.
AMBUSH.

T was late in the afternoon of the
day of Steve’s talk with the Ameri-
can consul that he left Antananarivo

. in a little rented French car. In the
front seat beside him was Betseke, an
olive-skinned giant of over six feet,
lean, wiry, and possessed of intelligent
eyes. His lamba fell about his body
in graceful folds. Over his shoulder
was slung a Lebel rifle. Strapped about
his waist was an ammunition belt and
another to which was attached a broad
sword.

In the back of the car was the Bet-
sileo carrier attired only in breech-clout
and turban. His body was a mass of
rippling, bulging muscles. Stowed in
around him was Steve’s equipment, a
Sprinfield rifle and several boxes of
ammunition.
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form landed almost en his shoulders
and he tore a hole through the man’s
stomach, another closed in from the
front and he pulled the trigger twice.
The muffled report and the smell of
/burning skin sickened him. Arms

closed about his body as he caught a
glimpse of Betseke breaking heads
with the butt of his rifle.

An arm encircled Steve’s head and
bent it back until he thought his neck
must crack. He got his teeth in it and
it was torn away with a wail of pain.
A knife plunged through the flesh of
his shoulder and he felt the blood run-
nin’Ig down his side.

. Then he realized that the hands that
were dragging him down were gone.
Betseke was pulling him to his feet and
pointing to the rim of the plateau.

“ Come on, sare,” he said, and he
whirled Steve around and pushed him
toward the trail. Hugging the shad-
ows, crawling on their stomachs in the
protection of the thickening dusk, they
made the first rim of the bush and:
plunged through it.

Cutting off the regular trail Bet-
seke led the way to.a trail that was
scarcely wide enough to permit of their
passing. Before they had reached the
upper rim of the jungle, night had fall-
en and théy had no fear of those far-
distant cries and the occasional crack
of a rifle.

Following a winding course in and
out of ravines, through the thickeést
jungle they soon left all sound of their
pursuers behind; but Steve was stag-
gering from loss of blood when they
came to the spot where they had left
the filanzana. The four bearers were
stretched out on the ground asleep.

Betseke whipped them into action af-
ter he had dressed the wound in Steve’s
shoulder, and they set a terrific pace
down the mountainside.

Steve, knowing that his worst fears
were realized, and recognizing against
his will that it was foolhardy to try
to go on alone, told Betseke that they
would go down and await the action
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of the governor. If there was-no sign
of French troops in the morning, he
would send Betseke back to Dudley
Mason. :

As the first rays of the morning sun
climbed over the hills to the east they
could see the low-thatched huts of
Ankazabe in the distance. And while
they gazed toward it they saw a thin
line of dust that rose lazily upward, a
line that Steve knew could rise only

"above a column of marching men. In

his mind he could hear the quick stac-
cato voice of a corporal counting the
marching time. )

Steve ordered the carriers to halt and
he got to the ground and waited for
that line to come forward until he
could see the light blue of their uni-
forms and the sun glistening on their
bayonets.

Then a little body of horsemen de-
tached itself from the oncoming
column and came galloping toward
them in a cloud of dust. Steve came to
attention and saluted as they halted. A
major returned his salute and gazed in-
quiringly at the bandage about his
shoulder.

“ Just a little skirmish with an out-
post,” he explained.

They burst into a torrent of French
and he tried in turn to answer their
questions. Finally, he silenced them
and told them, in the hest French he
could command, what lay ahead of
them.

When he had finished, their eyes
were wide with incredulous wonder
and he asked them how many men they
had brought. .

“I don’t know how many there are
over the rim of that plateau,” Steve
said, “ but from the horde I saw pour-
ing over the edge. they are well-
equipped, trained, and willing to fight.”

AJOR RENAUD. the officer in
command, explained that they
had a company of French in-
fantry, two of Malagasy Tirailleurs,
and a machine gun detachment. The
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caught them in a cross-fire. A lieuten-
ant who had in some miraculous way
escaped the fire waved them on.

“ En avant, mes enfants, en avant!”
he cried and was struck by half a dozen
bullets that fairly lifted him from his
feet.

A sergeant leaped into the breach
ahead of the next wave, but they were
mowed down while they tried to clam-
ber over the bodies of their dead com-
panions.

CHAPTER V.
JUNGLE STRATEGY.

AJOR RENAUD, seeing at last
that it was impossible to advance
beyond that piled-up mass of

torn humanity, ordered his troops to
fall back.
It was then that Steve went to him

again. :

“1 think, sir,” he said, “that my
guide could lead a portion of your
men through the jungle to flank them,
or to advance to the top while your
men are fighting their way through.”

Major Renaud glared and snarled a
few words of French.

“1f you will give us fifty men, or
sixty, I think we can lead them to the
top, sir,” he pleaded again. The French-
sman swung on his heel and started to
walk away. Then he bawled an order
calling one of his lieutenants to his side.

* Lieutenant Cordier will follow you
with fifty men,” he said to Steve.
“ You will proceed directly to the top,
where we will join you after I have
taught these dogs ahead a lesson. If
we have not reached the top by the time
you are there, and if you are able to,
come back down this trail and flank
those machine guns.”

Lieutenant Cordier saluted and, fol-
lowing Steve and Betseke, he ordered
his detachment back down the trail.
After 2 mile they cut through what
appeared to be impassable jumgle and
then a narrow track opened up like a
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chasm and they began a steady ascent
through jungle so thick that it afforded
a perfect protection.

From the right and below them
came the steady crash of rifle fire and
the incessant drumming of machine
guns. Steve shook his head and
swore softly to himself. He knew
that unless Major Renaud cut through
the jungle and flanked those machine
guns they could never pass that bend
in the trail. .

When Betseke neared the upper rim
of the jungle and slipped into the bush,
he slowed down their advance until, at
times, they were barely creeping.
Above them rose the mass of bowlders
over which they must clamber before
they could reach the main plateau.
These offered what seemed to be an al-
most impregnable defense, unless they
could slip by and reach the rim with a
surprise attack. .

All hope of that quickly vanished as
the men spread out and tried to slip
beyond the first line of bowlders. From
a half dozen places on the incline came
the tat-tat-tat of machine guns. A
whistling sleet of death poured down
on them and halted them in their
tracks. Steve saw men falling all
about him, saw some of them rise up
and fire a last shot as bullets cut them
to ribbons.

As he dropped in behind a mass of
rocks where some thirty men were
huddled he saw Lieutenant Cordier go
down with his head literally torn from
his shoulders by a hail of lead.

Sweating, cursing, some laughing
grimly, the men settled down to what
seemed a hopeless task. Sharp-
shooters picked off four of that brave
little band as they settled down to sell-
ing their lives dearly.

Seeing an outcropping of rock ahead
that would offer them better protection,
Steve cried out that he would lead
them. Three more men had been
picked off, and annihilation was only a
matter of time where they were.
Farther up they might hold out for
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hours, or at least until darkness gave
them a chance to retreat.

At first they looked at him in in-
credulous wonder, shaking their heads,
swearing at him suspiciously.

Then Steve ‘remembered the way
Von Brocken, the sergeant-major of
his old company, had cursed and fairly
beaten the men over the top with the
fury of his orders and the fury of his
fighting.

He took a page from the training of
Von Brocken, and he drew his auto-
matic and got to his feet. He walked
back and forth among those men, call-
ing them all the gutter French that
went to make up Von Brocken’s vo-
cabulary.  Then he threw back his
head and laughed as he pointed out the
swine who manned the guns above
them.

The men began to laugh with him
as he swaggered back and forth expos-
ing himself to the murderous fire from
above, shrieking defiance.  He had
touched the right spot in these French-
men, for a Frenchman always loves a
magnificent gesture. Elan, they call it.

““ En avant, mes enfants, en avant!”
he shrieked. ¢ Up, damn you. Aux
armes! Allezt”’

“ Allons!” they roared back at him,
and they followed him up over those
rocks, bent half-double, their voices
screaming defiance.

Taking their foes by surprise, they
had reached their objective before the
gunners above could go into action. A
sheet of lead swept over their heads
and flattened itself on the rocks about

them. The firing died away, and the

men about Steve settled down to pick-
ing off an exposed hand, elbow or
head.

NLY one machine gun seemed to
be in action above them as Steve
stuck his head around a corner

of a rock, and that machine gun was
firing into the other guns and the
natives, instead of aiming at Steve’s
position. Unable to believe his eyes,
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Steve pushed the cap of an infantry-
man around the top of the rocks. Only
a single rifle bullet pinged at it. As he
stuck his head around again he saw
that hundreds of the natives that had
been crouching in the rocks above, bent
on annihilating the French troops, were
now scampering over the rocks toward
the rim of the plateau. The machine
gun above was cutting them down as
they tried to escape.

Steve’s companions were crowding
around him, their eyes wide, watching
that strange drama above them. They
knew that Major Renaud had not been
able to cut his way through. It must
be that two or three men who had
skirted that ambuscade on the trail be-
low had come up on the other side
through the jungle.

Steve rallied the little band around
him again, and his voice rang out
again.

“Forward! En avant!” he screamed
and clambered over the rocks.

“ En avant!” came the frenzied an-
swer, and they followed him. Only
desultory firing greeted their advance.
They found three dead gunners
huddled around the first machine gun.
Four about the next.  Gathering up
the machine guns, they advanced
steadily until they were near the top,
when Steve led the men in behind a
cluster of rocks.

He was a little afraid of that ma-
chine' gun above, because he didn't
know what action it might take after
the natives above had been disposed of.
Perhaps it was only a personal mutiny
in the ranks of the natives, and after
the natives had been disposed of they
would tum the gun back on the
French.

After placing their captured machine
guns in such a position that they could
fight off an attack from any side, Steve
placed a handkerchief on a rifle and
pushed it up over the rocks. After a
moment a white rag appeared over the
rim of rocks above, and Steve ordered
his men to advance.

-8 A
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ging for his liberty, gives Will Hali-
fax a gimcrack, a little green figurine
inside a box, which he had taken from
Joshua Stiles, a London merchant, who
seemed to set great store by it.

In London they lodge with Roger
Tunby, a merchant who had often vis-
ited Sir Harry. Tunby offers, with
suspicious eagerness, to get Will a
berth on a merchant ship; and Halifax
shrewdly suspects that Tunby either
has some scheme to conceal from him,
or else owed his father some money.
He delays his decision on the offer. The
next morning he fares forth to sec
London, and perhaps encompass a cer-
tain mission of his own. On_his way
he becomes embroiled in a street fight,
where the apprentices, with their cry of
“Clubs! Clubs!* have swarmed out
of the shops to punish a horseman who
had struck one of their number.

CHAPTER 1V (Continued).

OF THE MEETING WITH BENJAMIN
BERDEN, AND THE OPPORTUNITY
THAT CAME OF IT.

E on the horse, who was the
H cause of the riot, made shit:t to
gallop through their midst.
Faith, he sent a dozen of the angry
*prentices down like ninepins, but he
might have spared himself some drub-
bing had he put another face on it.
They dragged him off his horse and
cudgeled him until he lay stunned,
whereafter they held him under a pump
and soused him back to consciousness,
with his high boots full of water and
his fine clothes muddied, mocking him
for one of the Spanish ambassador’s
men, and telling him his master and
his master’s king to hoot were like to
be hanging ere leng with the other
quartered Jesuits on London Bridge.
Yet they were merry rogues, right
cager to be friendly in their own way,
not intolerant, but liking not at all stiff
manners in a stranger. They who had
made a sort of prisoner of me had
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vented their spleen on the horseman,
and were well contented when I gave
them money to buy ale.

Indeed, when I asked where the
house of Joshua Stiles might be, they
sent one of their number to escort me. -
He was named Jack Giles—a stocky,
bull-necked lad in a yellow jerkin that
matched his freckles, and a flat, green
cap that seemed to have been used for
many purposes. He told me on the
way that he would break his bonds of
’prenticeship come summer and try for-
tune, venturing against the Dons at
sea, or else on land in the war in Flan-
ders, whichever opportunity should
turn up first.

The place where Joshua Stiles did
business was a great house built of
brick, containing offices of more than a
dozen merchants, close to the new Lx-
change that had been built by Sir
Thomas Gresham.

The house had a yard in its midst,
in which scores of messengers and por-
ters, and some sailors, warmed them-
selves at sea-coal fires that burned in
iron pots. The snow, gray and som-
ber with soot, had been piled up in
heaps that did not melt because so little
sun came into the yard, but the fire-
light shone on the snow handsomely.

A pompous jackanapes in livery
stood at the entrance gate and asked
my business, seeming to take it ill that
I was guided by a city ’prentice and not
followed by a servant of my own, nor
not on horseback; and while I pon-
dered whether to bestow ‘a largesse on
the churl to change his humor I felt
my cloak pulled from behind.

Merry, but I did not want to see
Will Shakespeare then! There he
stood, as pleased to find me as if [
owed him money. His old-fashioned
country suit looked shabby, and I want-
ed to ruffle it handsomely, not show
myself to an important stranger for
the first time in a bumpkin’s company.
I stepped back to the street to learn
what brought him, masking my dis-
pleasure. )
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“Willy,” he said, smiling, “ Roger
Tunby takes it ill that you should leave
his house all raw, uncounseled and
alone. He fears that you may fall
among trim-witted fellows who will
spbil you of that finery! He bade me
follow you, and, if I would keep his
good will, not to return without you.
Marry, but he set no limit to the ven-
‘ture.”

“How s0?" I demanded, not exact-

ly comprehending, though I read the
mischief in his eyes and by the rood
it softened my ill-humor.

'“Why, as. day in search of night,
and night of day, let mutual pursuit
not cease until we mee¢t in gloaming
at our host’s door,” he retorted.

I could see that he had news for
me, bat he proposed to tell it in his own
way, mocking my impatience with an
air of having all eternity to browse in.

“ Let us steal a march on destiny,”
said he, “and for the moment be the
fortune’s favorites that hope accredits
us. Insane ambition was the bane of
Lucifer, but we're not angels, Will.
We'll both go looking for Will Hali-
fax—yourself the genius of what he
shall be, looking for the runagate that
is, to make a man of him—and I, the
counsellor, contributing such ill advice
as Satan uses to keep homing souls
from heaven!”

T was half an bour before I had the
story from him. I had hardly left
old Roger Tunby’s house that morn-

ing, it appeared, before the common
carrier drew rein with letters out of
Warwickshire, which Tunby bore into
the closet at the shop’s rear with an air
of secrecy. That left Will free to ex-
change a word or two of gossip with
the carrier, who told him that one let-
ter was from Tony Pepperday.
Remembering that Tony was my
Mildred’s lawful guardian who, by un-
happy chance and monstrous, misliked
me, Will plied the carrier with ques-
tions. And it seemed that the car-
rier, fike many other folk, well under-
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stood what I knew not at all—that
Roger Tunby wanted Mildred for his
own son, Edward, knowing what a
comfortable dowry she should have,
and Roger being also involved with
Tony Pepperday in dealings that might
otherwise turn to his disadvantage.

* Quoth the carrier,” said Will, “ the
devil himself would need a long spoon
should he sup with either of them.”

I took comfort in the thought that
Edward Tunby was as far away as I
could wish him, and I smiled to think
of Roger Tunby's promise to help me
to a venture far away.

*“ Can they marry a couple when the
one is abroad and the other unwilling ?”
I asked Will,

“Nay,” said he, “but ships come
home and absence has a way of ending
in the course of time. As for the
maid’s unwillingness, they say it is a
woman’s heritage to change her mind.
You are not so puritanical, T take it,
that design might forge no scandal for
your Mildred’s ears?”

For that speech I cursed him—albeit
something gently, for I loved the man,
although he could think of more in-
genious disasters in a moment than the
devil might invent in half a lifetime,
and he aggravated discontent by watch-
ing for the outcome like a groundling
standing in the pit at a play. Yet he
was the friendliest of observers; he
amused himself like Puck, without a
spice of malice.

“T have heard.” said he, * that this
man Joshua Stiles, whom you seek, is
after the Spanish fashion, more solemn
than wise. Nay, I know no more than
rumor—what the ‘prentices have told
me.”

I did not want Will with me when
I should meet Stiles, but neither did I
wish to lack his friendship, so I thought
of a,wayv to be presently rid of him
and. at the same time to advantage
both of us. 1 bade him bring the horses
and to meet me where we stood as soon
as might be, saying I would let him
ride my roan. For I thought if he
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.owner of the gimcrack was a cvil
enough gentleman. _

“Whereas you, sir,” I added,
“ seem somewhat lacking in that par-
ticular, I will take my information
to the Lord Mayor, who will know
what should be done.”

I knew I had him then. He was in
six minds, all at once. Plainly he mis-
took me for a spy of some sort, and I
doubted not that there was good cause
why heé should be watched.

“Y have a toothache and the chiil
air frets me, shortening my.temper,”
he said at last. I should have per-
ceived you are of gentle breeding, and
I beg you to forget my hasty rudeness,
that offends me more than it did you.”

He made me a bow with good grace,
but I could see that he had further
fetches in his head. However, God
has provided to send curst cows short
horns, and he practiced lamely.

“Y suspect the toy of which yon
speak is mine,” he said, *“ and, truth to
tell, I will be glad to get it back with-
out such bruiting of my foolish fond-
ness for the thing as might stir
ridicule. If you will bring it to my
house in Spitalfields, to-night at eight
o’ the clock, I will be at leisure to dis-
cuss what influence 1 can exert in your
behalf.”

To put a better face on it, he ques-
tioned me about my name and parent-
age, pretending he had known my
father, Sir Harry. But he affected no
interest in how I might have chanced
on knowledge of the gimcrack; and
what with thinking that an honest man
should have questioned me on that
point exceeding narrowly, and ascer-
taining very readily that he lied about
having known my father, I set less
value on his present protest of good-
will than on his former spite.

Nevertheless, I let him hold me there
in conversation, he turning over in-his
mmd, I did not doubt, the while
he talked, alternatives for my dis-
comfiture,

It was an hour, and he summoned
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by his clerk to the Exchange, before he
took my arm and walked with mc to
the gate, where already Will Shakes-
peare sat on my horse Robin, holding
the led mare. '

I thought that Joshua Stiles looked
curiously at the mare, almost as if he
recognized her for the highwayman’s,
and then at me, but he made no com-
ment, acknowledging my bow and
walking off between his clerk and a
lackey who cloaked him. I thought he
whispered to the lackey, but it might
have been that the man was only wait-
ing on him fussily.

ILL and I rode westward, for it

was time that the walking in

Paul’s should begin, of which

T had heard my father tell so often:

how all the favorites at court who had

the queen’s ear could be seen there

promenading, as well as all those

who wished to seem important or who

sought an opportunity to press their

suits by getting word with some one
of influence.

Avoiding Cheapside, lest oné of
Roger Tunby’s ’prentices should rec-
ognize us, we had turned along a street
near by the river when a circumstance
befell that ushered me on to the stage
of great events, though through a back
door, as it were.

There began a ¢lamor of all the
church bells and a din of shouting—
then a surge of people out of by lanes
toward Cheapside. Women leaned
from upper windows. I thought haply
Queen Elizabeth herself was coming,
which, if it were so, was a sight that
neither Will nor I would have missed,
not though we lacked a meal for look-
ing—although Will told me he had
seen her once at Kenilworth what time
the Earl of Leicester entertained her
with unnumbered strange conceits. But
Will was young then.

So we turned up a lane into Cheap-
side and waited, realizing presently
that all that clamor of bells was some-
thing other than a festival. For dignity
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we forebore questioning, but we were
puzzled by the crowd’s behavior,
which seemed to me expectant rather
of a good bear-baiting than the passage
of the queen’s grace.

Presently, from the City, came a
great roar our way, increasing until it
almost drowned the clangor of the
bells. Then I saw a group of horse-
men and, behind them, yeomen from
the Tower in bright red liveries with
black hats—bearded, handsome fellows
armed with halberds, forcing the
crowd to either side to make a passage
through the midst.

Then followed he who was the in-
stigator of the whole commotion.
Came an old gray horse that drew a
hurdle, whereon lay a man so tied by
legs and wrists that he could only raise
himself a little on his elbows. He was
clothed in sacking, and his arms and
the calves of his legs were blue with
the cold—a middle-aged man who, I
thought, might look right gently bred
in other circumstances.

Never had I seen a man so howled
at and so execrated: nor never have I
seen a poor wretch so resentful of the
fate that he had brought down on him-
self, nor more undignified in his at-
tempt to win the people to his way of
thinking. Many and many a man I
have seen die, some of whom were
caitiffs, but none have I seen that
feared his death and clamored his com-
plaints as that one did.

He would raise himself until the
cords cut deep into his arms, and cry
out that he called on God to hold Queen
Elizabeth guilty of his blood.

For a moment the crowd would lis-
ten. 'Then it drowned his cries under
a roar of mockery and execration, so
that you would think he would know
how little use it was to make appeal to
them. But he cried out the more: and all
the while he kept glancing over his
shoulder at the executioners who
walked behind him dressed in black.
wearing black masks, the one carrying
a hempen rope and the other the great
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quartering knife with its edge toward
the culprit.

Behind the executioners were other
yeomen of the guard to keep the crowd
from harming the poor wretch; and in-
deed, I think, if it had not been for
the yeomen and their halberds there
would have been no work left for the
executioner to do, so savage was the
crowd’s mood.

There were some who threw stones
and vegetables, although not many,
having scant time to procure the am-
munition. One yeoman was struck by
a stone and left the ranks to punish
him who threw it; not discovering the
man, he struck another with his hal-
berd and so shrewdly that the rest took
warning of the broken head.

HE procession passed and I looked
for some one to tell me who was
the poor wretch who rode the

hurdle. There was a dark-faced fel-
low almost at my saddle-bow—a man
with clever-looking, hazel eyes, clean-
shaved, dressed well in a dark green
suit that might be some nobleman’s liv-
ery, although it bore no insignia. He
seemed right eager to address me, so
I looked the other way to test his
eagerness, and presently he touched my
knee.

“1 saw you having speech with
Joshua Stiles, the alderman,” he said
“Will you troll the bow! with me
awhile in yonder tavern? We will
drink a fathom-health or two to Good
Queen Bess.” b

He took my mare's reins, smiling
confidently when I bade him let go.

“I am Benjamin Berden,” he said,
“ in the service of Mr. Secretary Wal-
singham.”

He might have been speaking false-
ly, but_he claimed high influence, so I
held my tongue and followed him into
the tavern, leaving Will to mind the
horses; but the lad Jack Giles had fol-
lowed us and Mook the reins from
Will, who was nothing loth to bear us
company.
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will do the like by me. He recks too
little yet of my discretion. I could
summon guards and hale you to him,
but he might reward me or he might
blame, and I better like the thought of
bringing you before Lord Burghley,
who is liker to employ you. By the
same good service to yourself I fasten
two strings to my own bow. It is bet-
ter to serve two masters, though the
Good Book says we shall not, than to
starve on the ingratitude of one.”

He told me then a long tale of his
doings: how his father was a preacher
of the new religion who had fled from
England when Queen Mary married
the Spanish king and no man’s life was
safe who refused to acknowledge the
Pope. How, consequently, he himself
had learned Italian and French and
German in Geneva, not returning to his
own land until she whom men call
Bloody Mary died, with Calais written
on her heart—for so they tell—and her
sister our great Elizabeth came out of
durance to be queen, at which time
Berden was a boy of fourteen years.

‘ E told how he became a servant
to Sir Francis Walsingham, with
whom he lived in Paris at the

embassy, and how Sir Francis had em-

ployed him chiefly to spy on the Span-
ish ambassador and on a man named

Morgan, who was agent for the Queen

of Scots.

“And T tell you,” he said, tapping
again on the table, ““ we who ferret out
the news by which the statesmen guide
their practices, receive small wages and
less praise, even as those statesmen
themselves get poxy treatment from the
queen. A man does well to look to his
own chances.”

I thought him a zany, notwithstand-
ing so to talk to me, who was a stran-
gef to him; and I thought Will Shakes-

peare, glancing at him darkly now and -

then, gave little credit to his talk. But
Will was mainly interested in the serv-
ing wench, doing what he so often does
with a woman—teasing her with lofty
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and witty speeches, to enjoy her indis-
cretions or the artifice with which she
tried to guard her modesty. '

I was eager to be taken that hour to
Lord Burghley, or to Sir Francis Wal-
singham, indifferent, indeed, which
member of the council should be spon-
sor of my fortune, so be I missed no op-
portunity. But Berden told me neither
of them could be seen that morning,
since the Parliament was sitting and
the lords held council in the morning
to be ready for the session in the after-
noon.

“ Moreover,” said he, “ matters such
as this are better deftly managed, such
a pick-thank lot they are at court, each
studying to claim all credit for him-
self.” ’

CHAPTER V.

OF MANY FAMOUS MEN, AND OF THE
MEETING WITH THOMAS PHELIPPES.

ERDEN found me not so ignorant
as he imagined. Princes and their
ministers seek safety for the State

in preserving that very ignorance that
constitutes its gravest danger; but we
of the shires and counties were kept
more or less informed by the members
of Parliament returning to their homes
between the short sessions.

Jesuits, too, in numbers toured the
country in disguise, their wanderings
winked at by the very folk who should
have denounced them, because through
their mouths men learned the foreign
news.

So what 1 did know certainly was
mixed with false and ridiculous tidings,
but I had a sort of general knowledge
that made me able to hold my ground
with Berden. I knew, for instance,
that the Scots queen was now at Tut-
bury in the custody of Sir Ralph Sad-
ler, a man advanced in" years, who,
some said, favored her, though that I
doubted.

My father had been one of the first
in our part of England to sign the
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Phelippes threw his reins to Berden
and went in through a door in the
shadow at a corner of the yard. The
rest of us stood staring at one an-
other. It was a long time, and we
half froze, before Phelippes came out
through the same narrow door and
beckoned me. A day came, not long
afterward, when Phelippes treated me
with deference, but that day I was very
willing to obey him.

I followed him up steps into a nar-
row corridor from which oaken doors
opened on either hand. There was a
weight. of silence and a” chill gloom,
as if we were entering a dungeon; but
we went up stone stairs to a wider
corridor, and at the end of that a
bright fire of sea-coal was burning in
an iron grate at which a dozen saucy
pages warmed themselves.

There Phelippes left me for awhile,

and, since the pages made no room for .

me before the fire, I boxed the ears of
one of them. They were not so spirited
as Cheapside ’prentices, although I
was soon to learn that they could be
as waspish in their own way and a
dozen times less easy to put in humor.
The good comfortable glow of sea-
coals warmed me finely, and the need
to stare those pages out of counte-
nance restored my self - assurance,
what with being chilled to the marrow
in the yard and waiting like a serving
man at Phelippes’s beck and call. I
recalled to myself that I was being
much more fortunate than I had a rea-
son to expect, and by the time Phe-
lippes opened a door and beckoned I
felt ready to make my bow to Queen
Elizabeth herself. '

CHAPTER VL
LORD SECRETARY BURGHLEY.

FOLLOWED Phelippes into a
room in which sat four venerable-
looking secretaries in black suits,

who wrote studiously by the dim light
from narrow windows. At the far
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end was a door by which-a man sat
on a stool, holding a black rod tipped
with ivory; he tapped on the door with
his stick, not opening until he heard a
voice within, which brought my heart
to my mouth.

I have given much thought to the
conundrum how it is that coming
events or persons can cause us in an-
ticipation of their coming so to creep
and tingle, but have never solved it
nor have met the man who could,
though many have talked a multitude
of words about it. I know that I was
sweating as I passed that inner door.
I know not why.

Phelippes led into a dim room
sumptuously furnished, lined with
shelves on which were boxes, many of
them covered with red leather. At a
table in the midst two secretaries sat,
their quill pens squeaking on the parch-
ment. Neither of them glanced up. But
he who sat in a great armchair by the
fireside stared at me, and I had no
eyes thereafter for whatever else was
in the room, so curiously stirring was
his presence.

Since that day I have come to think
him great, and I have thought him
mean; I have despised his underhand-
edness—the more since I have had to
play my part in it—and I have admired
his sagacity, his loyalty and courage,
even while offended by his treacherous
unfairness. But I have never over-
come that feeling in his presence of
being face to face with forces that
are not exactly of this world—forces
both good and evil, and all terrible.

“My Lord Burghley,” said Phe-
lippes, “ this is the son of Sir Harry
Halifax of Brownsover, of whom I
spoke.”

His lordship frowned, I standing
before him with my left hand on my
hilt. My right hand seemed one too
many.

He was long past middle-age, gray-
bearded, growing bald and wearing a
black silk cap. He had the gout, and
his right foot was in a great felt slip-
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-God with zeal and his lawful prince
with honesty may look to God to
recompense him.”

“ Most men look to the queen’s
purse,” said Lord Burghley; and I saw
a thin suggestion of a smile escape
him. “ Will you forget the wrong the
Earl of Leicester did you?” he asked—
as I thought, rather curiously, as if he
tempted me.

I was startled to learn that he knew
my father had been done to death; but
it was plain enough that he did know,
else he could not have couched his
question in those terms. So I took
counsel with myself. I answered as
I used to do at school when I was not
sure of a Latin quantity.

“ Forgetfulness,” I said, ““is not a
quality we Halifaxes shine in. My
father Sir Harry was a loyal knight,
and I should fall short of my duty an
I strove not to restore his good name
and to make another for myself, the
better to continue his. However, a
revenge were poxXy service to a gentle-
man in heaven, who is .doubtless too
contented there to care for bickerings
in this world.”

“ You have a smooth tongue, sir-
rah. I have seen how ready speech too
often hides unreadiness,” he answered.
And, thinking I had said too much, I
was silent, biting my tongue with an-
ger at my lack of wisdom. _

For awhie he stared at me again.
Then suddenly:

“ There is a warrant for the seizure
of the person of Joshua Stiles, an al-
derman. Keep tryst with him in Spit-
alfields to-night as Phelippes says you
have appointed. Berden shall have the
warrant. Take with you Captain
Jacques and the four men that he has.
See to it that Joshua Stiles is in the
Marshalsea by midnight, and when you
have the signature of the keeper of the
Marshalsea, return with it to my house,
no matter at what hour, bringing with
you Berden and the others.”

Many a question leaped into my
mind : as whether I should order Berden
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or he me; whether I should expect pay-
ment for the service; whether or no I
was now in the queen’s employment, or
might look for that if the outcome were
successful. But he perceived my will
to question him and gestured. Phelippes
plucked my sleeve. I bowed, Lord
Burghley taking no more notice of me.
As I left that room I said to myself:

“If this is a test of my fitness for
the queen’s service, it shall be neck or
nothing! She shall like me, or the
common grave-digger shall earn his
shilling !”

N\

CHAPTER VIL

- OF THE STANDING ON TERMS
WITH BERDEN,

HAVE learned since, what all have

_to learn who deal with courtiers, aye,

and with princes: that it is the use
of statecraft to keep all men eager in
uncertainty, rather than by flattering
importunity to sharpen appetites.

By stirring hope and chilling it al-
ternately the queen has saved the realm,
controlling men whose masterful and
gallant spirit would have wrecked Eng-
land, and themselves, too, had she not
outwitted and, at the same time, used
them. They in turn and of necessity,
though hating such sorry practice
sometimes had to stir false hope and
pay with broken promise, so that even
such men as Sir Francis Drake were at
their wits’ end.

Not the greatest in the land could
foretell what necessities to-morrow’s
fall from favor might produce. The
queen herself lacked surety. All lesser
folk were lucky to be able to forget
long famine in short plenty and to
drown the dread of outcome in the do-
ing of a moment’s deed. He who
squealed least ‘when the shoe pinched
was the likeliest to find employment.

But T did not understand that at the
time, and when we were outside the
door I sought to question Phelippes.

“’Steesth and nails!’ he answered,
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should rather make ungodly men more
desperate than change their disaffec-
tion; and as for the sort who think the
Pope can bless them out of hell, should
the worst death terrify them?

“ It comes of not minding their own
business,” added Berden, ““ so serve ’em
right!”

I agreed with him there, so I set my
mind to thinking of the alderman
whom I must hale into the Marshalsea.
If I were he, thought I, and all that
stink of rotting carcasses to warn me.
I would play the fox with half dozen
earths to run to; aye, and keep a
twitching snout upwind so it should
need a better trap than coney-snare to
catch me. He who would hang my pelt
on London Bridge should have to work
for it.

Had I known Phelippes was the
craftiest spy in England and the dead-
liest of all the Scots Queen’s enemies,
I might have better understood how
dangerous my task was. Too, I might
have guessed why so much secrecy was
being used, and why a stranger to the
.city such as I was should be loosed
on the scent.

I was not so raw and addle-witted
as to overlook the question why the
Lords in Council had not sent halber-
diers to Joshua Stiles’s counting house,
if so be they had cause against him.
There was sharp practicing on more
than one side, 1 was confident.

We rode around the Tower moat,
I marveling at all that pile of masonry
against the afternoon sky, shuddering
a little, too, as I remember, at the
thought of how many noblemen—aye,
and a queen, had lost their heads be-
hind that grim wall.

What with one thought leading to
another it began to dawn on me that I
was in the midst of such treasons as
had cost wiser men than me their
heads, and that haply mere audacity
were insufficient for the night’s work.
And the more I thought of it, the more
I saw that Berden was of like mind;
he was making such grimaces to him-
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self as a yokel makes through a horse
collar at a country fair for a prize of
bacon and ale.

“Have you saddle boils?” I asked
him, and he tried to grin a little, mis-
liking that I should think him fearful.
But I had Berden’s measure.

When we came to a tavern such as
we might enter without too much com-
ment I drew rein to order bait for the
beaits and for ourselves such supper
as the mean place could provide. Our
host came into the yard to look us
over—a flinty-eyed, furtive rogue with
a St. Anthony’s fire in his nose that I
doubted not he kept well slaked; and
before he would give us as much as a
drink for man or beast he demanded
to know who would settle the reckon-

ing,

UDD knew I had little enough
money. Most of what I had was
Mildred’s, and I liked not at all

the thought of squandering what she
had given me on ale for Jacques and
his cutthroats. Yet I dared not say
we were the Queen’s men, since I had
no right to sign a requisition. Nor
would I pass responsibility to Berden,
who would then have understood I
lacked authority.

So I roundly cursed the fellow for a
poxy coney-catcher and-flung a coin
into the mixen at his feet, declaring
I would pay such reckoning as passed
my scrutiny. Whereat my ruffians
went into the inn to swill and gorge
themselves at my cost. Now I smelled
another danger than the heavy draft on
my light purse.

Extravagance, 1 thought, will cer-
tainly appear to them a weakness, as
it will also make them pothouse brave
and uncontrollable. Moreover, it was
common knowledge, aye, and much
complaint of it, that Queen’s men fared
less generously than the servants of
a gentleman; so, if I should treat them
liberally that might only serve to ad-
vertise to them my lack of such cre-
dentials as Queen’s men carry.
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“ Bread, cheese and beef,” I ordered,
“and for each hour that we tarry here
one mug of ale to the man—nor not a
drop beside, not though they offer pay-
ment. If a man of mine is drunk when
I require his services, I'll have your
license confiscated and  yourself
whipped at a cart tail. For you look
to me, mine host, like a skull full of
lousy purposes!”

“Who loosed this ban-dog?” he
grumbled. But he understood his risk
too well, and my predicament too little,
to defy me and I heard him repeat my
order to the ’prentice potman.

In the tap room the borough coroner
was holding inquest on a corpse; the
room was crowded with the jury and

a throng of witnesses, who could only .

testify that they neither recognized the
body nor knew anything concerning it,
they being there from curiosity and
for the sake of such importance as the
taking of an oath might give them.
There were no marks showing how
the corpse had come by death, and so
a surgeon was performing autopsy, in-
structing two apprentices the while he
carved among the entrails, droning
long words with a voice like a parson’s
o’ Sunday. o
My men elbowed their way into the
throng around the table, so I left them
to it, having seen enough of carrion
on London Bridge. I went into the in-
ner room and bade the lad Giles fol-
low me, he walking wryly, being un-
used to the saddle and as galled already
as a tripe under a good wife’s scraper.
“The smallest fishes make the big-
splashes now and then,” said I,
“so I will try you first. Eat, drink,
and then slip away unseen and bring
me word what passes near the house
of Joshua Stiles, the alderman. Keep
silent and report to nobody but me.”
The lad was greedy for my good
will, even as I was studious to earn
Lord Burghley’s favor, so he dallied
not long over pot and platter, but found
the back door and went out, whistling,
as if to the horse stalls. -
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Presently came Berden, his imagina-
tion full of the human entrails he had
seen uncovered and his appetite no bet-
ter for it. For awhile he grumbled
about doctors being charlatans who.
make a mystery of ignorance and who
trick credulity with long words; but I

‘doubted whether he would talk so to

the doctors if he had a hurt to mend.
Receiving no response from me, he
broached the stronger wine he had in
cask.

“’Swounds! But this is no night’s
work for honest men!”

TOLD him we had lousy enough

rogues with us for any undertaking.

“ Jacques and his blackguards will
never see angels except in the shape of
minted money, and that stolen.”

“ Aye,” he answered, “ lousy rascals
who will leave us in the lurch! There
are too few of us. Nor are the men we
have much better than a pack of curs
to catch a falcon with. What know
you yet of Stiles and how he keeps
himself?”

I knew nothing. I was careful, there-
fore, to-appear wise, looking at Berden
as if doubtful how far I could trust
him. But he was not so taken by my
air of secrecy as not to have his doubts,
He laid a finger on his nose.

“1 see,” he said, *“you are already
chief adviser to Lord Burghley, so I
pay you my humble respects. But are
you aware that Joshua Stiles is plotting
to deliver the Queen of Scots from
Tutbury?”

It was news to me, but I was no such
lack-wit as to let him know it.

“So far you shoot middling
straight,” I answered.’

“ And have they told you that the
green thing in the red box that you
showed to Phelippes, is the Queen of
Scots’s own talisman that the Lords
in Council have been hunting for these
many months? The sight of that thing
was to warn the disaffected men to hold
themselves in readiness. It has been
sent around the country, and the Coun-
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had not let go the rapier I would have
rendered his arm an object lesson for
that drunken surgeon’s ’prentices.

“”T'would serve you right,” said I,
“if T should snap this toy off to its
proper length and thrash you with the
half of it for making yourself a spec-
tacle. You serve a gentleman, and
God’s teeth, you shall serve him man-
nerly!”

With that I threw his weapon in a
corner and bade him go fetch it. I
knew I had hurt his wrist more smart-
ly than should make him eager for a
fight just then, so I turned my back
to him, and, after spilling his men’s
ale—they had drunk more than I or-
dered—I went in to speak my mind to
Berden, who had stood at the crack of
the inner door to watch what hap-
pened.

“ That fellow Jacques will stick you
in the back like a Michaelmas hog,” he
warned me: and I waxed sarcastic.

“ Not with a brave, bold lad like you
to stand beside me!” I said; and that
was the last I ever had to say to Ber-
den in such vein as that. Since that
night Berden and I have been in many
a tight place together, and I have never
known him either to flinch or spare
himself.

I told him I had work enough to
keep Jacques otherwise engaged than
stalking me. “ Get six yards of good
stout cord,” I urged him. * Cut it in
three and bring it. You and I and the
*prentice lad will catch our man, while
Jacques and his ruffians draw the am-
bush.”

“ Dare you trust Jacques?” he de-
manded, for he realized that I had
news, though he knew not yet how 1
had it.

“ Look you well to your report con-
cerning me, and never mind Jacques,”
1 answered; whereat he laughed, for
he was braver when he had no choice
than when he thought his luck pre-
sented him with opportunity to run out
and around an issue. So I let him
know 1 bore no malice, taking him by
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the arm that Jacques and his men
might see the two of us in open amity.
I ordered Jacques to take his men and
up-tails in the yard. .

CHAPTER VIIL

OF THE TAKING OF ALDERMAN JOSHUA
STILES.

ORSES and men were like ghosts
in the fog by the light of the sta-
ble lantern, and there was op-

portunity for Jacques and his men to
have revenge on me. But fortune
seems to me to flow into the channel of
men’s moods, and Jacques’s mood was
offensive to the lady, if Fortune is a
female, as the ancients seem always to
have maintained, with what warrantry
I know not.

I found him standing on the mixen,
very angry with his horse that would
not let him mount. I came up like a
phantom, and the horse took {right at
me. It threw him on his back, and
would have kicked him and dragged
him by the stirrup if I had not caught
the rein and set his foot free. When I
had helped him to his feet, and before
he had time to make up his mind to
dirk me, I gave him another set of
thoughts to think about.

“ Jacques,” I said, “ I will thank you
to turn your malice against him who
merits it. We hunt an alderman, who
has set an ambush for us; and your
fortune as much as mine must depend
on the outcome, for I will as surely
give you credit for your true share in
this night’s work as I will forget vour
ill will if you let me.”

I could feel his ill will meditating
treason, but I affected such confidence
in his reasonableness as might seem
natural in one of my youth and inex-
perience, and I gave him an oppor-
:iunity' to play the man if he should see

t.

“ Ride, you and your men,” I said,
“to Joshua Stiles’s garden gate and
cry admittance, saying you are Master
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than any other danger and so dared not
think of anything except the task in
hand. '

And then I thought of this, that
often has given me a sort of counter-
feit of courage when the true stuff
failed ; mine enemy feared equally with
me, and thus I stood on terms with
him. It is a mean and ungodly humor
that another’s difficulties can encour-
age; yet, if meanness is, why blink it?
I was cousin that night to all the cow-
ards since the world began, yet not
hugging my cowardice. I loathed it.
And in truth I met a worser coward,
along with two brave fellows whom 1

was loath to upset with such scanty

ceremony. ’

E. could not see our horses’ ears
for the thickness of the fog,
but at last we heard the sound

of water lapping against the bilge-
strakes of a moored bhoat, and knew
by that that we had found Stiles. He
heard us. In a voice that sounded far
off, though it was close at hand, he
cried out:

“Willy! Hey there, Willy!”

He believed we were his own men
coming, and I heard him bid the two
he had with him go show us where the
plank lay between boat and shore. . I
heard the plank squeak as they set their
weight on it and came to look for us.
They chose the wrong dire¢tion, think-
ing we . should come along the road
from Stiles’s house.

“ Did you get the springald, Willy?
Did you take the token from him?”
Stiles called out.

But by that time I had given the
reins to Jack to hold, and Berden and
I were feeling our way on foot along
the bank. I fell in once and climbed
out dripping, for the bank was parlous
and not frozen deep enough to bear my
weight.

The ducking angered me, so that it
helped Stiles not at all. I found the
plank at last, groping on hands and

ish dagger.
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knees, and rushed it, Berden and I
jumping for the boat’s hold blindly at
the peril of our lives.

I fell on baskets wrapped in canvas,
and the next thing I had Stiles by the
throat, he stabbing at me with a Span-
But he only cut my coat.
Berden, struggling up from where he
had fallen, rapped him with the folded
parchment warrant and said something

about lawful custody ; then, stuffing the

warrant away in haste, he caught
Stiles’s elbows from behind—sonte-
thing that if he had done it first and
thought of ceremony after might have
saved me a bruise or two.

Stiles was not so stalwart as he
looked, nor half so valiant as he had
tried to seem that morning in the city;
he used his dagger petulantly like a
woman with a bodkin and cried quar-
ter before he was hurt. Neor had he
dignity. He went down on his knees
to us. He cried out -he would pay a
rich man’s ransom, as siiould make us
independent of queen’s wages. When
I took one of the short cords from
Berden’s sword belt and tied his arms
behind him, he screamed like a hare,
all(t.hough the rope no more than bit his
skin.

Berden, fumbling in the fog, was too
late gagging him with a forearm thrust
between his teeth, and he screamed a
second time, as though we might be
killing him. I heard his two men come
running back.

Berden cried: “ Throw the plank
into the river!”

I did that without thinking, realizing
too late that now we had no proper
means of reaching land. It occurred
to me to cut the boat adrift and take
our chance of friend or enemyv down
river, only 1 did not care to lose the
horses, and I thought of Jack the "pren-
tice.

So I stood with one foot on the
boat’s edge and, aspiring to a gruffness
that my voice refused, I shouted:

‘ Stand in the queen’s name!”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.
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put in her engines, a cartoonist had
drawn the shafts down her spine, and
a candlestick-maker had hung the
wheels under her stern.

Freighted with a cargo of army sup-
plies—airplanes, lorries, wool - uni-
forms made of cotton, explosives and
what-not—she shoved her bows out of
New York Harbor one bleak January
midnight, bound for Brest. We might
have been plowing down the Arctic
Sea when we struck the gale that was
digging water off Ambrose. The watch
turned out bundled in knitted wool gar-
ments that held in the cold, and froze
their ears behind any windbreak handy.

Hail, wet snow, and sheets of frigid
water charged aboard at every gust of
wind. Flying spume whipped the decks
and iced tattooed hands. Even the
hagd-boiled old salts who had flung
Dewey’s shells at Manila admitting the
weather was a bit inclement. Running
short-handed, and being forced to
stand extra watches in the teeth of that
icy blow, was enough to give the
grumps to any crew composed of hu-
man beings.

One of the Wistonver crew, how-
ever, was not a human being. It had
been suspected before the hour of sail-
ing by all who had encountered him;
but the fact was fully realized when the
gob walked into a shower of freezing
water with a moony grin, executed a
clever skate across the glassy, tipping
deck, and came up smiling to answer
the watchwofficer with: “ Who'm I?
Why, I’m Mrs. Creeron’s boy, Ray-
mie!” .

That ghastly repetend echoing into
the bleak night sent three of us on to

our bunks svith bitter reflections. Mule.

Rice, the first boy down the ladder, was
a hulking ex-plumber whose guileless
soul was reflected in the thunder of his
laugh. Now his laughter sounded a
note of evil as he tugged off his sou’
wester, and demanded:

“ Say, who the devil is that bush-
whacker just reported on deck? Wise
guy? Say, that guy squats aside me at
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mess, dog-gone it, an’ salts th’ food
with juicy descriptions of garbage an’
such until T like to pop. ‘ How ja like
a fly sandwich?’ he’d crack out. Or
‘ Th’ sparrow pie ain’t so good to-day,
is it?” Cripes! I'm thinkin’ he’ll win
hisself a tag in th’ beak if he don’t shut
up.)’

“You ain’t got no call to grouse,”
complained Nevada Nichols, who sat
shirtless and shivering on a ditty-bag.
“ Take me, now. I stands a watch with
’at berry. Five times he’s pulled a line
about th’ Kaiser an’ th' Devil, an’ his
jokes smells like gas—"

“ Oh, Lord!” moaned a voice buried
under blankets in a hammock near the
companion. A tousled black head of
hair poked out, and his panted breath,
drawling a Southern accent, hung little
bouquets of steam in the chill air.
“‘That whips me down. Here I
thought I was lucky t’ get assigned to
this transport tub. Right glad you-all
woke me up so’s I could be forewarned.
You fellows ain’t tellin' of a chap with
a goofy grin who's always spoutin’,
‘I'm Mrs. Creeron’s boy, Raymie.
Pardon th’ stump,’ are yo'?” :

“ So you knows him, too?” Nevada
questioned in commiserating tone.

“ Ain’t it th’ truth!” wailed the lad
from the South. “ Know him? Gen-
tlemen, I put in two months on a train-
in’ ship with him. Two months! Yo’
ain’t seen nothin’ yet. An’ worst of
him is, he always gets away clean with
his panic. An’ if he don’t look like a
skipper with all them medals! So he’s
aboard, eh? Lawd save mah soul!”

“ He gets by with murder,” protest-
ed Mule. “ Take yesterday, now. Re-
ports late, an’ sasses th’ O. D. Had th’
nerve to sneak inta th’ engineers’
fo'c’s'le an’ take a hot shower, one o’
th’ firemen tells me. Bawls out th’ gun-
ners on th’ forward rifle, A Deck, an’
they think he’s a kind of master-at-
arms, or somethin’. An’—an’ where’d
he get them flashy medals he sports?”

The tousled black head sighed steam-
ily. “Them? He claims he was



364

awarded ’em up at New London or
wherever he was first detailed. He ain’t
half shy about callin’ himself the
world’s best marksman either. Pistol or
rifle, either hand. Oh, you’ll hear! Un-
less we’re lucky an’ he gets washed
overboard in this blow.”

UT ' Raymond Creeron, seaman
first-class, was too fortunate to
ever go overside; and we were too

unfortunate to have it happen. Three
hours later, when we were warming
the pillow at a furious rate, he came be-
low to turn us out for morning watch.

His method of waking a slumbering
seaman was highly effective. He sim-
ply clapped an ice-cold palm over a
snoring mouth, and howled: “ Ger-
mans! We're sinking!”

Waking out of a dead sleep with that
ballyhoo in his ear, a gob would be
out of his hammock triple-quick. ‘At
least the three of us were, when Creer-
on turned the trick on us. Piling out
in the frigid atmosphere—a sensation
as pleasurable as plunging into a tub
of cracked ice—we battled around in
the darkness, grabbing for pants, pre-
servers and oilskin coats. Then a
pleasant voice spoke, to stifle frenzy.

‘“ Sorry to disturb you, bullies of the
briny deep, but Mrs. Creeron’s boy,
Raymie was told it was time to go
simmon the watch.” ,

A sleepy roar rumbled from Ne-
vada’s throat. Mule Rice offered a
resonant curse. ‘Stabbing from a dark
corner, the yellow ray of a pocket torch
played on us; betrayed the location of
Raymie. Blinking, Nevada flung his
life-belt to the floor, and swung a knot-
ty tattoed fist into the light.

“ You poor piece of seaweed!” he
shouted passionately. “ For pullin’ a
stunt like this I'm gonna tag you one
on th’ kisser!”

The ray of yellow light did not wav-
er. Only a hand jumped into the shaft
of light near its source. And there was
a big, promising bottle in that hand.
Nevada’s fist hung poised in the air.
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“ It's Black and \Vhite,” came Creer-
on’s unmistakable chuckle. ‘A full
quart bottle, my brothers, and filched
freshly from the well-stocked store of
a certain second engineer. Happily I
came across the cache while I was
rifling an electric iron to press my
blues yesterday. Let the storm howl,
maties, let the tempest rage. But sit
down with Mrs. Creeron’s boy Raymie,
and quaff from the flowing bowl
While the convoy plunges through the
storm, four jolly tars wassail.”

Now it was cold as sin outside of
those bedding rolls, and Black and
White is Black and White. Nevada’s
fist melted under the spell of the rays
playing through the tall, pleasing bot-
tle, and Mule’s laugh was guileless.
The owner of that bottle might be
des'erving of sudden death, but after
all!

“Holy chee!” Mule’s words qua-
vered with emotion. ‘“ Ain’t I glad we
are alone by ourselves down here.
Wait till T get into these boots!”

“Fasy!” hissed Nevada. “ Don’t
wake up that gob by th’ companion
Them cotton-country lads is sponges.
An’ I got a hollow leg, myself.”

Its light carefully shaded, the pock-
et torch was balanced on a ditty-bag.
A cork popped sweetly; and the bottle
reappeared. So did Creeron’s voice,
‘“ All ready, boys and girls. Here’s to
the second engineer!”

We sat down with Mrs. Creeron’s
boy, Raymie, and quaffed from the
flowing bowl. Thorns came with the
roses, however, for he repeated his
grisly monologue about the Kaiser and
the Devil, we all won reprimands for
reporting late to our stations, and Ne-
vada caught a torrid verbal lacing be-
cause of the empty liquor bottle found
in his hammock.

HREE days out, the U.S.S. Wis-
tonver showed her true character
when her dollar-watch engines

sprained their innards, and she had to
drop out of the convoy to plod along
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below with Creeron and some excel-
lent sherry brandy—preceded by the
usual raucous scare. ‘‘He wuncorks
them stale jests, an’ it’s killin’ me,” the
big sailor insisted. ““ All I wanta do is
kill him first. Yesterday somebody
knots my singlet an’ hides my jumper.
Who done it, eh?”

“ An’ who went an’ slips,” demand-
ed Mule Rice, “th’ cord on my ham-
mock? That braggin’ blowhard of a
Mrs. Creeron’s boy, Raymie!”

Nevada was getting worked up on
the subject. “ Braggin’? Say, all day
that gob harps in my ear what a swell
guy he is, what a swell gun-shot. T’ll
say this for him—you can kid him and

he don’t get sore. I quiets him awhile

by tellin’ him a few lies o' my own.
But then he comes up double with a
story of what a priceless—his own
words—priceless newspaperman and
reporter he wa$ on th’ Brooklyn Bea-
gle sheet.” .

Mule Rice peered uneasily into the
impermeable blackness swirling all
about us. A Stygian mist that shrieked
with wind and flying drops of spray
swept over the rail and smacked blood
to our cheeks. Gusts of water filled
with tiny particles of ice stung like the
lash of a quirt. The blotting dark
shook with the echo of storming seas.
Lost in that blind and shouting night,
the Wistonver toiled like a groaning
old woman lamely trudging through a
bog.
Ig\Tot a solitary light pricked the
darkness. Only the basso crash of
water piling over bows, the resulting
jerk of the deck beneath our feet, the
plaint of straining iron, betrayed the
vessel’s existence.

“Tisten!” Nevada Nichols shouted
to make himself heard. “ We better
leg it now for our stations. But don’t
forget. When that chump comes be-
low to turn us out t'-morra at 4 A.M,,
he gets his. Th’ plan’s all set. If he
hollers a submarine warnin’ to wake
us up, I gets a crack at his kisser. Th’
Southerner bunked by th’ companion
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wants a chanst, so if th’ wise guy un-
corks his groan about bein’ his moth-
er’s hoy, th’ Southerner gets a whack.
"Case he somehow chances to pull his
yelp about pardonin’ his stump, Mule
bangs him on th’ button. Reckon us
three has suffered most, so we gets at
him first. After we finishes, th’ others
gets a chance.

“ But should he be so obligin’ as t’
get off all three them cracks before we
locates him in th’ dark an’ gets at him
individual, we all jumps him at th’
same time an’ does our dog-gonedest.
Believe you me, mates, Mrs. Creeron’s
boy Raymie is one wise guy who'll
really get wise!”

HREE forty-five A.M.

We had turned in at midnight,
somewhat more cheerful. The
seas had flattened a trifle; it had
stopped sleeting; and a lull in the
quarrel of the elements had brought a
rent in the clouds and a smoky moon.
Wan though it was, the moonlight had
served to dispel the turbid, breathless
dark. Too, word had come from be-
low that a little more steam had been
forced into the teakettle propelling us,

and we would pick up another knot.

Perhaps the fates were relenting.
The idea had cheered us some. Most
stimulating of all, however, was the
prospect of Creeron’s impending chas-
tisement. ' Eight bells—4 A.M.—could
scarce arrive too soon.

It was three forty-five at last—and
our slumbers were scattered by the
summons of a resonant wailing.

“Wake up! Hey! Submarines!
We’ve sighted th’ Hun!”

Never missing his cue, Nevada was
out of his hammock in one bound.
Tossing off blankets, the rest of us
bobbed up in the dark; glared.

‘“It’s Mrs. Creeron’s boy, Raymie
squawked the hidden voice.

There sounded a thud near the com-

panionway—the  Southerner’s bare
heels hitting the floor.
“An’ I'm tellin’ you,” the unseen
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her fuel tanks. The explosion had
sprayed burning oil in every direction
and fired the ship in a hundred places.
Hatches and ports amidships belched
colored smoke. Brisk flames frolicking
on the afterdeck cast a crimson blush
on the low-hanging clouds. ’

‘The way things were going it looked
like every man for himself. Another
half hour, and if the ship was not un-
under she would be a furnace that
could scorch an asbestos angel. The
main idea was to get off.

Getting off was not as easy as might
appear. The officer assigned our boat
was nowhere to be seen; and just as
Nevada, Mule and the rest of us
reached our boat station the order was
passed to lower away. This we most
earnestly desired to do, but what with
the fire and the excitement and the
bungling of a gunner’s mate and a chief
yeoman who turned up from some-
where, we succeeded in gumming the
works. :

‘The boat was almost down when the
forward falls tangled. The five sail-
ors, the dumb gunner’s mate and the
brainless yeoman, battling in the boat,
were almost flung into the sea.
Dragged by the forward falls, stern
in the water, the boat all but capsized.

Here was a hair-tearing situation.
As if to hustle us along, the Wistonver
enjoyed another internal combustion
that let her sink about two feet. And
there was our boat with tangled falls,
threatening to turn turtle at any con-
venient lurch. All the other boats
seemed safe and away; and there were
ten of us standing on a burning deck
and eating peanuts, while the mani-
acs in the boat below shouted nonsenge,

The third mate, a bald little chap
with the nosebleed, happened to be one
of our number, but he was too nervous
to know port from starboard. Nevada
was yanking at the painter of our trou-
bled craft, and bellowing at the seven
occupants below to snap out of it and
cut the falls before the boat went over.
They responded with the wisdom of
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monkeys, and almost cut the painter.
Then they lost their knife.

Meanwhile, the old Wistonver had
obligingly stayed her dive to Davy
Jones, but how she was getting hot!
We recalled the reserve oil tanks. We
also recalled the shell rooms near the
magazines, to say nothing of the cargo
of high explosives. But it was Mule
Rice, with his black eye, who happened
to recall another item.
~ “Hey!” he suddenly shouted. “ We
forgot. Th’ wise guy—we left him
kayoed on th’ deck down there!”

.“That’s right!” the Southerner
yelled. “ We sho-nuff did forget him!”’

“T’d like to let him drown,” Nevada
growled, making a wry face. But he
dropped the boat painter, and was the
first one to start for the companion
ladder leading below.

But we did not dash down that com-
panion ladder and bravely rescue the
limp, boyish form of our beloved jest-
er. Not a bit of it. We had not taken
three jumps in the direction of that
ladder before a gob appeared on the
top step, glanced shyly about him, then
resolutely stepped into the firelight.
And what a gob!

In undisguised amazement we stared
at the neat, unrumpled uniform, the
jaunty, snow-white hat, the polished
boots—even the swagger stick, gloves,
and the row of flashy medals. His
scratched face was colorless, save for
the shines around each eye, but his
hands were thrust in jacket pockets,
and his composure was as suave as his
flawless sartorial aspect. With the off-
hand ease of a man about town stroll-
ing Riverside Drive, he walked toward
us. It was nothing short of sacrilege,
such nonchalance aboard a torpedoed
vessel sinking in submarine-haunted
waters.

Nevada Nichols waved his tattooed
fists. “ We hadn’t oughta let him go in
our boat—" _

The gob had strolled to the rail.
“It’s beginning to look as if nobody
was going in your boat,” he c<)51nmented

. A









THE DEVIL HORSE.

that all titles came under the same-sule.
So he had hired gimlet-eyed attorneys
to find flaws in Mike’s titles, then had
dragged Mike through five law courts
.to a favorable decision and left Mike
financially flat as well as bereft of the
two springs that made his range valu-
able.

Mike had seen Rush in passing and
rode his leggy sorrel close to deliver
himself of an opinion of his despoiler.

‘““ Rush, ye old thief of the warrld,
hark to me,” he began, before 4n im-
promptu - audience of a hundred or
more, collected around the station.
“ Because ye could match dollars agin
my dimes and have a big surplus left
over, ye used yer wealth to batter me
into pulp, without a shadow of right on
your side. - It was only the law of the
lobo—the wolf that hamstrings a heifer
that he may butcher her at his leisure.
Fer years ye have gone about makin’
enemies where it had been far easier to
make friends: It is proud the lad must
be of a father so near kin to. the wolf.
The day may come, Rush, when ye may
tegret havin’' let greed make ye ignore
the better task of makin’ friends. Ye
may yet sorrow that ye have never
sowed the seeds of kindness or watered
them with honesty.

“ Fer twenty years I've known ye,~
Rush Pennington, and all that time ye
have had but one rule of conduct: “Git
the money! And never at all at all
has it been modified by adding the
word “honestly.” I was here afore ye
and I may still be here after the poison
in yer black heart is killin’ .the earth
worms. Mike Gibbons is down, but he
is not out; and he has never yet cringed
or crawled before ye, and he nor his
never will. So now I'm here to give
ye the Rathlin man’s benediction. To
hell with ye, Rush.” )

Ward recalled every word and in-
tonation and his face burned as it had
done long ago, but from a different
reason. Then he had been much
abashed and humiliated, because his
father had made no reply. Now he no
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longer felt humiliation, but hot anger.
During his study of law he had ab-
sorbed the idea so common among at-
tormeys that 2 man need not respect
a law in which a smart lawyer can find
loopholes ; that unless a law is impreg-
nable, its intent or that of those writ-
ing the law counts for less than noth-
ing; that perfection of construction is
the only thing to be respected, never

- pausing to reflect that this rule damns

themselves i#" foto, since perfection
among lawyers is unknown.

Both the law school and that office
on Wall Street had given Ward the
idea that laws were either inflexible
granite or intangible mists. His entire
training in the East had supplemented
his father’s boyhood instructions to
him—to be uttetly selfish. So now
Ward was coming back to put into
practice the law of power that the poet
expresses: '

Sufficeth them, the simple plan.
That they should take who have the
power ., '
And they should keep who can.

'S Ward descended from the car, he
saw a couple of girls coming
down from the rear end of the

next car ahead and a third girl darting
to meet them. This third girl attracted
his attention not only by her swift-
ly graceful hdvance and her squeal of
delight, but by her hair which was a
beautiful shade of red. . :

With startled recollection he gave
her a direct look and flushed. It was
Sheila, daughter of that Mike whom
his father had robbed by legal methods.
Ward had gone to school with her and
had teased her unmercifully about her
hair then. Now he admired it im-
mensely and realized that the slip of
a girl had grown into 2 very lovely
woman in eight vears,

Rush Pennington gripped his. son
just then and hauled him towards a fine
automobile, fairly trembling with ex-
citement over having his boy back
again. It was forty odd miles to the
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ranch, and Rush no longer had the
stamina to fork a bronc for a ride like
that:

“ Ward, my boy, how are ye? Glad
to get home again, huh? That’s good.
I have everything lined up for ye.
Nomination as good as made and we
can carry the election easy. You will
want a slogan, and I have one all made
for ye. Rustlers have been worse in
the last year than they ever have been
since 1874. How'’s this, Ward : ‘ Limit
sentences for rustlers '?”

““ Pretty good, dad. Ought to please
the stock growers.”

“You bet! And they’re the boys
you gotta please to get in.”

“1 suppose I must have my head-
quarters in Flag.”

“Sure. Sam Borden is hoss there
and he’s given me his word to help us.
You're as good as elected right now,
Ward!”

At last came the day of election.
Ward polled fifty-three per cent of the
total votes cast and was duly certified
as the new district attorney. Almost
his first act was to impanel a grand
jury, and his second act was to go be-
fore that body and urge action against
rustling ; a popular move and a néeded
one.

There were two investigators at-
tached to the office when Ward began
to rule, and he ordered- a thorough
study of rustling as carried on in his
county, The pair spent twelve days in
the work and preferred charges of act-
ual stealing in two cases and complicity
in three more—against Mike Gibbons
and his sons.

Ward took these men and their evi-
dence before the grand jury, and asked
it to consider the advisability of indict-
ing all of the men named. Followed
then a three days’ row in the jury room
and the refusal of an indictment, ac-
companied by an accusation of perjury
and of manufacturing evidence, hurled
against the pair of detectives.

Friends of Mike on the jury insisted
upon calling in a number of reputable
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men to testify and the secret service
men of Ward’s office were discredited;
they proved to be personal enemies of
the Gibbons men, striving to carry a
private grudge into the public service.
The grand jury accused both men of
criminal acts and they fled the county
between suns, after a grand juror in
cross-examination brought out the fact
that they had been placed in office by
the influence of Rush Pennington.
The juror demanded a trial for per-
jury, and faced Ward indignantly.

“You took an oath to enforce the
laws and here you are trying to make
your office the tool of your greedy
father. This jury may hand in an in-
dictment that you haven’t asked for
if this goes much farther. Mike has
been robbed of his water rights and
now he is being persecuted by the Pen-
ningtons. You have managed to get
off on the wrong foot right at the
start and you need to be told to change
your gait. You and that father of
yours have got to learn that you can't
use your office to put over any schemes
of this kind. Isn’t Rush Pennington
satisfied with the judgment he got
against Mike? Why should he try to
shove the man into the pen? It is
nothing on earth but damned persecu-
tion and injustice of the worst kind—
and the first thing you know you will
be answering charges yourself instead
of preferring them.”

ARD realized that this mishap
had just about ruined his hope
-of further advancement politi-
cally, when one of the jurors divulged
publicly what had happened in this in-
vestigation. Sentiment set strongly in
favor of the Gibbons family and
against the new district attorney.
Ward knew he must retrieve himsel{
in some way, and he acted promptly.
First he had a session with his father
in which he informed the older man
that his office could not be used as a
bludgeon with which to belabor any-
body.
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. “One more_such a case and I am all
through, down and out in my own
county, probably in the State. Keep
your hands off or I pull qut for the
. Fast again and stay there.” God only
knows whether I will ever again be
-able to hold my head up here or not.
I am a whipped pup right now,” he
declared. “ My reputation is level with
that of a coyote.” ‘
« Getting advice from some of the old-
timers on appointments, he put in new
men who were keen-witted, straight,
and active in their duties-and by the
end of their first month he had seven

men in jail charged with the theft of .

calves.

He convicted all of them, which
made the stockmen talk hopefully and
somewhat stemmed the tide of dis-
repute. Still, the main source of trou-
ble had not been touched and none
knew the name or hangout of the lead-
er who planned and carried out rob-
beries of greater magnitude, And still
the Gibbons . family hated the young
district attorney and spread their views
on his infamy abroad among all their
friends. -

Sheila met Ward on a street in Flag
and gave him the rough side of her
tongue when he spoke to her in a lady-
like way that bit deep into his sensi-
tive soul, sensitive because it had been
skinned so often of late. -

Ward had always loved to ride and
feeling a spirited horse between his legs
had always been the height of real en-
joyment to him. Now he owned two
splendid animals his father had given
him and he rode every day. 5

Ady day when he had been humili-
ated in public, as happened often
enough in these days of continued un-
popularity, he would ride far into the
wildest country within reach of Flag,
‘to return with his mount lathered. He
had no idea of riding too hard for his
horse to endure unharmed, but often
his memory of some incident would
lash him into increasing speed, and he
would rouse from bitter reverie to find
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his horse racing and sweating. It was
strange that he rode hardest after
Sheila talked a few red-hot sentences
to him, which happened upon three oc-
casions.

*“ Paquito,” he told one horse, “ it is
an infernal shame to treat my horse
like this, but I don’t know that 1’m do-
ing it. I get so full of anger and shame,

- all else is only a sort of dream. Hate

is all T get out of my job, and I am fed
up on it. Damn a job like this. It
makes me feel rotten, and makes most
folks think I am rotten.” '

He had begun to wonder if the idea
held by his father and his favorite prof
in the law school was right. Perhaps
there might be something said on the
side of the opposition. Possibly Mike
Gibbons could cit® a few good reasons
why he should never have been dispos-
sessed of his springs. The Western doc-
trine of the square deal had begun to
drill holes in Ward’s convictions. He
began to suspect that anything more
like that detective frame-up would blast
a hole too large and ragged to mend, n
his armor of selfish arguments.

Now that he had good men under
him and encouraged them to activity,
his campaign against rustlers was gain-
ing daily and now it was the outlaw
element that cursed Ward Pennington
hardest while some stockmen who had
been loudest in criticisms, had turned
to tentative applause.

“1If Ward keeps on,” or “If Ward
don’t tire out too quick,” they would
remark, “ we may seé Coconino cleaned
of rustlers and hoss-thieves yet.”

Always remained that shade of
doubt of his persistence in well-doing ;
never a whole-souled approval or loud-
voiced prophecy of future good. At
the same time the rustlers managed to
keep in circulation a lot of talk which
no man knew positively had originated
among the thieves, but which was rel-
ished and passed on by every doubter
or enemy of the district attorney.
Ward’s job was anything but a com-
fort to him these days. Still he strug-
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gled at it and hoped some day‘to con-
vince the county of his honesty of.pur-
pose and his determination to enforce
the laws.

HEN there came a day when he
met Sheila and asked her outright
~ to give him credit for having tried
his best to right a wrong when he had
discovered that a personal enmity had
induced false testimony against her
menfolks. She looked at him with eyes
that had in them the look of eagle eyes,
and no forgiveness.

“ When have you ever apologized to
my father and brothers?” she ‘asked.
“ Or when did you ever make it public
that you were sorry for an error?”’

He had no answer ready, and she
left him abruptly and“vith a curl of the
lip he read aright as contemptuous.

The horse Pedrito carried him far
that afternoon, farther than Paquito
had the day before, and Paquito had
come home so weary and sweat-caked
that Jose the stableman had used a
rather full vocabulary of profanity in
two languages while cleaning him.

Ward rode into a district he had
never penetrated before and had no re-
alization of his whereahouts when he
came out of his daze and decided to re-
turn. He looked about him and failed
to recognize any point in the landscape.
He was in a draw that led down into a
caiion. The cafion’s wide bottom was
well grassed, with numerous oak trees
grouped here and there along its
length. )

To his surprise the draw was all
trampled by cloven hoofs, as though
large numbers of cattle had been driv-
en through it. Turning his mount he
rode up the draw instead of down and
came out upon a mesa where number-
less single trails or ones lightly marked
by hoofs converged at the head of his
draw.

Thoroughly alert now, he leaned
over to study the ground, and saw
horse tracks upon the marks made by
cattle. With a whispered oath, he
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turned back and once more rode down
toward the cafion bottom. This tram-
pled draw meant rustling, for no cattle
rancher in this section would be driv-
ing stock into this cafion at this time of
year. Later, when the'mesas had dried
out, they would be -grazing the cattle
in cafions where grass held green far
longer. -

Now he followed the trail made by
many cattle that had been driven in:
it brought him out to a broad bench,
from which he could overlook the bot-
tom up and down a good mile of
length. There he paused and stared at
a corner of a big corral visible across
the bottom among the trees of an oak
grove.

He could see several head of stoek
which kept milling, new ones coming
in sight constantly. By this sign he
knew that either they had not been
long enough in the corral to get quiet-
ed down, or else they had been there
too long and were thirsty and hungry.
Reflecting upon the tracks he had late-
ly followed he decided that his first
guess was the correct one, as those
tracks were exceedingly {fresh. He
must get officers down here at once to
inspect these cattle and their brands.

Wheeling Pedrito, he rode up the
draw again. About halfway up he had
to pass an outcropping of porphyry and
it rose high above the hill at his right.
As his horse pushed past the ledge,
Pedrito lifted his head and swung it
to look at some object. Ward won-.
dered what had attracted the horse and
leaned a little forward to look.

His ears caught the swish of a
thrown rope and he tried to dodge back-
ward, just too late. A rawhide loop
caught him around the neck and jerked
him from his saddle before he could
lift a hand to°throw it off. Dragged
by the neck, he became as one dead and
lay limp on the ground.

‘When he recovered from being
choked into insensibility, he saw a manf
bending over him and grinning at his
condition. The man wore a bandanna -
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mask, and Ward could see only his’

eyes and chin. However, both of these
‘held qualities he would not be forget-
ting soon. The right eye had a blue
mark on the outer side of the white, in
the form of a dotted kite frame. Evi-
dently the eye had been powder-marked
long ago. On his chin some ancient
feud bad left a scar in the shape of a
hook, with the shank lying along the
jaw length, as if a knife, slashing at
the throat, had landed high, with a
scooping sweep that lifted a flap of
flesh on the chin, later to be replaced
and heal fast. Ward could perceive
powder marks on the temple and along
the rim of the eye socket. He resolved
to remember the marks if he lived to
escape this man.

. “What a haul I've made,” jeered the
outlaw, with a chuckle. “ Our new
D. A. all by his lonesome. Out to do
a lil sleuthing all by yerself, huh?
Oughta take a capable guard along on
such trips, sonny. Now you’re due to
leave yer amiable pa abitin’ his finger-
‘nails in sorror. But jest. think how
pleased Mike Gibbons will be ta get
rid of a pest that made him trouble
and wanted to make more, only his
witnesses were proved damn liars.”

The outlaw laughed as he said that,
then swore and kicked Ward in his ribs
violently. He swore again with heart-
felt viciousness. _

“ You sent up some of my best men,
an’ I’'m goin” to give ye a ride to cele-
brate the event,” he promised with
evil emphasis and he whistled oddly a
couple of times. Down in the cafion
another shrill note answered and in a
little while two other men appeared,
riding up the draw.

“~ET help and fetch that yaller
hoss up’ here.

' dear lil pet, the new D. A. of
Coconino. Fetch along plenty of stuff
to use in tyin’ him on the hoss. Bein’
a real bronc-twister he wants to show
an int'rested audience how easy he can
ride the cabailo amarillo bareback. Git

This here is our’
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a hustle on ye, fer the show must start
inside of six minutes er I plug him six
times. If ye hanker fer fun move fast.”

One of the men whooped excitedly
and ran, the other stood still to protest
against turning Ward loose in any fix,
when they make take it out on his hide,

‘and even collect some cash return for

all the hot trouble he had caused them
in the past weeks.

The leader shut him up in an abrupt
manner. He would tolerate no ques-
tioning of his orders; snarlingly he
threatened to take the man apart if he
heard another word from him. Witha
mEnbled growl the fellow ceased his
talk.

Presently three others and a horse
appeared. The horse, yellow, bony,
hammer-headed and mean, was all the
three of them could handle, trying to
keep him under restraint and make him
come up the draw. One man carried
several ropes and a handful of thongs.

.The helpers tied the horse between two

stout trees. Then they took the coat
and trousers off Ward. o

“ Belly down and arms around the
neck of the hoss,” said the leader. “ He
sure will enjoy bein’ bucked with the
withers under his brisket.” Two tied
up a foreleg of the horse and the brute
showed knowledge of what that meant
by his actions. Though his lip wrin-
kled ferociously at his captors and his
long teeth snapped threateningly, he
knew he was too well tied to wreak ven-
geance on the men, so he stood quietly
awaiting a better opportunity to start
something. _

A little later Ward was on the-brute,
his wrists fast in a thong below the
neck, his legs tied securely to a rope
girdle just in front of the hind legs,
and another rope encircling both horse
and man where a cinch would naturally
come. Now the outlaw leader looped a
rope around Wards neck and took a
hitch on the neck of the horse. He
grinned horribly as he did so.

“ So you won’t miss the ride in case
you work loose somewhere else,” he
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said. “T'll guarantee this hoss will
take ye fer a ride if you fall clear off,
with that hitch on him. Stand ready,
boys, to cut the hoss loose when I give
the word. Pennington, this will be
worth tellin’. Cut!”

Knives slashed and ropes fell away;
the outlaw horse leaped once and set
himself to buck. Then he made four
crow-hops and ran, while the gang
gave vent to their disgust in profane
yells, which changed to yells of joy as
the beast reached level ground and
started a furious display of bucks. For

a space of two minutes he tried every

trick known to his kind, even the surg-
ing grind against a tree that the real
outlaw horse dearly loves when all else
fails to wreck his rider. However,
Ward’s leg came down on a soft flank
and the horse had ground his own ribs
on the tree before he got far enough
forward to hurt his rider. The beast
eased off a trifle and merely peeled the
skin off Ward’s knee without any
breaking of bones.
. Presently he was away again at a
run, taking every bit of rough going
as it came; leaping obstacles, rushing
through thickets, under branches, tear-
ing the underclothes off Ward and
scoring his skin deeply in a multitude
of places. Within twenty minutes
Ward was bleeding freely from scores
of cuts and the breath had been pound-
ed from his lungs by that bumping
hump of the withers. Bwice some
hooking branch caught in the rope that
held his neck and jerked it terribly.
All this time he had worked at-the
thong binding his 'wrists together, a
seemingly impossible task to free them,
but he could no more haye failed to
try than he could have”stopped the
beating of his heart. The vicious brute
that carried him kept changing tactics,
jumping down cut banks, then run-
ning wildly in tangled growths, occa-
sionally bucking for a jump or two.
Sure-footed as a mountain goat, it
galloped without a slip or stagger
along places a horse or man in a sane
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moment would navigate with utmost
caution if at all.

Breathless, bloody, aching intolera-
bly, and despairing of ever freeing his
wrists, Ward rode on in misery; he
had no alternative. Vainly he hoped
that his head might yet meet some tree
bole and bring merciful unconscious-
ness; but nothing of the kind came to
him, only the gouging, raking, blood-
letting branches that plowed great
gashes in his skin, tore the hair from
his head, and so marred his face as to
make it unrecognizable. All the way
from hair to heels he was weltering,
smarting, stinging, aching.

OW the yellow horse came out of
the forest and entered a foothill
country, cut and plowed by deep

barrancas, but open country where
were no murderous thickets and tor-
turing oak limbs.

At this juncture Ward felt the thong
slip a little. He tugged at it swiftly.
Again it slipped, and a full-strength
pull released his hands. The ugly
brute he rode was loping at a brisk
pace, but Ward knew the demon was
tired and growing steadily more
weary.

Locking his hands below that neck,
he wriggled and pulled to get farther
forward if he could. He gained a
hand’s breadth and again tried. Then
his left arm reached far forward and
his hand closed upon the nose of the
yellow horse, shutting off his wind.
Three jumps the brute inade, then in
agony of breathless lungs he stopped,
directly beside an abruptly vertical wall
of a deép barranca.

Ward tried to shift position, failed,
and only stirred his mount to re-
sistance. The animal shifted feet and
half made a turn. Dirt caved, and a
scrambling, clawing, snorting terror-
ized beast went backward into the

depths of a twelve-foot barranca.

Ward came to his senses long after-
ward, to find himself lying partly un-
der the horse and somebody working
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over him and crying. He opened his
eyes and grunted unintelligibly. To
his astonishment, a face turned and
Irish gray eyes looked into his. To
increase his muddlement a red head
bowed itself and tear-wet lips touched
his face.

“ Are vou nearly killed, Ward?”
Sheila asked tenderly. “ You must be,
poor fellow. I might never have seen
you at all if my own horse hadn’t
smelled blood and snorted. I wish I
could shoot the men who fixed you
this way. I sure do. Oh, Ward, suppose
I hadn’t seen you?”

She began to cry harder than ever
at her thought, and he touched a shoul-
der with a bloody hand.

“You would have been rid of me,
then, by morning,” he said softly.

“ Rid of you!” she stormed at him.
“T never want to be rid of you.”

“ Why, Sheila, I thought you hated
me,” he protested.

“1 should, for dad’s sake—but,
Ward, I've been cpazy about you ever
since I was fourteen. Finding you in
this fix—it’s just too much. I glory
in my shame, telling you how I
feel about you. Now, Ward, I'll lift
this leg, and when I get it as high as
possible you try to pull out from under
this dead beast. It may hurt, but it
will be better than lying there. Lucky
I'm strong!”

Raising the horse’s hoof, Sheila got
a shoulder under the shank, and in
heroic effort straightened her legs;
she hitched lower and boosted again.
A third attempt, and Ward dragged

himself clear. Sheila let the leg drop) .

and hurried to Ward with sympathetic
grief. ' )
“ Ward, honey, this newfangled rig
girls wear doesn’t carry any excess
cloth for bandaging the hero, unfor-
tunately. My grandmother could have
torn off enough to cover you from hair
to- hocks, but it just isn’t here. It
would reduce me to a Lady Godiva
costume to swathe a third of your
bloody spots, so I guess you will have

817

to bleed and suffer until I get you home
to our house.

“Then I'll sacrifice a couple of
sheets to you, with dad to help bundle
you up. Let me help you up and on
my horse, if I can. Then I'll scramble
on behind and steer theacraft home.”

The plucky girl took hold of the
nearest arm and tugged on it. In weak
agony Ward did his best. At last he
was in the saddle. Then she led the
horse up beside a rock and from it
mounted behind. Putting both strong
arms around the bloody figure before
her, she kicked her horse in his flank
and spoke sharply to him.

* Here is where you earn your keep
for once, cayuse. Get a wiggle on you,

caballo. Did it hurt you much, Ward,

to scramble around this way?”

“ Not enough to matter, you blessed
redhead. Sheila, I begin to have a
glimmer of sense. I have wondered
why it hurt so to hear you cut into me
as though you hated me more than
anything else in the world. It was"be-
cause I loved vou, dear; and ‘my heart
trouble is increasing fast.”

Involuntarily her arms tightened
around his body, but she relaxed them
instantly with a gasp of dismay.

“Did I hurt you then, Ward?” she
asked anxiously. “I always hug so
hard. Dad calls me his high-pressure
engine because I do everything in such
an eager style. I never thought about
your hurts then.” .

“It was good for them, beloved.
Don’t worry.”

O they came to the Gibbons home,
and Dennis, voungest of the boys,
was out in front when the horse

carried his double burden near.

“ Call the others, Denny,” Sheila
said, and the boy ran up the steps and
shouted in at the door. *Jim! Jack!’
he yelled. “ Fetch dad and Peter live-
ly. Sheila has the worst-lookin’ wreck
in her saddle vou ever saw. Dumno
who he is or where she got him, but
she wants to unload. Hustle!”.
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" They came, saw a gory figure in tat-
tered union suit and blood clots sway-
ing in, the girl’s arms, and lifted him
down. Not until he was holding the
head and shoulders of the sufferer in
his arms did Mike know who it was.
Then he merety remarked in an. awed
tone:

“ The saints be good to us !’

He helped carry Ward to his own

bed. There they washed him, band-

aged a multitude of cuts, and treated
scores of skin-deep scratches. No man
could have been kinder in the handling
of bruises than Mike. _

“ Listen, Mike,” said Ward, after
he had begun to feel easier. ‘Then he
told what he had discovered. * Raise
the neighbors and form a posse. By
the time they get here I can ride. A
few good hours of sleep will put me
in shape to lead you, and we must hit
that gang at daylight.”

At three in the morning Ward
roused from sleep and found Sheila
by his bed, while Peter showed his face
in the doorway. \

“ The men are here,” she said. “ But.

you are in no condition to ride with
them, are you?” o

“1 am going, Sheila,” he replied.
“ Run along and let Pete dress me, if
he has any clothes to fit me. Your men
folks are such huskies.” :

“Denny can rig vou out,” said
Peter. ““With all those bandages on,
you can fill his coat near enough. Bet-
ter to have it loose anyhow.”

Denny brought the clothes and
helped Peter put them on Ward. Then

both boys aided the sufferer in walk-

ing outside, where seventeen riders sat
their horses and waited. Lifting him
into the saddle, they put the reins in
his hands, and Pete buckled a belt
around his waist. Then Mike stepped

up and handed him -a short-barreled

n.
“ In a pocket of your coat, man,” he
urged. “You may need it at close
quarters. It is a good one. Are ye able
fer the ride, me boy?”
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“T’ll stick it out, Mike; it is the
least I can do,” Ward answered.

Sheila stood on the steps, and he
rode past her to touch her hand as he
led the seventeen away on an errand of
death. She said but two words in
farewell—* My man !”—but she spoke
them proudly. The lawyer had left off
his legal shell and become just plain
man and a real one. :

They came to that draw at the time
of false dawn, and rode down it like
so many ghosts to the bench-land.
There in whispers Ward gave direc-
tions, and four men dismounted, tied
their horses to trees, and passed silent-
ly over to the big corral. Jim Gibbons
led four to the east end of the cabin,
while his brother Jack took as many
more to the west end. Then Ward

"and Mike, with Denny and one other,

took position facing the entrance.

The men at each end had orders to
keep back far enough to avoid shoot-
ing toward each other, 'yet be where
they could pick off men trying to es-
cape. The corral gang were instructed
to take cover where they could stop
anybody running to get horses. Den-
ny, excited but steady-nerved and car-
rying a .45-90, whispered to Ward
that he meant to knock the chinking
out from between two logs breast high
and sow lead all along the rear cabin
wall, where he guessed the bunks were.

Now a face appeared at a window,
and a wild yell notified the outlaws that
they were attacked. Ward saw the
face, and chucked a gun instantly.
There had been a time when he shot

running rabbits from the back of

loping horses, and he proved now that
men are right in saying that shooting
is like swimming, in that a man never
forgets how to shoot after he once
learns it well.

HE face at the window had its
mouth wide open, yelling, when
Ward snapped a shot at it; and

il.s it sank lower Mike saw blood on the
ips. —
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appears. Mme. Storey’s agent Crider
traces him, keeping him from shooting
Touchon as the killer of his pal Blondy
—for they did not know that their col-
league Fay was working for Touchen.
Crider also learns that Scarface runs
the Cobra Club, a place where “ asso-
ciate members "—iwealthy thrill-hunt-
ers—can mix with “ regular members,"”
gangsters.

Meantime, Touchon, working
through Inspector Creery, a stupid po-
litical appointee, who is jealous of
Mme. Storey, frames up a “ confes-
sion’’ by Barney Craigin, convicted
murderer, that he had paid Fay to have
Blondy to kill Mme. Storey, and that
Blondy, double crossed, was about to
kill both Fay and her when Touchon
interfered. She cannot get Craigin to
retract, although she traces his wife to
a new home, where she is displaying
considerable money. _

Touchon, who has discredited Mme.
Storey as an investigator and covered
his own crimes, now retires from prac-
tice, and instantly burns all his records
before her eyes. She guesses his next
move, and frustrates his attempt to kill
Scarface, his chief remaining link with
the past. 4 _

Although Touchon immediately sur-
rounds her with private detectives,eshe
arranges a secret exit from the Sixty-
Second Street house which backs up to
her Sixty-Third Street home. _

She tricks Touchon into telephoning,
and has the conversation overheard by
Mr. Greenlees, chief clerk in the of-
fice where Blondy and Scarface
worked; and he identifies the voice as
one which called Blondy the day of the

shooting.

She and Bella bob and dye their

hair, having wigs made for their nat-
ural selves; and masquerading as the
wealthy young Inez Van Benthuysen,
she with Bella and Basil Thorne, get
themselves taken into the Cobra Club,
She meets Scarface, who is 2 handsome

tigerish youth; and at once there is an-

inténse battle of wills, Mme. Storey
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convincing him that she likes him, but
will not let him make advances.

CHAPTER XXV,
A BOLD MOVE.

HEN Mme. Storey and I met
at the breakfast table next
morning, she looked frankly

pale and fagged. Well, we had only

had about an hour and a half’s sleep,
and the night had :been very wearing.
There was something more than mere
weariness in her face however: a hint
of discontent or resentment that one
never saw there. Like a stupid fool I
never guessed the reason for it.

For myself, I was thoroughly out of
temper. I had not had even the hour
and a half’s forgetfulness, what with
worrying over thie hole we were in. It
seemed to me that a young man of
Scarface’s explosive capacity was be-
yond even her ability to handle. We had
had another scene with him upon leav-
ing the club. He had insisted upon
seeing ‘‘ Inez ”’ home, and it was only
with the exercise of the greatest adroit-
ness that we had put him off. It was
really the astute Basil who had saved
the day by making believe to pick a
quarrel with him.

Scarface had yielded on condition
that we promised to return the follow-
ing night. \When Inez referred to the
rules of the club he had said: “ Damn
the rules! I made them, and I guess I
can break them if I want.”

So we were going again the coming
night. I did not see how we could get

- through with it. I foresaw disaster.

I suppose my thoughts showed in my
face for Mme. Storey presently said:
“\What's the matter?” '

“ Nothing,” I said.

She looked distinctly annoyed with
me. It occurred to me that T was act-
ing rather pettishly, so I said: “ I don’t
like the situation we’re in, but it does
no good to talk about it.”

“Well, T don’t like it, either,” said
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‘Equitable Building, followed, of
course. We led our trackers to the
offices of Greene and Greene. Touch-
on and everybody else knows that Gen-
eral Greene is Mme. Storey’s lawyer.
What Touchon didn’t know was that
there was a rear door to the suite to
enable the general to escape importu-
nate clients. We went out through this
and gained the Metropolis Building
which is near by. There, in the ex-

quisite suite of offices allocated to the

chairman of the board, we found the
great Van Benthuysen, lapped in the
smiles and the eager services of his
highly paid employees,

.. “Well, here is an undeserved pleas-~
ure!” he cried. “ And Miss Brickley,
too! Delighted to see you both!”

' Asa Van Benthuysen is a big man in
every sense of the word. He has a
head like a buffalo upon an immense
swollen torso, which nevertheless has
dignity. An expression of great sweet-
ness and wisdom animates his enor-
mous countenance.

“ Well,” said Mme. Storey, “ when
you gave me your permission to mas-
gquerade as your daughter, you stipu-
lated that I must tell you everything
that happened. That’s what I have
come for.” )

He pushed the cigarettes toward
her. ““ Shoot!” he smiled.

She proceeded to give him a highly

diverting account of our experiences
of the night before. He was entranced
with the story. At intervals he slapped
his vast thigh and exclaimed softly:
“ Ah! that’s the real thing! That’s
real!l”
- When she had finished  her tale,
Mme. Storey asked him cunningly:
“Why do you keep referring to it as
‘the real thing?' ”

“ Well, my dear,” he said somewhat
wistfully, “here you see me in my
grandeur; full of years, honors, tiches;
greatly respected as they say, and
greatly envied, I have no doubt. But
all this cuts me off from life. I love
life. It is my passion, and it makes
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me sad to be removed from it. Some-
times I seem to myself like a toad sit-
ting on a bag of gold. How gladly I'd
give it all to be young again and close
to life!”

“Well,” said Mme. Storey, *that
emboldens me to make another re-
quest.” '

‘“ What's that?”” he asked eagerly.

“ This young man Scarface suspect-
ed me from the first,” she said. “I
think my make-up got across with him
all right, but he insisted that I was too
wise for eighteen years old. So I said
half-jokingly that he must meet my
father, and ask hini how old I was.
Will you stand for that?”

“Ha! Will I stand for it?” cried
Mr. Van Benthuysen. “ Do you mean
will I play' the role of your papa, my
dear? I should be proud to do so.”

“Ah, thank ‘you!” cried Mme.
Storey.

“It will be an amusing experience
for me,” said Mr. Van Benthuysen.

“How will we arrange it?”’ said
Mme Storey. ‘It is bound to be diffi-
cult, for I am followed everywhere.”

“ How about asking the young man
to dinner at my house?”” he suggested.:
“ At our house, I mean.” He corrected
himself with a_smile.  Wouldn’t that
help to convince him of your identity ?”

“Oh, yes!” cried Mme. Storey.
“ Better than anything. But I should
never have ventured to propose such
a thing.”

“ It will be all right,” he said, “ the
old lady would be scandalized, of
course, but she is safe in Hot Springs,
or wherever she is. You do not want
to waste any time, I take it. Make it
to-morrow night.”

“How can 1 ever thank you sufh-
ciently!” she cried.

“Pooh!” he said. “ The shoe is on
the other foot, my dear. I shall be
eternally grateful to you for the expe-
rience. There is one thing I would
like,” he added, “ provided it suits your
plans.” :

“ What is that?”
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“ Let him bring a few of his friends.
Make it a party. That amusing little
gunman, what is his extraordinary
name? Jigamarig?”’

“ Chiglick.”

“ Chiglick. And one or two of the
girls.”

“But, Mr. Van Benthuysen,” ob-
jected Mme. Storey, “your house is
full of priceless art treasures. And
these people are, after all—"

“ Scarface seems to have great in-
fluence over them,” he said. “ Put it
up to him. If he is prepared to guar-
antee his friends, I'm satisfied.”

“T'll do it!” .

“In any case,” added Mr. Van
Benthuysen, “1'd be well content to
lose a bauble or two for the sake of
the experience.”

CHAPTER XXVIL
CONFIDENCES.

CARFACE had besought Inez to
come to dinner at the Cobra Club
on the occasion of her second visit.

They could then spend the evening to-
gether before the place filled up, he
said. This, for obvious reasons, it was
impossible for her to do; but she had
promised to come to supper with him.
There was no engagement with Tou-
chon this night. The Cobra Club
opened for business at eleven o’clock,
and it was customary for people to
drive there direct from the theater, For
the first hour or two the restaurant
and dance floor was the center of at-
traction. People then drifted upstairs
to the gaming tables.

We went to the theater by our two
selves this night, in order to persuade
our spies that our ddy was fully oc-
cupied. When we got home Grace re-
ported that the light in the servants
bedroom of the Sixty-Second Street
house had already been out for an hour,
so after changing our make-up, we
immediately sét out. -

Crider drove us down town. He was

‘changed:
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instructed to be waiting at the corner
of Delancey Street and the Bowery at
four o’clock. This was at some dis-
tance from the club. We met Chiglick
outside the Elite Theater, and he
steered us through the mezzanine bal-
cony into the alley, and so to the club-
house. One felt the same lawless thrill
in penetrating to the secret stronghold
of pleasure. Come to think of it, these
precautions must have been instituted
principally for the fun the members
got out of it. The police could hardly
have been ignorant of the existence of
the place. .

Scarface was waiting for us in the
reception room. His manner was quite
He made no attempt to
charm Inez to-night. He was entirely
comradely. Apparently he had made
up his mind to accept the compact at
face value.

I believe he thought he was cured of
his- infatuation. If so he was sadly
mistaken, for it had only given place
to a far deeper and stronger feeling.
You could see that by the way his eyes
started at the sound of her voice; by
the whole softening of the man in her
presence. It made my heart ache a
little—I don’t know why, for I had no
call to feel compassionate on that
young bravo’s account, At any rate,
my fears quieted down, for if he didn’t
know what was the matter with him,
I thought we should have the less trou-
ble in handling him. He was as star-
tlingly candid as ever. It was his
greatest attraction.

He coolly dismissed’ Chiglick, and
led the way upstairs. As we passed
through the restaurant, dancing was in
full swing. Maud Heddle happened
to be standing near the stairs. At the
sight of Inez her lip trembled, and she
quickly turned her back. Inez would
not stand for that. She put an arm
around the girl, and kissed her de-
licious ‘curved cheek. .

“Don’t be silly, Maud;’ Inez mur-
mured. “You and I are going to be
friends?”’

6 A
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Scarface led the way on upstairs.
In a charming room on the third floor
a little table was set for four. Flowers,
silver, crystal, everything was perfect.
Where had Scarface learned it all?
Champagne was cooling in buckets of
ice; and on a sideboard one glimpsed
caviare, truffles in aspic, paté de Tou-
louse, et cetera, in trays of ice. Scar-
face, rubbing his lip, was watching
Inez out of the corners of his eyes.

“ Lovely!” she cried. “Only it’s so
far away from the dancing.”

“T'm not going to dance with you,”
he said coolly. * It would only be an
aggravation. If you want to dance
with Basil you'll have to toddle down-
stairs.” -

I thought Inez looked just a little
put out at being taken so literally at
her word.

Basil was the fourth at the table,
of course. In looking back over what
I have told, I see that I have made
Basil play a very minor part in these
affairs. That was his own fault, be-
cause he deliberately kept himself in
the background; but with his wise eye
and good-humored grin he was a tower
of strength to us. He never lost his
head. At a critical moment he was al-
ways right there; we should never have
been able to get along without him.

“ I must say you do yourselves pret-
ty well in the Cobra Club,” remarked
Inez, nibbling a truffle.

“ That’s why I run the joint,” said
Scarface carelessly. “I'm willing to
take all this trouble so I can have these
things for myself. I was born with
luxurious tastes and no means of satis-
fying them. It must be A-1 or nothing
for me. I can starve all right, but I
won’t put up with second-rate things.
Well, in order to get the first-rate, I
had to make othet people pay for it.”

“ HERE must be a bit of profit in
it, too,” suggested Inez,
He shook his head. “No.
I'm in the hands of Manny Low, who
owns:’ this house. It’s the house that
A
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makes the club; furthermore, we have
to have the protection that Manny can
furnish. He takes the profits of the
tables and the initiation fees. I get
what the people spend here, which just
about meets running expenses. I could
make something if I wanted to trim
here and there. Nobody would notice
the difference, but it wouldn’t suit me-
at all. This place must be run as if it
were my private house, and I never
had to give a thought to money. That’s
the only way I can get any fun out of
it. Manny thinks I'm a fool, and God
knows I think /e is, with his fifty mil-
lions and his inferiority complex. So
there you are. Every man hugs his
own fplly. I have to depend on out-
side sources for my spending money,”
he went on with a scornful smile, “I
have a patron who pays me five hun-
dred dollars a week.”

“What for?” asked Inez coolly.

“Doing what I am told,” he re-
torted.

“1 shouldn’t have thought your stub-
born nature could brook it.”

“ My patron is no piker,” said Scar-
face. “ He’s a big man. I can serve
him without any sacrifice of self-
respect.

Inez was too wise to ask him any
more questions. In any case it was
not necessary. With Scarface’s in-
vincible candor, everything was bound
to come out. '

“You want to know what I do for
my five hundred a week,” he went on.
“Well, I never yet sailed under false
pretenses, and I’'m not going to begin
with you, Inez. Not if we’re going to be
pals. My patron retains me for what-
ever crooked work he may want done.
I'm a crook, and everybody knows it.”

“ And you glory in it,”” she mur-
mured.

““ Not glory in it,” he objected, “ but
I face it. I deliberately turned crooked;
my eyes are open, and I know what
I’'m doing.”

“‘That’s a pose, just like the pose of
being good,” she said scornfully.
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“ Oh, I've told him all about you,”
she said coolly.

“The hell you have!” said Scar-
face. “ Does he know that you come
here ?”

“ Certainly. He lets me go wherever
I please, provided Emily is with me.
We have an agreement that I shall not
disgrace the family name. It’s his idea
that girls as well as boys should see
everything as a part of their education
My mother has a different idea, but
she’s out of town at present.”

“Well,” said Scarface with an ad-
miring glance, “ judging from the re-
sults, I should say there was something
in his idea.” ,
~ “’Thanks, Scarface,” said Inez, dim-
pling. “ And will you come?”

“Will I come? With bells on!”

“My father thought it would be
nice if you brought a few of your
friends,” Inez continued. “ He wants
Maud and Chiglick.”

“Will you go, Chicken?” asked
Scarface, lifting the girl’s chin.—

She nodded. “ If you go,” she said.

“ And say three more,” said Inez,
“to make up an even ten at the table.
Picturesque characters.”

“Monk Egyster,” said Scarface.
“He’s so tough he’d turn Sheffield
steel. And Cora Hamann; she’s a
dumb-bell, but you can’t help laughing
at her. And lastly Daisy Darling, be-
cause she’s easy to look at.”

Scarface unhesitatingly guaranteed
the good behavior of the guests. “I'll
talk to them before we start,” he said
significantly.

“ Then it’s settled,” said Inez. “ To-
morrow at seven. You know where
we live?”’

“] reckon we can find the house,”
said Scarface dryly. _

The giving of this invitation had the
expected psychological effect of quiet-
ing Scarface’s doubts. His eyes no
longer narrowed at Inez. When she
got off anything wise beyond her sup-
posed years, he ascribed it to her un-
usual upbringing.
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“ Your old man must be quite a lad!”
he would exclaim at intervals.

All through the evening Inez, with
the most unconcerned manner in the
world, was subtly playing him. Final-
ly he began to give us details of his re-
cent actions, You can imagine with
what a breathless interest I listened.
This was what we had been working
so hard for.

“ This fellow I work for,” said Scar-
face; “it's quite romantic. I’ve done
a good many jobs for him, and taken
a pot of his money, but I’ve never laid
eyes on him.”

“Why, how can that be?”’ asked
Inez with an incredulous air. “ How
did you establish relations with him in
the beginning?”

“ Through a third party,” said Scar-
face mysteriously; “a crook I had
known before. This third party knew
the boss, of course, but the boss didn’t
want to meet me. Thought it might
establish a link in case of trouble. That
was natural. When I first went to
work for him eight months ago, it was
stipulated that I must take a job as ac-
countant, listing checks on an adding
machine all day. This was to estab-
lish an alibi as a respectable young clerk
and all.

“ Tt was simply hell for a free spirit
like me, but the money looked good,
so I put up with it. In the same big
company where I went to work, there
was another young accountant who was
also an agent of the boss’s, and we be-
came pals. I can’t tell you his name;
it’s too well known now.” Scarface’s
hard eyes softened when he came to
this part.

‘“He was a wonderful fellow. Ab-
solately different from me. A little
fellow with an easy-going, fun-loving
nature, he always depended on me, and
I felt right from the first that we were
intended to be pals. There was some-
thing about that kid you couldn’t re-
sist.

““ He was a universal favorite. We
shared everything. I could trust him
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like myself. In fact, he was the only
real pal I ever had.” '

AUD raised her head from his
shoulder jealously. “ How about
me?” she murmured.

“ Oh, you’re my sweetheart,” he said
carelessly. “ That’s something else
again.”

“ Go on about your pal,” murmured
Inez.

“He worked at an adding machine
also,” said Scarface, “ and we fixed up
a scheme to communicate with each
other by lists of numbers. Do you get
the idea? 'We wrote notes to each
other on the adding machinds. Nobody
ever got on to it. It was my job to go
around and collectsthe lists of checks.
In that way I could drop a note on B—
on my pal’'s machine.” (The name
Blondy almost escaped Scarface here.)
“ Then I'd collect his note to me. Man-
ny Low was running this place then,
and my pal and I used to come here
nights. But he didn’t live to see me
as manager here.,” Scarface lowered
his head and fell silent.

“ My pal is gone,” he said, presently
rousing himself, “and so is the other
fellow I told you about. That leaves
me as the boss’s right hand man. Still,
we’ve never met. Funny thing; once
he called me up and said he wanted to
have a look at me. Said he would feel
more like trusting a man when he’d
seen him. So we made a date to meet
on a certain bench in Central Park late
that night. But while I was waiting
for him two street girls came along and
tried to make up to me. Damned awk-
ward at such a moment.” .

How carefully I avoided looking at
Inez at this juncture!

“ When they were talking to me, a
man came by that I supposed was the
boss,” Scarface continued. “ He didn’t
stop. I had to get up and walk away
in order to shake the females, When I
came back I met them walking with
the same man. I couldn’t get a look
at his face. I supposed that he was
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leading them away from the meeting
place, and I went back there. I waited
an hour, but he didn’t come. Those
darn girls had queered the meeting.
Next day he called me up and said that
the incident had convinced him it was
too dangerous for us to try to meet. So
I haven’t seen him yet. I wouldn’t
know how to reach him, but he can al-
ways call me.up here. I am here ev-
ery night at six thirty to receive a call.

““He’s a wonderful man!” Scarface
went on with a sober enthusiasm.
“Clever as Satan! It’s marvelous how
he can foretell by psychology what peo-
ple are going to do. Of course I don’t
know all the ins and outs of his game,
He’s a crook on a grand scale. His
operations must run into the millions
from the way he scatters money about.
T wish I could tell you about one stunt
that I helped him pull off. Unbeliev-
ably clever. But if I said a word you'd
know all. It was a famous case. It
cost my boss fifty thousand dollars to
buy a piece of fake evidence that he
wanted, and he gladly paid it. I de-
livered the sum myself in the form of
unregistered Liberty Bonds.”

“But. how were they delivered to
you if you never saw him?” asked
Inez.

“ By messenger.”

“'The one I'm most interested in is
your pal,” said Inez. “ What happened
to him?”

Scarface’s face turned stony. A
curious triangular furrow was etched
on his forehead. “ He was shot,” he
said brusquely. “ And the man who
shot him I have marked for my own.
I almost got him once already, but a
bystander in the street grabbed hold of
me. After that the boss called me off.
I was not to indulge my private ven-
detta until after he had pulled off his
big stunt,” he said. “ After that I
could do what I liked.”

“ So there is a big stunt in prospect ?”’
said Inez.

“Yes,” said Scarface.
ing orders.”

“I'm wait-
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That was all then. The thing that
impressed me most about Scarface’s
disclosure was the extraordinary way
in which the facts were bearing out my
mistress’s previous deductions.

As we drove home in the cab silent
and weary, Mme. Storey roused herself
to say: “ Well, Bella, we are beginning
to see daylight at last.”

“But all that Scarface told us we
knew already,” I said. “ How will
you clinch it?”

“ When I confront Jacmer Touchon
with Scarface, our work will be done.”

CHAPTER XXVIL
THE TEMPTER

URING office hours Mme. Storey
and I used to take turns in sleep-
ing in the middle room. We dared

not both lie down at the same time,
for there was always the chance that
Jacmer Touchon might drop in, and
of course we made it a point to be per-
fectly open with him, to give him the
freedom of the place. To have kept
him waiting would instantly have
aroused his suspicions.

This neighborly intimacy that he cul-
tivated, this dropping in at odd hours,
was part of his general scheme for en-
veloping us completely. That and our
frequent lunches and dinners together;
the many evenings we spent in com-
pany; and the spies that dogged us ev-
erywhere. He must have known that
we were aware they were his spies, but
he didn’t care—he wished us to feel
his power. These spies were never
mentioned nowadays by him or Mme.
Storey. .

To me Touchon was like one of
those suffocating nightmare shapes
that you cannot see around nor meas-
ure; he was like the great Boyg who,
as Peer Gynt fought it, always receded,
and in receding ever encompassed the
hero more closely. He got so on my
nerves I could have screamed at the
sight of him.
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I could not altogether hide my feel-
ings, nor did I try, for it had been
agreed on in the beginning between
Mme, Storey and mie that it was no
part of our scheme for me to appear to
love Touchon. Well, as he saw that he
was bearing harder on me, he became
always more fulsomely friendly in
manner. That was how he took his
pleasure. Whenever the thought of
him came into my head I would fall to
trembling with hatred.

During the morning following our
second visit to the Cobra Club he came
sauntering into the outer office with his
mocking eyes and his hateful smile of
pretended friendship. * Well, Bella!”
he said, then checked himself in seem-
ing concern. “ What'’s the matter?”
he asked.

‘“ Nothing,” I said shortly.

“You look a little jaded, my dear.
You are not your usual blooming self
this morning.”

A sharp feeling of anxiety attacked
me. One always looked for a double
meaning in Touchon’s words. Had he
discovered our nightly éxpeditions?
But I reflected that he could not pos-
sibly look so sure of himself 1f he had.
This was merely his usual persiflage.
“ I was not aware of it,” I said.

“You must take care of yourself,”
he said solicitously. :

“T do,” said L

“Is Mme. Storey disengaged?” he
asked. :

“ There’s no one with her,” I said
carelessly. “ Go right in.” I knew that
the door into the middle room was
locked.

He passed into her room, and I
pounded the typewriter to work off my
venom. He turned around, saying.:

“ There’s no one here.”

“Then she’s in the middle room,” 1
said, rising. “I’ll call her.” I went
through her room and knocked at the
door at the end.

Instantly she answered clearly:
“ What is it?” One never caught her

napping.
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“Then give it up,” he said persua-
_sively. - ““ Give up this unfeminine de-
_sire to shine'in the eyes of the public.

What a barren satisfaction even when
you succeed. Give it up and rest con-
tent to be just what God intended you
to be.”

“ What's that?”

“ The most charming woman in the
world ! _

“ Oh, Jacmer!” she said pettishly.

“Your career has enslaved you thus
far,” he said. ‘“ What a pity! What
a pity! The time has come now for
you to make a bold stroke for freedom.
Close up shop here. Go away. Let
life have its way with you!”

“But what would Bella do?” she
said,’

There was no hint of irony in her
voice, but I knew it was there. My
mistress and 1 shared these comedies
in spirit, though we could not allow
our appreciation to appear outwardly.

Touchon looked at me. His glance
said: Bella can go to hell for aught
I care! But his lips murmured fondly:

- Bella is so desperately clever and
efficient she could place herself else-
where without the slightest difficulty
if she wished to do so. Or. if she
would like a long vacation, too, I
should be charmed to place the means
at her disposal.”

“ Thanks, I can pay for my own va-
cations,” I said.

He laughed indulgently. “ Bella is
incorrigibly independent!’ he said
Tightly. I wish I could give you all the
implications of this speech. Bella is a
plain worian, his contemptuous glance
said; it's a good thing for her that
she’s able to take care of herself.

“f HAVE just learned that Commo-
dore Barrow’s yacht, the Mara-
quipe, is offered for charter,” he

presently went on. “ The last word in

hory.  'What would you say to a

cruise among the West Indies, Rosika ?

To sail away on your own ship when

the winter sets in, and leave all wor-
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ries and troubles with the frost and
bitter winds behind. The sea down
there is not like our gray sea; it lies
in pools of liquid cobalt inside the
reefs. And the bold mountains spring-
ing fram the sea are painted with an
incredible green. But the nights that
is the most wonderful part; the tropic
nights are as soft as velvet with ten-
derer stars than ours.

“One would naturally avoid the
routes of the tourist ships,” he went
on. “ There are countless lovely islands
that are never visited: St. Martin’s,
Barbuda, Saba, St. Eustacia. Dream
islands! Think of visiting them at
your own sweet will in the most perfect
of yachts. Of course, it would be scan-
dalously expensive, but what else is
money for? One only lives once, and
that is my idea of living greatly!”

There was a hypnotic quality in the
man’s voice; a promise of peace, for-
getfulness, infinite luxury. If Mme.
Storey had really been the harassed
and vacillating woman that he sup-
posed, she must have yielded to it.
There was no mention of himself in
this Elysium you will notice, but of
course he loomed in the picture like a
portent.

“What do you say, Rosika?”

“T’11 think it over,” she murmured.

He took a more peremptory tone.
“ That’s what you always say. That
gets you nowhere. The Maraquipe
will be snapped up as soon as it is gen-
erally known that she is offered. You
must decide now—or let me decide
for you.”

“Don’t press me, Jacmer,” she said
nervously. “Don’t press me. I must
have time to think.”

He lowered his eyes to hide his sat-
isfaction. He was well pleased with
the way things were going. ‘T must
press you,” he said. “ You are merely
drifting. And if you are incapable of
deciding, 1 will decide for youw.”

“Give me a week,” she said with
a desperate air. ““In a week 1 will let
you know.”
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His eyes blazed on her, full of
greedy triumph. “ Very well,” he said,
“a week., Meanwhile I will take an
option on the Maraquipe.”

She said nothing.

He presently arose to go, feeling, I
suppose, that he had better be content
with his gain for that day. “ How
about dining to-night?” he said.

“ Not to-night, thanks, Jacmer,” said
Mme. Storey. '

“ Have you something on?”” he asked
sharply.

“No,” she said, “I'm just tired.
I'm going home to get in something
loose, and just as soon as I have swal-
lowed my dinner I'm going to bed.”

“That will be the best thing for
you,” he purred. He took her hand.
He did not kiss it nowadays, but
pressed it fondly. “I’ll trot over some
time to-morrow to see how you are.”

When he had gone neither Mme.
Storey nor I made any reference to
what had taken place. What was there
to say? We both realized the frightful
danger that attended upon the part she
was playing, and it would have done
no good to confess our fears to each
other.

————

CHAPTER XXVIIL
CANGSTER GUESTS.

ME. STOREY’S house on East
Sixty-Third Street, to which I
have referred so many times,

was not a house at all but half a house.
It was an apartment on two floors of
a small converted dwelling; what the
French call a maisonnette. Her friend,
the famous Mrs. Lysaght occupied the
two floors above.

Mme. Storey’s apartment is arranged
in a convenient and novel fashion. The
kitchen is alongside the front door, and
has a wicket opening on the entry like
the concierge’s window in France. The
dining room overlooks the back yard
which has been landscaped like a little
formal garden; the living room is over

-on the side street.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

the dining room, and Mme, Storey’s
bedroom is in front. The servants of

-both households sleep on the top floor.

Since there was no guest room, a cot
had been placed for me in Mme.
Storey’s room during my stay in the
house.

Some anxious planning was involved
in getting us out of the house on the
night of Mr. Van Benthuysen’s dinner.
The problem was solved when Grace
brought Mme. Storey a key to the
front door of the house on Sixty-Sec-
ond Street, which she had quietly
filched from its nail in the hall. The
rest was easy. The two servants from
that house were invited to sup with our
servants, and while they were all en-
joying themselves in the kitchen, Mme.
Storey and I, having dressed for our
parts, quietly slipped out of the back
of our house, and over the back fence
by the ladders which the girls had left
in place. At this season it was perfect-
ly dark at half past six. We entered
the kitchen door which they had left
unlocked, and ascending to the first
story, after having made sure that our
key fitted the front door, we blithely let
ourselves out, and boarded Crider’s
cab, which was waiting.

Everybody in New York knows the
Van Benthuysen palace. It is a huge
brick pile on one of the Avenue’s
choicest corners with a portc-cochére
It was built in the
day when turrets were in fashion, and
millionaires’ windows were about six
feet wide. Thus it looks a little old-
fashioned now, but still magnificent.
The lofty, pillared hall running
through the house and filled in at the
back with rare tropical plants, made
me sigh with pleasure. In its spacious-
ness and emptiness it represented real
luxury, as distinguished from the spuri-
ous sort that anybody can have in great
hotels and steamships.

Mr. Van Benthuysen was waiting for
us in the library, a colossus in evening
dress, with a grin of anticipation light-
ing his heavy face, and a cigar about
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a foot long sticking from between his
lips. Basil was already in the house.

We immediately went into anxious con-

sultation,

“ We should have been here earlier
in order to talk things over and re-
hearse a bit,” said Mme, Storey, “ but
it was impossible to get out before
dark. First, how about the servants?
That is our greatest danger.”

“T have taken measures,” said Mr.
Van Benthuysen beaming. * The only
servants of my own who are in the
house are the housekeeper, my valet,
and a couple of maids. These will not
appear during the evening. They know
nothing except that I am entertaining
friends at dinner. All the servants you
will see have been supplied by the chef
who cooked the dinner. It is the fa-
mous Alphonse Duprat, and it ought
to be good. His men know nothing
about my family affairs, of course.”

“ Then there is yourself,” she said,
admonishing him affectionately, “ this
is a huge joke to you, but you will
please remember that a tremendous re-
sult hangs upon it, and that the least
slip of the tongue on your part may
ruin me.”

“ Trust me, my dear,” he said se-
renely, “ I have not attended business
conferences for forty years without be-
ing able to play a part with an open
brow and smiling countenance. I al-
ways address you as ‘my dear.” That
will come quite naturally.”

“ But remember that Bella is not
Miss Brickley, but Miss Beekman,
Emily Beekman. You know her very

well. . She is almost an inmate of the
house.” )
“Emily! Emily! Emily!” he

chanted, wagging his forefinger at me.
“1 know you very well.” .

We had to laugh. His jocularity
was good for us all. It helped to ease
the strain. .

“ How about photographs of the real
Inez?” asked Mme. Storey.

“ All removed,” he said.

“We ought to have some photo-
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graphs of me to put about, but there
was not time enough to have them
made. Remember,” she warned him,
“it is admitted that you are a liberal-
minded parent, but you must not for-
get to admonish me if I go too far.”

“Shall T send you to bed?’ he
asked.

“Be serious! Now take me for a
stroll through the rooms so that I may
be familiar with the plan of my own
house.”

ROMPTLY at seven the rest of
the guests arrived. Through the
drawing-room door I had a

"glimpse of them huddling together in

the hall, frankly intimidated. Well,
they had reason to be. Van Benthuysen

"is a name to conjure with in New

York. Asa Van Benthuysen looms
like a great mythical figure in the minds

“of all children who have been brought

up there.

Presently they were ushered in to
the drawing-room where we were wait-
ing; they were still keeping close to-
gether as if for mutual protection.
There are two drawing-rooms each fif-
ty feet long, and stretching across the
avenue front of the house. These are
among the most wonderful rooms in
the world, on account of the treasures
they contain.

Mme. Storey had assumed the char-
acter of Inez like another skin. She
was clinging to her “ father’s” arm,
looking up in his face with a smile of
filial affection. He was just a little
taller than she. The millionaire shook
hands with his guests.

Even the bold Scarface was a little
out of countenance. His proud spirit
hated to acknowledge it, consequently
he looked savage. The classical fur-
row was etched on his forehead. The
old man looked at him with the frank
pleasure of a connoisseur in humanity.
“ Here is a man!” his eyes seemed to
say, “ whatever he may be.”

‘Chiglick and Maud Heddle I have
already described. Daisy Darling had
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mellow wines did them no harm. The
worst that could be said was that they
‘became a little silly.

"Inez’s eyes were very bright. She
contrived to simulate the look of utter
irresponsibility that is characteristic of
the very young nowadays. One would
have said there was not a care in her
cropped blond head. It was her note
‘to be a little shocking.

“ Inez, you've had enough wine,”
said Mr. Van Benthuysen.

“ Oh, don’t be tiresome, dad.”

“If you are not careful, I will send
you to bed, young woman.”

“ Then the party will have to go to
bed with me.”

“Inez, behave!”

Oh, excellent comedy! While she
appeared utterly giddy, she kept the
reins of the conversation in her own,
hands. It was she who brought out the
foibles of the guests in order to amuse
the old man.

“ Scarface, tell dad how you and
your pal used to correspond on the
adding machine,” she would say. Ofr,
“ Chiglick, tell about that time when
you locked the cashier of the bank in
his vault, and then they had to employ
you to blow the vault open, because
the president had forgotten the com-
bination.”

It was Chiglick, I think, who made
the hit of the evening, spitting his
amazing tales out of the corner of his
mouth with little expression. But Monk
and Cora got the biggest laugh.

Monk .Eyster was one of the most
desperate crooks New York ever pro-
duced. All the world knows his his-
tory. But by this time he had begun
to turn soft; as Chiglick put it, he was
living on his rep, and preferred telling
of his past exploits to performing new
ones. The job at the Cobra Club sat-
isfied him very well. Cora Hamann's
only claim to distinction was that she
had been tried three times for her life,
and had finally won acquittal. She was
such an utter fool, she was as funny
as a comic opera.
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Cora was a blonde who had been
handsome in a common way, but she

-had no.instinct for dress—used to put.

on everything but the kitchen stove,
Chiglick said. Her trials had created
a tremendous sensation in their day,
and she still looked upon herself as the
heroine of the hour. Monk and Cora
were continually at loggerheads re-
specting the relative importance of their’
trials.

“ When I took the stand at my third
trial,” said Cora, “ there wasn’t a dry
eye in the court room. The papers
said the fluttering of the handkerchiefs
was like a snowstorm.”

‘ Somebody must ’a’ peeled a on-
ion,” muttered Chiglick in my ear.

“Even the reporters cried,” Cora
went on. “As one of them put it,
their ink was mixed with tears.”

“ Aah!” said Monk. ‘“ Reporters al-
ways writes with pencils.”

“ Not at my trial,” said Cora with
a superior smile.

Old Mr. Van Benthuysen’s fat sides
shook with silent laughter. ’

“ There were forty-nine reporters at
my third trial,” said Cora proudly.
“ It was the largest number ever gath-
ered in a court room.”

“Come off,”” said Monk, * there

‘were fifty-three at mine, besides the

special writers who couldn’t get inside
the rail.”

“ How do you know there were that
many ?”’ asked Cora.

“I counted ’em. Didn’t have noth-
in’ else to do all day.”

“ My trial created more excitement
than any which had ever been held,”
said Cora. “ The papers said so.”

“ They said that about mine, too,”
said Monk. “ And mine come after
yours!”

“ Every morning before court I held
a perfect reception in the Tombs,” said -
Cora. . “Clergymen and clubwomen
and artistes and litterateurs. Only
people of influence were allowed in.”

“You can have your clergymen,”
said Monk grinning. “ You should ’a’
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“ A woman?”’ . :

“ She plays a man’s part,” he sai
harshly. “ She deserves to be treated
as a man. She’s a detective; her busi-
ness is to send crooks to prison. Do
you know what that means? I do; I've
been there. 'm a crook, and she’s my
enemy. I will destroy her if I get a
chance.”

There was another silence. I w
petrified with terror at what I ha
heard. I could not guess what my mis-
tress’s feelings might be. It was Secar-
face himself who furnished a clew.

“ That makes you ttirn from me,” he
said somberly. “ That’s all right; I ex-
pected it. This romantic attitude that
you and your father have about crooks
is comic. You need to get your eyes
opened. And you and I need to keep
away from each other.”

Another silence, then evidently she
made a move to get up, forhesaid ina
sharp whisper:

“ Ah! Don’t go. Five minutes more.
Let me tell you the rest.”

She protested.

“T must tell you. The first round
in this fight went to Mme. Storey, for
she tempted Fay to betray his master.
But the boss found it out in the nick
of time, and sent Blondy to Mme. Sto-
rey’s office to shoot Fay when he ap-
peared there.

“ The boss never takes any chances.
He had paid the hall boy, where Fay
lived, to report to him all the calls that
Fay sent and received. Blondy, as he
left the office, wrote me a note on ttge
adding machine, telling me what his
orders were. It was a kind of good-
by, because he suspected he might get
taken. The get-away was not clear.
But he was dead game.

“ He should not have been in this
business at all; he wasn’t hard like me.
He went to Mme. Storey’s office, and
he shot Fay. But as ill luck would have
it, that damned Touchon happened to

*be there with a gun in his pocket, and
he shot my pal I shall get him later. }
have promised it to myself.
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“ Mme. Starey thought she had my
boss then, but he was too clever far
her. He sent me to Sing Sing disguised
as a woman to talk to Barney Craigin,
the convicted murderer, and to persude
him to write a confession that he had
hired Fay and Blondy to get Mme.
Storey.

“ Craigin bad his own reasons for
bearing her a grudge, you see. The
way it warked out was all in the pa-
pers. Cost my boss fifty thousand dol-
lars to support Mrs Craigin for life
But it cleared up the whale matter with
the police, and tied Mme. Starey up in
konots. She’s bhelpless. I'm waiting
now for his mext move against her.
In all the world only you and I and
the boss know the truth about this mat-
ter.”

“I wish you hadn't told me!” she
nm:;rmnec}. “1 wish you hadnt tald
mel”

“Inez,” he said in a low, mmaved
voice, “if this is the last time Pm
going to see you—" he spake so low
I could catch no more; but I didn't
want to hear it. My cheeks were burn~
ing.

This was not a matter of any public
concern. I softly stole away from my
hiding place. '

E, party broke up early because
the guests had to be on hand far
~ the after -theater rush at the
Cobra Club. ‘They all, except Scar-
face, begged Inez to accompany them
down there, but she refused. After
they had driven away, Mr. Van Ben-
thuysen voted the evening a complete
success as far as he was concemed.
He was still chuckling at his recollec-
tions. '
“ Haven't enjoyed myself so much

" in years,” he said. ‘“ I hope you gained

your object by it.” ,

“1 won Scarface’s complete confi-
dence,” Mme., Storey said; but she
looked anything but triumphant.

We got away as soon as -we could.
When we were alone together 1 tald
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my mistress how much I had over-
heard. \

“1 didn’t know whether or not you
wished me to listen,” I said.

“ It doesn’t matter,” she said with a
shrug.

“ With Basil Thorne’s evidence of
the relations between Touchon and
Fay, taken with these disclosures of
Scarface,” I said eagerly, “ you have a
pretty complete case.”

“ 1 can’t use what Scarface told me,”
she said with a painful gesture. “ Not
after the way I got it.”

CHAPTER XXIX.
BATTLE OF WILLS.

HORTLY after we had arrived at
the office next morning, Jacmer
Touchon came in. At a glance

he looked much the same as usual,
nevertheless my instincts immediately
took alarm. There was the hint of a
strain in his grin; his warm complex-
ion had a slightly mottled aspect, such
as might have been due to violent emo-
tion—rage or fear. My heart failed
me. Had anything betrayed us to him?

“ Well, Bella,” he said with that of-
fensive grin fixed in his face. “Did
you have a nice quiet night?”

By that I knew he had discovered
something. “ Perfect!” I said. “I
feel like a2 new woman!”

He laughed unpleasantly. “Is Ro-
sika in her room?” he asked.

“ Gorightin,” I said. Mme. Storey,
having officially had a full night’s rest,
would not require to lie down this
morning.

I followed him in. My mistress was
seated at her big table smoking, hold-
ing her head on one side to keep the
smoke out of her eyes. She was read-
ing her mail. )

“ Morning, Jacmer,” she said. * Sit
down.”

By a hint of wariness that appeared
in her eyes I knew that she saw the

same thing I had.

' pretenses.
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The hand with which he helped him-
self to a cigarette trembled slightly.
But what a marvelous hold he had upon
himself. The man must have been a
seething furnace inside. What had
happened? I cast back over our move-
ments the night before for some ex-
planation. Certainly we had not been
followed to Mr. Van Benthuysen’s or
back again. I could have sworn to it.

“You feel better this morning?” he
asked politely.

“ Much.”

“Ah!” He could not quite hide the
sneer. “I have taken an option on
the Maraquipe,” he went on.

“ That’s nice,” she said noncommit-
tally.

His eyes leaped up. “ Then you have
decided to come?”

“1T have decided nothing,” she said.
“You gave me a week.”

“Then why is it ¢ nice ’?”

“ Oh, merely because you seem to
wish to go.” '

“But you know this is all planned
for you.”

“ Please, Jacmer, not all over again,”
she said. “In a week—"

“ But you seemed so much stronger
after your rest,” he said with a hateful
smile,

Mme. Storey did not reply. She had
an extraordinarily difficult part to play.
If the man had really discovered any-
thing, it was not only useless, it was
ridiculous to try to keep up further
Finally she asked with a
level look:

“ What is the matter, Jacmer? You
are changed since yesterday.”

He leaned a little toward her. I
could not see into his face, but I knew
what that slight thrust forward meant.
It was habitual with him. He was un-

covering the full blaze of his extraordi-

nary eyes on her. She quickly lowered
her eyes. Nothing was said. Present-
ly he got up and. walked a few paces
toward the fireplace. He affected to
study a piece of old faience that hung
there. This intimated that the man was
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The dust barely had settled when
there appeared in the doorway from
which he had emerged, another man,
similarly garbed, with a pistol in his
hand. He gazed for an instant at the
silent huddled figure in the path, and
shrugged his shoulders contemptuous-
ly. Then he glared venomously toward
the station, turned quickly, and disap-
peared back into the building. The
pine déor slammed shut behind him.

Bill and I stood there speechless
with horror, gazing at the crumpled
heap in the path. Bill turned and
looked longingly down the track to-
ward where the caboose at the end of
the freight train had disappeared over
the horizon.

“I'm homesick already,” he ejacu-
lated. “ Life in a quiet little city like
_Chicago is good enough for me.”

" “These sagebrush towns are rough
places,” I remarked.

“ It seems so,” Bill agreed. “ Won-
der where the constable is?”

We stumbled over each other in our
haste to get out of sight—and out of
range—inside the station. A telegraph
instrument was ticking lazily back of
an iron-grated partition, but there were
no other signs of life.

“ What ’ll we do?”’
was nonplused.

“We'd better call the coroner,” I
ventured, thinking of the dusty, blood-
soaked bundle of clothes in front of the
shack.

“ Sure, call the coroner, the chief of
police, the reserves and squads of news-
papermen and photographers,” said
Bill sarcastically. “Call ’em—but
how ?”

There was no telephone in the sta-
tion, and the clatter of the telegraph
was about as intelligible to us as the
directions for knitting a baby’s sweater.

For once Bill

“ U know, there is somebody
still out in that shack,” I jerked
my thumb in the general direc-

tion of the scene of the shooting.

“ T only hope he stays—"
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Bill paused. There had been the
muffled sound of another shot. It
seemed to come from the shack.

There was no other sound. Just
dead, appalling silence.

Somewhere beyond the horizon there
probably were ranch houses; but which
horizon? Bill and I stood gazing help-
lessly at each other. The blazing sun
was beating down unmercifully on the
tin roof of the station, and it was hot-
ter than the casting room of an old-
time brass mill. _

“We've got to do something,” de-
clared Bill finally. He peered cautious-
ly out of the station window toward
the shack. There were no signs of
movement. The body still lay
sprawled in the path.

“‘That fellow’s a goner, all right,”
said Bill. “ He hasn’t moved since he
fell. He had a gun, and it’s lying close
to the body. Maybe we can get hold
of it before somebody else starts some-
thing.” A pair of old drifters like
Bill and me, always travel unarmed.

Just outside the station door was an
iron can labeled ““ Rubbish.” Bill cau-
tiously stuck out his hand and dragged
this can into the doorway. He waited
a minute for something to happen. But
there was only a tense silence ; no sound
came from the shack. Then Bill pushed
the can over on its side.

“I'm going to get that gun,” he ex-
plained briefly. There are times when
Bill has his nerve right with him.

Rolling the can ahead of him as a
shield, he crawled down the path and
succeeded in getting the gun. Then
pulling the can after him, he progressed
backward to the shelter of the station.

“ Now that you have got it, what "l
you do with it?” I demanded as we ex-
amined the blue steel automatic.

Bill shrugged his shoulders.

“ Here’s hoping we don’t have to do
anything with it,” he said. “ But at
any rate we’re prepared. Sooner or
later a train ’ll come through.”

“It ’1l come through, all right,” I
conceded; “come through at sixty
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the path, gingerly skirting the body ly-
ing there. ‘‘ Pick up the gun, Jim,” he
directed. And I lost no time doing so.
If any guns were to be in evidence I
preferred that Bill and I handle them.

“T thought that chicken-hearted rat
would squeal,” growled the stranger,
feering toward the body in the path.
“ He got his medicine, though, the dirty
skunk!’ ‘The bloodthirsty venom in
his voice made me squirm uncomfort-
ably, as our unexpected prisoner con-
tinued:

“I told Gus he’d squeal, but Gus,
poor fool, wouldn’t believe me. I sup-
pose you flatfeet will get a big blurb in
the papers about your wonderful detec-
tive work and all that. A lotta bunk!”
The stranger spat scornfully into the
sand.

Bill and I were carefully noncommit-
tal. We didn’t know what he was talk-
ing about, so there was nothing for us
to say. The train had whistled again.
The engineer probably had caught sight
of the semaphore and was slowing
‘down.

“ How about the other fellow in
there?’ Bill pointed toward the open
door of the shack.

“Dead!” snapped our captive.
“ Just like the poor fool to shoot him-
self. ‘There’s the note he left for me.
Take it for evidence—I don’t want any
of you dicks trying to pin a murder
charge on me.” He pointed derisively
to a sheet of paper lying on the floor
just inside the doorway.
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I picked it up, while Bill continued
to keep our man covered.
There was a hastily penciled scrawl::

JoE:

I guess you were right. Two bulls
dropped off the freight. The game is up,
but I got the dirty squealer. good-by.

uUs.

“See?” The stranger spat derisive-
ly again. “If you ever try to pull off
a holdup, don’t invite no measly sta-
tion agent to go in with you on it. He’ll
squeal surer'n blazes. That’s what I
told Gus, but he wouldn’t believe me
until he saw you two cops drop off that
freight. Then he knew right away
that Red had squealed.” Joe frowned
grimly. “ The coin we took off the
limited at Pomoka is inside the shack.
We had our get-away all fixed up air-
tight. But you got me. I even left
my damned horse out in front where
you’d have the drop on me if I went
after it.”  He spread his arms in a
gesture of despair.

“ Keep. your hands up!”
Bill calmly. .

The stranger sullenly obeyed. The
train had stopped and members of
the crew were hurrying toward us.

“ I don’t mind you cops grabbing all
the credit you can,” growled our pris-
oner. “But don’t give that dirty
squealer any credit.”

“ Maybe he doesn’t deserve any,”
conceded Bill. “ We'll give it to Lady
Luck.”

snapped

THE END.










THE MYSTERY OF

wrigglin’, eh? TI'll admit you musta
been surprised ; but you’ve had time to
git over it by now. What's it to be,
old-timer? She’s an even break!”

Abbie continued to gulp, and the fas-
cinated naturalist noticed that the
hands hanging at his sides were trem-
bling violently.

“ Aw, you'll never dive for it in a
thousan’ years!” Giles Rebble jeered.
“ And you was so keen on smokin’ me
up a minute back.” He spat disgusted-
ly. “D’yeh know what I think, Ab-
bie? I think you shot Uncle Foster
Ballard, and shot ’im in th’ back at
that. I heard all about that funny fu-
neral, and th’ provisions o’ th’ will
Yeh, jest thought it was a likely time
for yeh to get yours and throw sus-
picion on th’ Hazy Valley outfit, didn’t
yeh? Well, I'm callin’ yer bluff fer
my cousin and me. Le’s see who c’'n
git his out first, Bert!”

The Ball Bar foreman made no
move. There was in his eyes the terror
of a man who faces death and has no
stomach for the sight.

‘“ And, so long’s you're polite enough
to let me do all th’ talkin’, I'll tell you
somethin’ more: Yon never meant to
ride to Hazy Valley to-night to help git
us boys. You made Miss Justine’s
stoppin’ here an excuse to keep outa
th’ racket. You got yer men all lick-
ered up and their hearts set on this
thing, and got 'em started. But you
was gonta have a nice little alibi. You
knew they wouldn’t wait fer you, once
they got us fellas where they wanted
us. Come on now. I've waited long
enough. I'm goin’ fer my cannon, Ab-
bie. Better join th’ parade!”

“N JO!” yelled Abbie as Rebble’s
hand moved up and settled on
the butt of his right-hand gun.

“Fer God’s sake, Rebble, 110! I can’t

draw with yeh! Yeh're too quick fer

me! I’m whipped. I give up.”
“T don’t want yeh to give up,” said

Rebble patiently. “I want to kill yeh,

Abbie! Ain’t yeh got no sand at all?”
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“Yeh're too quick fer me,” trem-

bled Abbie. “I wouldn't have no

chanst. You win. I wanta go.”

For a full minute Giles Rebble gazed
at him scornfully. Then a gloating
smile overspread his face.

“ All right, go,” he said, quite un-
expectedly. “I wouldn’t dirty my gun
fer you. Open th’ door and git. And
you might as well call in your tools
from Hazy Valley, 'cause Carey Back-
us ain’t over there. Slink, you hound!”

And as the humiliated Abbie shuffled
to the door and opened it, Rebble
leaped behind him, lifted a foot, and
kicked him ignominiously into the
windy night.

Ben Camp caught Justine about the
waist as she swayed backward.

But Justine Davant was not the
fainting kind. With a superhuman ef-
fort she pulled herself together and
stepped before Giles Rebble, her dark
eyes flashing. Benjamin Camp could
scarce believe his ears when he heard
her angry cry:

“ You think you've been magnificent,
don’t you? You're nothing but a bully!
Bert Abbie isn’t afraid of you, not for
one little moment. But he knows you
can beat him to the draw. Any sensi-
ble man would have done as he -did.
You're the coward, Giles Rebble, not
he!”

The cowman stared at her. Then
he looked in a puzzled way at Camp.
Evidently he thought that he had im-
pressed the girl as he had the naturalist
—for by now Camp thoroughly be-
lieved that Lambert Abbie was Uncle
Foster's murderer.

“1 hate you!” cried the girl, almost
hysterical. “ Bert Abbie is not a mur-
derer. And you, above all men, know
he isn't. He may have been tempted
to take advantage of the peculiar situa-
tion on Ball Bar Ranch to get what
he wants. But he could never murder
anybody in cold blood. I've known him
too long.”

“ Why, ma’am,” Rebble. started to
defend himself.



410

“Don’t ma’am me! Don’t ever speak
to me again! Ben, lend me your saddle,
will you? I'm going to ride hard and
catch up with Bert, and go home with
him. I won’t have him humiliated as
he has been, thinking that every one is
against him. Get me your saddle,
quick!”

In a daze Ben Camp obeyed her. He
carried the saddle outside, found the
mustard-colored mare grazing up the
creek beside his own horse, and led her
back to the cabin.

When he reached the door Giles Reb-
ble had taken his leave.

Justine remained silent while he
made ready for her departure.

“Don’t you want me to ride with
you till you catch up with Abbie?”

“No! Hurry, please.”

“ All ready, Justine.”

She swung into the saddle. “ Good
night,” she said. A clatter of hoofs up
Faraway Creek and she was gone.

CHAPTER XVIL
BAD NEWS.

ENJAMIN CAMP was on his
bunk trying to snatch a few hours’
sleep. But sleep evaded him. The

strange events in his little cabin had ex-
cited him, and he never had been more
fully awake.

He lay there and watched the dawn-
light creep along the ceiling, saw a
spider awake and begin the business of
the day. Justine’s unexpected defense
of Bert Abbie was the subject para-
mount in his mind. No understand-
ing women! What amazing creatures
they were!

Then suddenly, out of the confusion
of his thoughts, came the remembrance
that he had not finished reading the let-
ter from Professor Raymond Emory.
He threw off the covers, rose fully
dressed, and lighted a candle.

There it was, halfway under the bed,
where it had fluttered when Rebble’s
knocking had disturbed him. He seated
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himself on the bed and shuffled the
pages.

Gradually, as he read on and on, his
big blue eyes widened and he licked his-
lips with expectancy. Then he finished,
slapped his thigh with the letter, and
rose and fed it to Mohammed.

“By gosh!” he breathed. “If the
old hoy is right—but he’s always
right!”

He went about his morning routine,
his mind still occupied with the Ball
Bar mystery. His horse and burro at-
tended to, breakfast over, a goodly sup-
ply of firewood cut, and he found him-
self facing hours of inactivity.

Well, he might as well put in the
day working on Rubble Slide Trail
There was really no need to extend it
further, but he must be occupied with
something besides his gloomy thoughts.

This gloominess was the result of
Justinc’s  amazing attitude toward
Lambert Abbie. It must have been
sheer pity. And pity was dangerously
akin to love. Abbie wasn't a bad-look-
ing fellow, by any means. Pity, loyal-
ty—these were the emotions that had
actuated Justine in flying to the fore-
man’s defense. Her stanch heart had
swelled with wrath when she witnessed
the humiliation of her old friend.

Ben Camp admired her for this, even
though he considered her devotion
blind. He was in love with her. He
admitted it freely now.

All day long he worked at the trail,
his eyes alert for another rusty cannon
ball, which he did not find. He stayed
on the trail until dusk descended, and
it was safe for him to set his camera
trap. Ile brought his paraphernalia
from hiding, then, and put it in work-
ing order, the camera just above the
trail and aimed at it, the trip-wire
stretched across it.

Then home to the evening chores,
and afterward to bed.

But no explosion disturbed his sleep,
and when he visited the trap as dawn
was crecping into the sky, he found the
trip-wire as he had left it.
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‘“Le’s see what we ¢'n do. And then
we’ll have a little talk.”

Ben Camp nodded silently.

Both of them were puffing from
their exertions when the body finally
lay at rest on the level, grassy land
below the slide.

“ That’s your hoss, ain’t it?”” The
sheriff pointed along the lake to the
grazing animal.

“Yes,” said Ben.

“ Stand fer th’ smell o’ blood ?”

“I don’t know,” said Ben. “ You
see, I'm not much of a hunter, sheriff.
But I bought him over near Plume.
He may have packed deer and other
big game before I owned him.”

“ Get him, anyway, and we’ll try him
out. It’s a long ways to your cabin,
and this fella’s heavy.”

EN brought his horse. He shied

and snorted, as most horses will

when confronted by a large dead
body and the smel] of blood, and
danced about nervously while they were
getting the dead man on his back, but
he gave little trouble after the sheriff
had wound Camp’s lariat about the
gruesome burden.

“1ead ’im on,” commanded Finney.
“T'll walk one side and be ready to
help you if he starts to cuttin’ up.”

So the strange procession set out for
Faraway Cabin, Ben Camp’s thoughts
in a bewildering whirl. .

They reached the cabin without dis-
aster, and with some difficulty lowered
the body to the ground.

“ Better pack 'im inside,” said the
sheriff. “Flies’ll be pesterin’ soon.
Got somethin’ to cover th’ body with?
It’s customary.” '

“ My manta.” .

“ That’s just th’ thing. Grab holt.”

“ Have you had breakfast?” asked
Ben Camp politely, when their un-
welcome task was done.

The sheriff shook his head. “I
hate to trouble you, Mr. Camp.” -

“No trouble at all.” And Ben
Camp filled the tea kettle and set it on
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the stove. “ We can talk while we’re
waiting for it to boil. What is it that
you want to talk with me about,
sheriff ?”

The sheriff nodded toward the
manta-covered shape in a corner of the
cabin. “ About that,” he said. “ And
you.” .

‘“ Shoot,” invited Camp evenly.

“ One bullet went clean through the
body,” said the sheriff, “but nct
through his canvas coat. I found her

before you come this mornin’. It's a
.45.1’
Ben Camp nodded. “‘Then you

had already seen the body and in-
vestigated it?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, a .45 is the ordinary caliber
of revolvers used in these mountains,”
said Camp.

‘“ Yeah, and that makes an investiga-
tion difficult. You pack a .45 when

you do pack a gun?”

“Yes,” admitted Ben. * A Colt.
Do you want to see it ?”

The sheriff shook his head. “ You'd
be too clever to leave th’ barrel foul, or
chambers empty, if you'd blasted this

fella. A waste o’ time to see your gun.
Anyway, you didn’t kill Carey
Backus.”

Ben Camp breathed a sigh of relaxed
tension. “I’'m glad you realize that.
I'd hate to be mixed up in an investiga-
tion, even though entirely innocent.”

HERIFF FINNEY nodded in his
gloomy manner. “ O’ course,” he
said. “ Mighty unpleasant. What’s

your business here, Mr. Camp?”

The naturalist explained, and showed
him some prints of the animals he had
snapped. But he kept the one of the
grizzly bear in hiding. No use to tell
all of his secrets. Men would travel
far, he knew, to get a shot at a grizzly.
He trusted no one where Old Ephraim
was concerned.

“That fits in with what I heard
about you over at Plume, where you
came into this section,” the shseriAE said.
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the Japanese lanterns had glowed so
bravely on Uncle Foster’s big day.
Justine had been crying, and her eyes
were red. She had asked Ben Camp
to stay with them until this terrible
thing was over.

“It isn’t true! It isn’t true!” she
kept repeating, her dark eyes tragic.
“ What makes the sheriff think that
Bert did it?
mistake.”

Ben Camp scarce knew how to com-
fort her. He felt intuitively that
Sheriff Finney was a man who didn’t
often make mistakes. He was a reti-
cent man, a shrewd man, a man of iron.
Camp had vast confidence in his
reasoning powers and his common
sense.

“Didn’t the sheriff tell you any-
thing ?”” begged the miserable girl.

“ Almost nothing at all,” Ben Camp
answered. “I didn’t even know he in-
tended to arrest Bert when we rode
through the ranch yard gate. Justine,
has Bert been at home lately?” he
asked. “If only he can establish an
alibi!”

“‘That’s the great difficulty. I'm
afraid he can't. He returned this af-
ternoon from a three-days’ absence.
He'd been making the rounds of the
various cow camps we’re still using. He
had a pack-horse with him, carrying
his grub and bedding.”

“ Suppose you and I saddle up and
ride to these camps, and see if we can

There’s some hideous

prove that Bert spent last night at one -

of them.”

“ Pve already sent Gerald Coons to
do that,” Justine replied. “ He'll be
back to-morrow afternoon. He'll go
on to Cannibal, Bodkin’s Basin, and
Yellow Girl. There’s a man at each.”

“ Then Coons’s report will probably
clear the matter up, and until he comes
T’d advise you not to worry.”

“But I can’t help it, Ben! Who
else would have any reason for killing
one of the Hazy Valley cousins? Bert
swore to get even, riding home from
Faraway that night, after Giles Rebble
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had humiliated him. I tried to calm
him down, and finally he dropped the
subject. He was still boiling within, I
know, but he didn’t do this, Ben!”’
“Let’s try to forget it until Coons
returns,” he tried to soothe her.

UT the return of the melancholy
cow-puncher next aftermoon
brought no relief. Bert Abbie had

visited Yellow Girl on his first day out.
He had remained there only a short
time, and had set out directly after
noon for Bodkin’s Basin. There he
had spent the night, and during the
forenoon of the following day had rid-
den on to Cannibal. The cabin at Can-
nibal had sheltered him that night, and
he had ridden away the next morning
at ten o’clock, ostensibly headed for
headquarters. ‘

So from ten o’clock that morning
until about two o’clock on the after-
noon following the. shooting none of
the Ball Bar people could account for
his movements. :

That evening the men who had been
riding herd at these cow camps drift-
ed in, one at a time. ‘The sheriff had
asked that they be present at the coro-
ner’s inquest, which was to be held at
the county seat next day.

They set off early in the morning,
Justine Davant and Benjamin Camp
traveling in a buckboard, the three cow-
punchers riding ahead on their saddle
horses. Ball Bar was left deplorably
short-handed, but this couldn’t be
helped.

The sturdy Western horses ate up
the desert miles after the little caval-
cade had left the mountains. Justine
drove the two shaggy bay mustangs
that were hitched to the buckboard, and
she drove them at a gallop, expertly.
They kept up with the saddlers easily.
The girl’s lips were set, and her eyes
were troubled. She spoke but seldom
to her companion on the jouncing seat.

They reached Earlybird at last,
stabled their dripping animals, and
took an automobile stage for the county
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seat at four o’clock in the afternoon.
At half past seven that evening they
were seated silently in an anteroom of
the coroner’s quarters, silent, brood-
ing, the object of many pairs of curi-
ous eyes. "

The jury had already assembled, and
were talking together in low voices in
an adjoining room. A machine drew
up to the door, and gruff voices were
heard outside.

Then an undersheriff came in, a
great, slant-shouldered ape of a man.
Handcuffed to him was Lambert
Abbie.

Justine drew in her breath and hid
her eyes. Abbie was as pale as a
ghost as he clanked along beside the
deputy, grinning half-heartedly at his
Ball Bar friends. At the door to the
room in which the proceedings were to
take place, the undersheriff unshackled
his prisoner, and they disappeared to-
gether beyond the threshold.

Immediately afterward came the an-
nouncement that court was in session.
A few preliminaries followed, then
Sheriff Finney was called to the wit-
ness stand.

The Ball Bar outfit strained their
ears in the anteroom, but it was impos-
sible for them to hear all of the pro-
ceedings.

But this much Justine and Ben Camp
did hear of the sheriff’s testimony:

E had, he said, been in the San
Anselmo Mountains, in the vi-
cinity of Ball Bar Ranch on of-

ficial business as sheriff of Jeffries
County. He had heard of strange hap-
penings at Ball Bar Ranch; but his
business in the mountains was not di-
rectly connected with these. )

Asked by the coroner what his real
business was up there, he pleaded that,
so long as it was not connected with
the case which was being tried, he felt
justified in not disclosing it. It wasan
official secret, he claimed, and he was
not at liberty to make disclosures until
the matter had been cleared up.~
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The coroner yielded, and continued
his questioning along other lines.

The silent listeners in the anteroom
heard the sheriff tell of camping out
in the mountains, near Faraway,-and
of inadvertently stumbling onto strange
happenings in that vicinity. He de-
tailed the mysterious movements of
Giles Rebble and the deceased Carey
Backus, his cousin. He told of Ben-
jamin’s residence in the Faraway cab-
in, and of his activities as a photogra-
pher of wild life; and he described the
encounter between Rebble and Abbie,
which had ended peacefully before he
had been able to interfere for law and
order.

On the afternoon preceding the
night on which Carey Backus was sup-
posed to have been killed, the sheriff
was scouting about in the- woods, try-
ing to keep an eye on the cousins’ camp,
which was back from the lake, and
Faraway Cabin. He had seen Lambert
Abbie riding into the district, and his
actions had seemed secretive and sus«
picious. But he lost him when dusk
settled over the mountains.

Sheriff Finney camped near the east-
ern end of the lake for the night, but
was awakened from his sleep about
twelve o’clock by a fusillade of revolver
shots. The first shot, coming alone
and slightly in advance of the others,
which were decidedly bunched, had
brought him wide awake. '

Rising, fully dressed, from his blan-
kets, he had hastened in the direction
from which the shots had come. Flash-
ing his electric torch, he had clambered
up a steep hillside, covered with scrub-
by chaparral, and had stumbled over
the body of a man.

As Sheriff Finney flashed his light
on the figure, it had begun to crawl
down the steep hillside like a crippled
dog, moaning and mumbling words.

“T stopped ’im, and bent over ’im,”
continued the sheriff. “I asked ’im
¢ Who shot yer, brother” And he says,
¢ Abbie! That mangy Bert Abbie, of
Ball Bar Ranch! And he got me right.’
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“‘Them were his last words,” the
sheriff finished. “ He died right there.
And 1 left ’im lay till mornin’, his arms
outstretched down th’ hillside. I hid
close by and waited to find out what
I could. Then Mr. Camp come and
found th’ body, and I stepped out and
made myself known to "im.”

Abbie’s lawyer now questioned the
sheriff for some time, after which he
was questioned by members of the

~jury. ‘Then he left the stand, and the
name of Benjamin Camp was called.

Ben squeezed Justine’s icy hand as-
suringly and walked into the other
room.

CHAPTER XXI.
AN AMAZING DISCOVERY.

HE inquest dragged on until near-
ly half past ten. The questioning
of Ben Camp was brief ; one after

another the Ball Bar outfit were called
to the stand, the white-faced Justine
among them. Giles Rebble, who had
come in later, was also called, but his
testimony was given in such a low
voice that those in the antero6m could
not hear what he had to say. Abbie’s
attorney tried his best to establish an
alibi for his client, but failed utterly.

In the end the jurymen went out and
consulted for a short time. Returning,
their foreman brought in a verdict of
murder, and recommended that l_:he
prisoner be bound over to the Superior
Court for trial. . .

Justine Davant, sobbing piteously,
grasped at Bert Abbie’s hands_as.the
apelike undersheriff conducted him into
the anteroom and put the handcuffs on
"again. - Abbie gave her a sickly smile,
and his eyes were glazed with fear.
The Ball Bar cowboys grinned at the
prisoner and awkwardly shuffled their
feet. Then Abbie clanked out, lock=d
to the undersheriff, and Justine was
weeping softly on Ben Camp’s shoul-

der. )
There were at the time few cases on
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the docket of the Superior Court, and
the hearing was set for a week from
that date. Abbie’s attorney accom-
panied Justine and Camp to the county
jail next morning, where they were
permitted to talk with the prisoner.

Abbie was a badly cowed man, and
so panicky that Ben Camp could not
repress his loathing for him. He at
least should take it like a man, the
naturalist thought, until the critical
moment when a jury had pronounced
him guilty. In Camp’s mind he was al-
ready found guilty as charged, and his
display of abject fear only served to
strengthen this belief.

Justine had decided not to go back
to Ball Bar in the interim, but to spend
the time at the home of a friend at
the county seat. So Ben Camp unwill-
ing to return to Faraway and be con-
stantly reminded of happier days with
Justine, made up his mind to go to
the city in which his museum was situ-
ated, to remain there until the hearing.

“ Oh, Ben, can’t you do something
for him—for me?” cried the tired-eyed
Justine as they parted at her friend’s
door. “ There must be something up
there in the mountains, some piece of
evidence, that will prove Bert’s inno-
cence.” '

Ben Camp’s blue eyes mirrored his
gloom. He shook his head. And then
he brightened suddenly.

“T'll have a talk with Professor
Raymond Emory up at the museum,”
he declared. “ He’s always been my
best friend, and he’s a wise old owl. A
paleontologist by profession, but some-
times I think he knows everything. Ray
would have made a wonderful detec-
tive if he hadn’t taken up science.”

ITH that he left her; and when,
next afternoon, he presented
himself at the museum, it was

to face a new disappointment. Pro-
fessor Raymond Emory was away on
his vacation, and would return on the
4th of August. Bert Abbie’s hearing
had been set_for the fifth. .
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The days that immediately followed
were tiresome ones for the naturalist.
Waking, he thought of Justine; sleep-
ing he dreamed of her. He would
do anything to help her, even to mak-
ing an effort to prove the presumably
guilty Bert Abbie innocent. He wrote
her a note of encouragement, and she
answered briefly. Time marched on
relentlessly. The 4th of August came,
and at five o’clock in the afternoon he
was at the station to meet his friend.

Professor Raymond Emory was old-
er than Ben, a slightly bald, studious-
looking little man, always dressed in
a suit of clothes too large for him and
a hat too small. The least of Professor
Emory’s worries was his attire. How
to gssemble the fossilized bones of a
mastodon meant far more to him than
personal appearance.

In Emory’s tome-lined study, with a
bottle of prewar whisky and smoking
materials between them on a Chinese
tabouret, Ben Camp related the strange
happenings in the mountains from first
to last. .

"~ Professor Emory listened with
closed eyes, not once interrupting: the
narrator. At the conclusion he poured
out a couple of drinks and nudged the
siphon bottle in Ben’s direction. .

He sipped his Scotch and soda dain-
tily, his gray eyes still studious, and
then leaned back and steepled his slim
white fingers.

Then he began to speak, and Ben
Camp sat up straight before he had
finished half a dozen sentences.

He talked for ten minutes, laying"

down his points as a checker player
places his pawns. There was no hesi-
tancy in any of his statements. His
reasoning was pure and simple; his
logic was amazing. It was ratiocina-
tion of the highest order.

“ So there you are, Benjamin, my
boy,” he said in conclusion. “I've re-
constructed a series of hypothetical
scenes for you, and you can judge for
yourself whether my theories are
sound. Of course, whether or not you
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port my reasoning, remains to be seen.
But now that you know what to look
for, you'll be justified in going back
into the mountains and making a sys-
tematic search. Thank you for bring-
ing this to my attention. It’s interest-
ing. Unique.”

“But the trial is to-morrow,” Ben
gloomily pointed out.

“ To-morrow will probably be taken
up with impaneling a jury,” Emory
told him. “ And maybe the next day
also. The chances are, Ben, that you
can have the defendant’s lawyer make
arrangements for you to be absent dur-
ing those two days. Get some letters
from prominent men here, to be shown
‘to the court, establishing the fact that
you are a responsible and important
personage. Good luck to you, my boy.
Have another drink before you go?”

T eight o’clock the following mom-
ing Ben Camp was in the office
of Bert Abbie’s counsel, who per-

suaded the judge of the Superior Court
not to demand Ben’s presence during
the preliminaries of the trial.

“ But be back here for the opening
of court day after to-morrow morn-
ing,” the attorney adjured him. “ Make
time, now; I'll stall all I can. Good
luck, Mrs Camp!”

Good luck! Good luck! Everybody
was wishing him good luck in saving
Bert Abbie for the girl he loved!

It was a bitter pill, but Ben Camp
meant to swallow it. Justine had been
so sure he would be fair to Abbie, that
he must live up to her faith in him.
'Yes, he loved her enough to save this
man for her, if he could, even though
it wrung his heart. He would be as
fine as she mistakenly imagined him to
be.

He hired an automobile and a driver,
and started out at once. They made good
time to the pass that connected the des-
ert with the coast slope. Once on the
desert, however, their progress was
slowed tremendously; and Ben Camp
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wriggled on the seat and tried to ca-
jole his companion into taking greater
risks with the ruts in the crunching
sand.

They reached the foothills about
three o'clock in the afternoon. Here,
at a ranch known as Dutch Woman,
which had been a station for travelers
for many years, Ben Camp left his
driver and the car to wait for his re-
turn, and, hiring a saddle horse from

_the rancher, he rode on up into the
mountains.

When he reached Ball Bar Ranch on
his streaming horse, he decided not to
stop. Night was very close, but by
now he was quite familiar with the
long trail to Faraway. So he rode on
into the gathering gloom and the deep,
black forests, reaching his cabin before
midnight.

The door had been unlocked by the
Ball Bar men who had removed the
body to Hazy Valley, the sheriff having
‘given them the key to the handcuffs
that had secured it. The windows, he
found, were still nailed in place. The
'rusty cannon ball still lay in the corner
where he had left it.

It seemed at first that nothing had
been disturbed. But when he started in
to lay a fire he was amazed to find that
his kindling and fuel had been moved
from the leit side of the stove, where
he was wont to pile it.

He found it in a neat heap behind
Mohammed’s throne, between the blue-
clay pedestal and the cabin wall. ,

He stood scratching his head and
staring at it. Then, bent on a thorough
investigation, he thrust a foot under the
pile and sent the pinecones and lengths
of stovewood crashing against the
wall. ‘

His lips formed an astonished O as
he bent down quickly. a lighted candle
in his hand. _

The blue-clay pedestal under the
stove was only a shell. A great cavity
showed inside it, which the pile of
fuel had completely hidden.

Something glowed dully in the can-
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dlelight. It lay on the flootr just in-
side the cavity in the pedestal.
Ben Camp stooped and picked it up.
It was a Spanish gold doubloon. The
date stamped on it, which was revealed
when he rubbed it with his shirtsleeve

was 1799!

CHAPTER XXII.
TRIAL, FOR MURDER.

HE prisoner was in the dock, his
attorney and the beetle-browed
undersheriff seated beside him.

Court proceedings had been in progress
some time, and Sheriff Pat Finney had
just left the witness stand. Now the
name Justine Davant was called by the
bailiff, and the trembling girl left her
seat, walked unseeingly through a little
gate which somebody politely opened
for her, and mounted to the witness
box, where she was sworn.

The jurymen stared at her with in-
terest and admiration, as did every-’
body else in the crowded court room.

Counsel for the defense rose to his
feet and stepped before her, smiling
encouragement. He began question-
ing her in a moderate tone, adroitly
bringing out low answers designed to
convince the jurymen that the prisoner
before the bar could not possibly be
guilty of the crime with which he was
charged.

Then the district attorney took her
in hand, and the situation was immedi-
ately reversed. Her simple answers to
his seemingly simple questions made
everything look black for Lambert Ab-
bie. She realized it as each truthful
answer came from her lips. Abbie’s
lawyer waived further questioning of
the witness at that sitting, and to her
unbounded relief she was excused.

Justine Davant leaned back in her
seat outside the rail and closed her
eyes. Where was Ben Camp? His
name would soon be called, but she was
sure he wasn’t ift the court room. Bert
Abbie’s attorney had to her that Ben
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For this is what fairly leaped at me
when I held the plate up to the light
of my red lamp. I made a print of it
in the mountains as soon as the sun
was bright enough this morning. That
caused my delay, and I have been
traveling like mad ever since.”

E had reached into an inside
breast pocket of his coat while
uttering these last sentences.

Now he produced a package and un-
wrapped it slowly, while scarcely a
breath could be heard in the court
room. He handed an unmounted
photograph to Abbie’s lawyer, who
rose and stepped forward.

Amid a vast silence the attorney
stared at it. Then slowly a smile of
triumph overspread his features.

He lifted his eyes to the bench. “ We
request, your honor, that this photo-
graph be placed on file in the evidence.”

When the request had been granted,
the attorney stepped briskly before the
jurymen and handed the photograph to
the foreman.
~ “ I make the demand,” he said crisp-
ly, “ that, when the gentlemen of the
jury have all examined this piece of
evidence, they retire for consultation,
and return as quickly as possible with
a verdict of not guilty. Your honor,
we rest our case.”

The eyes of the foreman of the jury
were popping. Other jurymen were
leaning over him, staring at the print.
Then another hitched himself toward
the group, and as he took in the sig-
nificance of what he saw, lost control
of himself.

“ Why, that's a pitcher of Carey
Backus!” he cried, before the gavel had
a chance to rap for order. * Carey
Backus, and he’s got a six-gun in his
hand pointin’ at—good God, he’s shoot-
in® at Uncle Foster Ballard! And Fos-
ter Ballard’s done dead!”’

Then the gavel fell smartly, and
% Order in the court room!”’ the bailiff
bawled.

Justine Davant swayed in her seat,
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and everything went black before her
eyes.

CHAPTER XXIII.
UNRAVELING MYSTERIES.

HE four witnesses from Ball Bar
Ranch, Lambert Abbie, who was
-a free man again, and Benjamin
Camp, alighted from the automobile
stage at Earlybird. In a short time the
cow-punchers were in their saddles, and
Justine and Ben were once more en-
throned on the jumpy seat of the buck-
board. They clattered out of town
and onto the broad bosom of the
desert, headed for the distant moun-
tains and Ball Bar Ranch.

The shaggy bays galloped furiously
in an effort to pass the saddlers, and
Justine was kept busy holding them in.
But she liked it, and there was a glow
of triumph in her cheeks.

“ You must explain everything to me
now, Ben,” she said finally, when the
mustangs had settled down to a steady
jog. “I'm completely up in the air.”

“ We have my old friend, Professor
Raymond Emory, to thank for the vic-
tory,” Ben Camp told her. “ You see,
I had believed for some time that the
bones found in that cave near Bodkin’s
Basin were not your uncle’s, but I
didn’t want to raise false hopes, so I
held my tongue. Uncle Foster is a
rather slight, wizened little man: and
when I took careful note of those bones
I was positive they couldn’t be his. So,
while Gerald Coons was away telling
you and the others what had been dis-
covered, I lopped off a branch of chap-
arral to the exact length of one of the
tibias. Measuring the branch, later, I
wrote to Ray about it, informing him
that your uncle’s height was about five
feet three. He said that unless vour
uncle was shockingly deformed, that
tibia could not possibly be a part of
his skeleton. The man who had owned
that tibia, he wrote, must have been
over six feet in stature.
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in some Oriental music, which lent an eerie
atmosphere, suitable for the occasion. 1 felt
myself floating into the “new world"” and
marveled at the different sights, the queer peo-
ple, their fantastic abodes, and the manner in
which they flitted by as they saw me approach.
And those enormous insects with their hungry

looks made me shiver and made me wish.

that I had never strayed so far. My fears
were soon quieted, for I recognized Professor
Vanderstuyft and his party, of whom I had
read so much lately. The professor was ex-
plaining many of the weird surroundings whan
suddenly everything was obliterated. The
music had stopped, and I read, “ To be contin-
ued next week.” What an exhilarating ex-

perience!

Give me more yarns like that, and 1 am .

yours forever. IrviNG HALPERN,

ANY of Arcosy’s firmest friends
are the magazine agents and news-
dealers. Here is one from far-off Sas-

katchewan:
Sintcheta, Saskatchewan.

I have long been an interested reader of
gour stories,. We are agents for magazines
and you should see how those magazines sell.

My favorite author is Seltzer; get another
story by him soon. I also like Maclsaac and
Gillian Haczeltine stories, :

There are many outstanding points about
this magazine; first, you have a great variety
of authors, Also your stories are of different
types. I like variety.

est luck to Arcosy!
H. B. Carson.

ASIDE from a very few complaints

the historical stories we have pub-
lished during the past few months seem
to have met an enthusiastic reception.

Elmhurst, L. I.

I first started to read the Arcosy when I
had to spell word for word, only it was under
a different name. I can truthfully say I have
never missed an edition since I was able to
earn my weekly dime.

Having read the “ Readers’ Column” regu-
larly and hearing the different criticisms, I
wish to state that the only way to improve
the Arcosy is to make it larger and, if neces-
sary, to charge more for it. I know that re-
gardless of the price you will still have the
same following, 1f not more. .

In the last month or so I don’t think I have
ever read more interesting stories than “ War
Lord of Many Swordsmen,” * He Rules Who
Can,” and “ The Sword of Vengeance.”

The public in general are getting tired of
the same every-day sort of story and welcome
these ancient brands of real men and histori-
cally beautiful women tales, . -

Viking history and ancient Hun raids of old
Greek and Roman history are very satisfying
to the Arcosy fans, as in my home alone there
are cleven of them, which I think is pronf
enough for any one. .
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Long life and prosperity to Arcosy and the
office force that it takes to make it the best
on the stand! RicrARD Top MURPHY,

FREQUENTLY we hear of Arcosy

fans who “found” the magazine
during the World War. It is nice to
know that it was able to bring cheer
in those trying days to hospitals such
as Mr. Platt tells of :

Memphis, Tenn.

I have been a reader of Arcosy for four
years, having first “ found ” it when I was in
base hospital at Fort Sam Houston, Texas.
I was there on account of a crack up in a
plane. I was in the Twelfth Observation
Squad, United States Aviation Service, and
stayed there for about four months. I en-
joyed it so much then that I haven't missed
a copy since.

I have absolutely no fault to find with
Arcosy, unless that it might come out about
three times a week, but of course that is im-
possible, but anyway, keep up the good work.

F. A, Prarr.

WE have a letter for Mrs, Elizabeth

Taylor, of California, which we
shall be glad to forward if she will sup-
ply us with her complete address.

YOUR CHOICE COUPON

Editor, ARcOsY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,
280 Broadway, N. Y. C,, N. Y.
The stories I like best in this

issue of the magazine are as fol-
lows:
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