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THE CLOWN S MATE.

BY GERALD

Some Circus Happenings that Were Not on the Bill,

COE.

and a Fun-Maker

Who Didn’t Believe in Reserving All His Comedy for the
Sawdust Ring.

OMPLETE

CHAPTER I
GETTING EVEN.

“r'r* HE Lord loveth a.cheerful liver,”

A said Cust, the clown.

“ Mv liver's all right.” replied Mine.
Pompon, the bareback-rider and profes-
sional markswoman. 1 It's my red hair
that's botherin’, me just now.”

“'Don’t let a little thing like that make
any difference to you.” Cust advised.

“ It ain't a little thing. Them puff's
are all that ain’t real, an’ even they are
real expensive,” she assured him hotly.
“ No, my red hair's botherin' me by get-
tin’ me mad at Professor Marx. Vou'd
think he was the whole act, an’ all lie's
got to do is to throw up the black balls
while | shoot 'em in the air.”

“ But Marx always was a matinee
idler,” said Cust. “ The ladies fall for
his long Lord Fauntleroy hair an' his
Salome shape. He’'s a splendid figure on
horseback.”

“1'd like his figure better if | saw it
stretched out in a coffin.” replied the
markswoman.

“ Now, don’'t go to gettin’ melodra-
matic,” Cust retorted quickly. “ Don’t
do the old stunt what's been overworked
in story-books; don’'t do—"

“ What's that?” she, queried.

“ Whv, don't you know?” smiled
Cust. “ The lady blank-shooter gets mad
at the villain, an’ in the chasin’-the-han-
dits act she loads her gun with real bul-
lets instead of the reg’lar blanks. Then,
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when the man she hates—the villain
what's betrayed her—is caught an’ hung,
an’ while he's strugglin’ at the rope that's
attached to a hook at the back of his neck,
hid under his coat, she riddles his body
with the real bullets instead of the make-
believe ones. You know the act.”

“ I'd just as lief do it as not with this
here Professor Marx. He's the limit!”

“ If he's the limit,” Cust replied, “ then
it can't be more’n a ten-cent limit.”

“ The way lie blows around an" flirts
with the country girls, an’ ogles the mar-
ried ladies, is somethin’ fierce,” went on
Mine. Pompon. “ Why, | seen him last
night with a country girl on each arm,
an’ actin’ somethin’ scandalous. It ain't
no joke to be hooked up in a act with a
feller like him. Just 'cause 1 won't have
nothin' to do with him outside the ring,
lie's mad at me. an' the way he throws
up them balls is somethin’ fierce. No
wonder | can't always hit 'em. He just
gives 'em a little toss about six feet high,
right above his head, instead of throwin’
‘'em out somewhere where | can get a shot
at 'em.”

“ 1 had a dog once." Cust began slow-
ly. “ That dog had a certain trick to do
in the act. | was to hold out a pork-chop-
an’ the dog was to walk under it, look up,
sniff at it, then turn up his nose an’ go on
without noticin’ it. He did it all right
when he was a pup, but after a while he
got old an’ ugly. Then he'd snap at the
meat an’ bolt it whole. But | cured him
of it”
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“You did? How?” asked the bare-
back-rider, with interest.

“ 1 cut a chunk out of the middle of
the pork-chop one day an’ filled it in with
cayenne pepper. He bolted the meat as
usual, but he didn't never do it again.”

“ 1 should think not!” laughed Mine.
Pompon.

“ A similar treatment might serve for
other dogs that -don’'t do their tricks
right—"

“ You mean Professor Marx?”

“ I've heard him called that.”

“ Oh, do tell me something, Gust! Tell
me how | can cure him,” cried the marks-
woman, moving closer to the clown and
watching his droll face as it twitched
with an idea.

It was just after the
formance. They were sitting in the
dressing-room, on a big trunk, chatting
while the stake-drivers and roustabouts
put things in order after the show.

Cust thought for a few moments, then
he pulled Mme. Pompon’s ear close to his
mouth and whispered a sentence.

“ Great!” cried the sure - shot lady.
“ Great! How'd vou ever think of it,
Cust?”

“1 earn my livin' thinkin' up them
things,” replied the clown, with a smirk.
“You know, | ain't one of them mourn-
ful clowns you hear about. I'm the real
thing in clowns. The saddest part of my
life is the fact that | see nothin’ but the
funny side. They say them newspaper
humorists are the saddest men there are :
but you'll always notice that them real
humorists, like Mark Twain an’ Anthony
Comstock, have a good 'time out of life.
There’s nothin’ sad about them.”

“ 1 guess you're right, Cust. But the
idea! That was a great idea. Marx will
be so mad he’ll probably leave the com-
pany—"

“ Or shoot their famous markswoman,
Pompon,” suggested Cust.

“ Let him try to get the drop on me!”
she cried.

“ You keep talkin' like one of these
here story-book performers, Pomp. Cut
out the melodrama. Life's a lark. There
ain't no villains in real life. There's a lot
of sullen people with no sense of humor
that could pass for villains. Professor
Marx is just obstinate, like that dog of
mine | was tellin’ you about. There’s

afternoon per-

.your two-by-four.

always a cure at hand— Nature furnished
a cure for everything.”

“You're right!” laughed the other.
“ Oh, wait till to-night. If | don’t fix
him. He’ll be starin’ around the audience
—lookin’ for my applause—an’ then, all
of a sudden, when he's tossin’ up them
black balls six feet above his head, so he
can catch 'em when | miss 'em—all of a
sudden—  Say, Cust, that's a great idea!
I wish | had your head.”

“ Want my face, too?
it,” smiled the clown’,

“ Well, no; I'll take the goods without
the wrapper.”

“ Speakin’' of faces, I'll bet you ain't
really got anythin’ on me, except a lot
more paint an’ powder. | heard on
Broadway last season that it's a wise
woman who knows her own face.”

“ Cut the comedy, Cust,” she told him.
“ Let's get down to business. Will you
help me work out that idea of yours to
get even with Professor Marx and cure
him of his bad tricks?”

“You bet I will. Leave it all to me.
Run along to the mess-tent now an’ feed
As for me, I'll inter-

It goes with

view the cook.”

“ Good! If you can't get 'em there,
you'll probably be able to get 'em at the
grocery-store. I'll pay for 'em.”

“ Don’'t you worry— I'll fix things all
right!” And Cust swung off the trunk.

“ Why people want' to take this life
so serious is more than | can understand,”
he mused as he walked to the “ cookee’s”
tent. “ Now, Pomp might shoot that fel-
ler, like they do in press-agent stories.
There's no tellin’ what she would do if
she got mad enough. The way to get
along in this life an’ cure people of the
mulligrubs is to play a joke on 'em. I'll
fix that Professor Marx so he'll throw the
balls up right. See if | don’t.”

He negotiated with the “ cookee.” and
slipped half a dollar in his hand for si-
lence. Then he borrowed the shoe-black-
ing. and«chose a place where he could
work without anybody seeing him. It
took him half an hour to do the job right.

Then he sauntered into the dressing-
room, which was vacant then, everybody
being at supper. He fooled with the bas-
kets of black balls used in Mme. Pom-
pon’s act for some minutes; then smiled,
and went in to his supper.
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“ Did you fix 'em?” asked Pompon’s
eyes as he passed her.

“ Bet your life,” replied Cust, with an

emphatic nod of his head.
# Oust smiled to himself all through din-
ner, anticipating what was to come. He
was happy only when he had some prac-
tical joke on foot, and probably that was
the reason why Cust was always happy.
After dinner he went over to Pompon.

“ Say,” he began, “ to make it all the
funnier, an’ show up that Professor Marx
to himself, suppose you go over now an’
tell him again that you want him to throw
the balls out farther so you can hit 'em,
an’' not straight above his head so he can
catch 'em an’ get applause if you miss? ”

“ I've told him that often enough, but
he won't listen.”

“ That's just the point. Tell him
again, an’ then you'll hgve the goods on
him when things happen in the show. He
can't kick if you've warned him. You
know when he throws up them balls,
four of ’em in quick succession as a
starter— tell him not to throw 'em so fast,
an’ to throw ’'em farther away, so you
can get a better shot. That'll make him
throw ’'em faster an’ straight above his
head. See if it don't.”

“ 1 know it will. He’'s so obstinate,”
replied Pompon, struck with the idea.

Cust, meanwhile, curveted around and
got into as much trouble as possible. He
was as great a clown out of the ring as
in it. His was a rubber-ball nature. He
was always bouncing about and getting
into all the trouble there was to be found.

If he abhorred anything in life, it was
the mournful clown. He claimed that a
clown was made that way by Nature, and
he couldn’t make a success if his life were
not a continual rehearsal. For doing the
unexpected, Cust was almost as great a
success as Roosevelt.

“ The show is beginning to begin,”
smiled Cust, suddenly noting the activity
in the dressing-tent. He had his make-up
on, and fell in line when the triumphal
procession formed to enter the ring.

He did his stunts carefully as he
marched around, and people remarked
that he was performing particularly well
that night—which boded ill for some-
body, and a good laugh for the rest.

Mme. Pompon’s act was one of the
first.

Cust was making a circuit of the saw-
dust t-rack, bowing to the ladies, making
faces at the babies, when in rode Pro-
fessor Marx, with- two guns balanced on
his thigh and the basket of black balls
over his left arm.

The audience clapped. He pulled in
his horse, amid the craning of the stage-
struck country girls, and announced: .

“ Mme. Pompon will now entertain you
with her clever shooting act. The only
woman in the world who can shoot four
balls in succession while galloping bare-
back on a horse. | thank you, ladies and
gentlemen. 1 thank you.”

He threw on his hat over the black,
lustrous curls, and cantered to the center
of the ring, while Pompon entered, poised
on one leg on the bare back of her horse.

When she rode past the professor, she
reached out and took the gun he handed
her, and then galloped around the track
while he prepared to throw up the four
black balls in succession. He hesitated
for a moment as he picked up the balls,
two in each hand, and started to look at
them curiously.

At that moment the manager’'s whistle
blew for the act to start. Marx had no
more time for inspection of the balls. He
threw them straight above his head, in
rapid succession, in the slovenly manner
that so aggravated Mme. Pompon. But
she was on her mettle. Four shots were
pumped from her gun with lightning
speed.

The four black balls burst in the air
almost at the same time.

Then it was suddenly discovered that
four yellow masses dropped from the
balls, which were supposed to be hollow.
They dropped down and plastered them-
selves all over the handsome Professor
Marx’s head, face, and coat; for he had
taken off his hat to acknowledge the ap-
plause for Mme. Pompon.

He was one smear of yellow, and yel-
low stuff flowed from him. He sat in
astonishment, dripping the sticky mass.

Cust was doubled up outside the ring.
He jumped to his feet and shouted:

“ Eggs! Eggs! Four duck eggs with
one rifle-ball.”

Then he burst into another roar of
merriment.

“ Gentlemen and ladies, behold the hu-
man omelet'”
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Professor Marx, realizing that he was
the goat, slashed his horse viciously and
galloped from the tent, the whites and
yolks of four large duck eggs streaming
behind him.

CHAPTER II.
RUBBING IT IN.

“ Wasn't it great!” cried Oust, as he
met Pompon in the dressing-room after
her act.

“ Yes,” giggled the markswoman. “ I
thought for a minute he was going to
find out that you had put the duck eggs
coated with shoe-blacking in his basket in
place of the glass balls; but the mana-
ger’s whistle came just in time.”

“ There'll be something to pay around
here in a few minutes,” said Cust, look-
ing around at those not performing, who
stood in groups, laughing over the joke.

It had been a success with the company
— Professor Marx was not popular with
them, and they were glad to see him
chagrined before the crowd. But the
manager was furious. It had spoiled the
act. Nothing is so necessary in a circus
as discipline.

As soon as he could break away from
the ring he dashed into the dressing -
room and blustered up to the group which
Cust and Pompon had joined.

“Who did it? Who did it?”
manded.

“ A black duck laid the nigger eggs
in the basket by mistake,” answered Cust,
in his most facetious manner, for he had
been keyed up to a wonderful pitch over
the affair.

The manager’s eyes rested on Cust. A
light of conviction came into them.

“ Who did it? | bet it was you—you
little fool! Who did it?”

“ 1 did it with my little blacking-brush,
sir; | cannot tell a lie,” answered Cust,
stepping forward and striking an atti-
tude, while the rest looked at him with
the awe due a brave man.

“ You—" fumed the manager. Then
he got his breath and began once more
on a new tack of well-chosen epithets
that made him the admiration of all the
circus people. *“ You—if | don’t wring
your neck for you, I'm a liar. You—"

Some said that the clown’s name had

he de-

originated from the frequency with which
he was “ cussed ” by the various mana-
gers. Cust claimed it was the logical ab-
breviation for “ Custard,” or *“ Cust-
hard,” as he pronounced it. There's no
telling what would have happened if the
time had not arrived when the clown was
scheduled to go on and drive the circus
trick-mule, Maud.

The manager ordered him into the ring.
He went, and did his funniest. Cust could
never be kept down.

It struck him as funny that the manager
was mad. The joke was a good one, the
audience had recognized it; it had doubt-
less cured Professor Marx, and Cust con-
sidered that he had done a rather good
thing.

The professor had fled the tent. He
knew the hilarity with which he would
be received by the performers, and the
idea of facing it did not appeal to him at
all.

He hurried out and found a pump,
where he washed his splendid clothes and
shampooed his resplendent hair with the
eggs that Cust had thrust upon him. He
was due in the ring to drive one of the
chariots as a Roman charioteer in the
races toward the end.

Cust knew that the professor could not
afford to lose his job, so he hung around
in the tent, watching for the advent of
the fallen hero and keeping himself out
of the manager’'s way.

Before long, Professor Marx sneaked
in through the tent-flap, and tried to’slip
past the actors waiting for their turns.

But Cust was not standing among them
for nothing. He spied the professor, and
cried out:

“ Hallo, Marx! They say a bird’s egg
in the hand is worth two in the bush.”

“ The bush ” was a pet name of Cust's
for Marx’s heavy head of hair. He had
saved up the joke and timed it careful-
ly. The group of performers chorused
a laugh at Marx’s expense. The fellow
stopped for a second and glared at Cust.
Cust mimicked the expression and glared
back, sending the performers into another
gale of laughter.

That spurred on Cust.

“ Cookee says we have scrambled eggs
for breakfast,” the clown cried out.

Professor Marx’s face went black, his
eyebrows shot down over flashing eyes.
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It was well known in the company that
he had a temper.

He took a step toward Cust.

The clown had often noted the funny
way in which the professor walked. Now
he cried out:

“ Don't he act as though he was walk-
in’ on eggs?”

This was too much for the professor.
A matinee idol cannot stand ridicule and
persistent plaguing. He swooped his big
bulk low and grabbed up a heavy tent-
stake.

“ Say another word, and I'll brain you,
you—you rat!” he hissed, fixing his
snapping eyes on little Cust and striding
closer.

“ Try it once, you—you duck!”

Cust imitated the other's intonation,
and glanced around him quickly. The
company had fallen back, and were ta-
king in the scene with the breathless in-
terest of an aucMence watching a daring
loop-the-loop in an automobile. Profes-
sor Marx paused for just one second.

Then he flung his huge frame toward
Cust, holding the stick ready for a crash-
ing blow.

Mme. Pompon screamed.

But Cust was quick and agile—a born
acrobat.

He reached out quickly and landed a
resounding slap on the professor’'s hand-
some face.

Marx aimed a blow at Cust’s head with
the murderous bludgeon, and threw all
of his w-eight and strength into the ef-
fort.

Cust did a quick side turn and duck.
The professor had overreached himself
and he shot through the space where
Cust had been, the power of the attempt-
ed blow unbalancing him.

Splash!

Professor Marx, in all his splendor,
plunged head first into the four-foot tank
used by the high diver, to which Cust had
lured him— his ingenious little brain thus
plotting the fall of the hero.

Flopndering about like a bull in a
bath, and bellowing like a sea-lion, the
professor came to the surface, blew the
water from his mouth, and glared around
for Cust.

The little clown was standing close to
the tank, making a face at his victim.

Marx made one grab, secured the club

he had lost, and bounded over the edge
of the tank, shaking the water from him
like a spaniel.

But at that moment the manager's
whistle blew, and Cust climbed hurried-
ly into the little auto he worked by foot-
powder, to the delight of the audience, and
hurried out into the ring, Professor Marx
pursuing him as far as the door, the gleam
of a madman in his eyes.

But the manager stopped him there,
and Marx had enough reason left to know
that he could not afford to lose his job.

When Cust came out of the ring, after
his uproarious act, he looked around cau-
tiously to see how the land lay. Mme.
Pompon was just going on, but stopped
for a moment to whisper to Cust that
Professor Marx was behind the elephants,
changing his wiet'dothes for the chariot-
race.

Cust thought of a dozen ways to fur-
ther annoy him, but he had no time to
execute them, for the manager’'s shrill-
whistle blew for the advent of the race.

Professor Marx plunged out from be-
hind the elephants, where he had been
dressing. He was arrayed in all the
splendor of a Roman charioteer. He saw
Cust, but had no time to seek revenge at
that moment.

His eyes flashed, and he shook his fist
in the direction of the clown as he mount-
ed the chariot.

Cust stayed near the door during the
race, and heard the jeers of the audience
as Professor Marx swung around the
ring. The clown smiled in appreciation
of the crowd’s memory, for he knew from
their shouts that they recognized the man
who had been splashed with eggs and
were jollying him from the benches.

Some mishap occurred, and Marx lost
the fixed chariot-race that lie was sched-
uled to win every night. He had sud-
denly fallen from his throne as matinée
idol, and he blamed it all on Cust. When
he drove out of the ring and the show
was over, he jumped from his chariot and
made a mad rush at the little clown. Cust
made a quick side-step, and hid himself
behind the manager.

The latter caught Marx by one arm,
and threw him backward. There was
pandemonium for a few moments; then
the manager burst out in the loud voice
with which he addressed his audiences:
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“We've had enough of this fighting
and playing tricks around here. The
next man that fights loses his job. |
mean it. We'ye got to have discipline.
Cust, come here!”

The little circus troupe gathered around
the manager and shivered, as the little
clown slipped out from behind the mana-
ger and queried:

“ Will you have your eggs poached or
fried?”

There was a flash in the manager’s eye
that boded ill for the irrepressible little
clown, but Cust did not notice it.

CPIAPTER III.
THE PAY FOR THE FUX.

“ Cust!” cried the manager, and all
the company looked on in awe, for their
chief was a great disciplinarian, and they
knew that something was coming to the
clown. “ Your contract calls for twenty-
five a week, grub, and a place to sleep.
It's a good contract for you. You're an
old hand in the business, and there're

lots better'n you that are getting less
money—"

“ Are there? ” grinned Cust.

“ Yes, you bet there are. This is a bad

season, and | could sign up a dozen at
less money in a minute. But you've been
mnith me a good while an’ your work is all
right, only you start too much trouble in
the company. It's getting along in the
season now, and if | was to tear up your
contract on the grounds of insubordina-
tion—"

The manager let the last word roll out
slowly and smoothly; he loved the sound
of big words, as every true circus mana-
ger does.

U1 say,” he repeated for effect. “if I
were to discharge you on the grounds of
insubordination—"

“ Whatever that is,” remarked Cust,
and the rest of the troupe tried to hide
their smiles as Cust poked fun at the
manager’'s weakness before his very eyes.

“ Get a dictionary and look it up!”
cried his employer. “ 1 was only going
to say that you couldn’t get a job at this
time of year if you lose this one. | give
you your choice; will you make out a new
contract with me at fifteen dollars a week
for the rest of the season or go now? ”

The proposition was rather abrupt, and
poor Cust scratched his head for a mo-
ment before making reply. Even the
seriousness of the offer could not affect
his clownish nature.

“ Would | rather have a cold potato
in the wood-shed.” he murmured slowly,
“or lick the steam off a restaurant-win-
dow? ”

Pie paused for effect. Some of the
company grinned behind their hands.

“1I'll take the cold potato,” he decided
abruptly.

“All
then.”

The manager turned to his cowering
company.

“1 want you all to take warning by
this,” he said by way of peroration. “ A
circus ain't no place for foolishness.
I've told you often enough that a circus
company should be like an army of well-
trained soldiers. | am the general; you
are my men. There must be absolute
discipline, or the whole show will go to
smash.”

“ Ain’t it grand?” Cust smirked to
Mine. Pompon, who stood beside him, an
anxious look in her eye as she heard Cust
sentenced for helping her with the obnox-
ious Professor Marx.

“ Sh-h-h'! Pie'll hear you! ” cautioned
Pompon,

“ He can’'t do much but cut me down
to ten a week an’ grub.” answered Cust.

The manager continued with his ora-
tion until the company was thoroughly
frightened and weary. Then he turned
on Professor Marx quickly.

“ Marx !” he cried.

“ What is it, sir?” asked the matinés
idol, who was a different proposition
from Cust, and was willing to grovel in
the dust at the manager’s feet so long as
he held down his job.

“ Marx, | want you to remember, too,
that there’'s order to be kept in this com-
pany. If | find you fighting with Cust,
out you go. You're good enough to swell
around and make a hit with the ladies,
an’' that's what | keep you for; but your
act is poor, and | wouldn’t have to look
from here to Jericho to find a man that
could fill your place. Remember.”

“No! Any old duck could fill his
place,” remarked Cust. just loud enough
so Marx could hear.

right, I'll keep you at fifteen,
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The professor turned quickly and
glared at the 'clown. The veins in his
neck swelled, but that was all; he man-
aged to control himself for the sake of
his job.

The manager stopped abruptly and al-
lowed his company to change to their
street-clothes.

They were playing in a big city, and
each had hunted a place to sleep for him-
self, as the bunk-tent had not been put
up, and the principals seldom slept in
that, anyway.

As Cust climbed into his every-day at-
tire he saw lime. Pompon just leaving.

Hurriedly lacing up his shoes, the
clown ran out and caught up with her.
She had been strolling on slowly, waiting
for him, as he usually walked to her
hotel with her.

“ Cust,” she said, “ I'm mighty sorry 1
got you into all that trouble.”

“ Got me into trouble? Say, Pompon,
| don’t have to be got into trouble; I'm
always right there.” smiled the clown.

“ But, Cust, you're not so young as you
might be. Your job's all you got, and
an old clown ain't got much chance
against the young ones what come in with
clever, up-to-date tricks.”

“ “There's no fool like an old fool, ”
quoted Cust. “ Clown means just about
the same as fool, don't it? ”

“ Oh, Cust, you're the limit! Will
you ever get sensible? ” cried Mme. Pom-
pon.

“ Not as long as there's goats like Pro-
fessor Marx what need their whiskers
trimmed,” replied the clown, with' a sly
twinkle. “ Wonder how he liked that
settin’ of eggs in his hair?”

“ You know very well how he liked it,
Cust. That's what | wanted to talk to
you about. You know, Professor Marx
has an ugly temper. He’'s obstinate, and
the.kind that holds hard to a grudge. It
ain’t the first time you've showed him up
before the whole bunch.”

“ An’ it won't be the last,” smiled Cust.

“ But listen to reason. He's got a
little Spanish blood in him, an’ he'll lay
for you.”

“ Duck eggs?” asked the clown.

“ What do you mean?”

“ Why, you said he was goin’ to lay
for me, an’ 1 wondered if he would turn
his talents to eggs of the duck variety?”

“ Cust. vou're the limit!” cried Mme.
Pompon.

“You said the same about Professor
Marx,” the little fellow reminded her.

“ Yes,” replied the bareback rider,
“ he’s the limit at one end, and you're
the limit at the other. But, Cust, | wish
vou'd be serious for a minute. If any-
thing should happen, | would feel re-
sponsible. I'm afraid he'll get even with
you. He might sneak up behind you and
slip a long, sharp knife between your
shoulder-blades. Those fellows with a
little Spanish blood can do it to the
queen’s taste.”

“ Not bein’ a queen,” rejoined Cust,
“ 1 suppose it wouldn't suit my taste.
But here, Pompon, | wish you'd be seri-
ous yourself for a minute. You go on
talkin’ this Black-Hand language all the
time, an’ tellin’ about deep an’ dark con-

spiracies. There ain't none in this life
at all.”

“ There sure is,” Pompon declared.
“ Why, | was with a troupe four years

ago when the ltat’ with the show got
jealous of one of the trapeze performers
who'd been making up to Pella Mella,
the woman who did the loop the loop on
the motor-cycle, and what did this here
jealous ‘tat’ go an’ do but—"

“ Cut the trapeze-man’'s rope to his
swing so the poor feller fell off an’ broke
his trepanned skull into seventy-three sep-
arate an’ individual pieces.”

“ 1 know, but that really did happen,
Cust,” replied the bareback sure-shot.

“ Did you count the pieces? ”

“ Don't be foolish. | tell you the
1tat ' done it,” cried mademoiselle.

“ That's 'cause he was a ltat,” re-
plied Cust. “ I ain't never had no use
for them fellers. They seem ter get some
poison in their systems with the ink when
they're tattooed. It makes 'em act curi-
ous. A feller ought to act curious what's
carryin’ a ship on his chest, like ‘ My
Bigga Brudder Sylvest,” an anchor on his
right arm, a beautiful lady with green
hair on the other arm, an’ a great big
sea-serpent coiled careless over his back.
To say nothin’ of them sailor-knots and
Psyche-knots what's done all up an’ down
his legs.”

“ You're gettin’ away from the thread
of discourse, as they call it, Cust,” re-
proved Mme. Pompon. “ | was just tell-
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in" you that people do get even in this
here circus life, an’ you better watch out
pretty sharp for Professor Marx.”

At that moment a big. black form
passed them in the darkness and hurried
on without recognition into a cheap little
rooming-house.

“ There's Marx now!” cried the sure-
shot lady when the big form had passed.
“ 1 tell you, you've got to be careful of
him. He's got that snake-in-the-grass
disposition of a tarantula.”

“ He's a sneaky snake, you mean. |
suppose,” Cust remarked.

“ Well, there ain’t much use talkin’ to
you, Cust; | can plainly see that. You'll
have to take your medicine. Why, once,
ten years ago, when | was doin’ the mer-
maid in a two-foot tank with a dime-
museum company the rubber-skin man
got mad at the ossified feller; there was
a little jealousy because they was both in
the skin business.

“ But, anyway, this here rubber-plant
gent got mad, an’ one day he substituted
a real, sharp needle for the fake one that
slid into the handle what the ossified
man used to stab in his chest. Well,
when he come to stab the real one in. it
went clean into his lungs, an’ the ossified
man died then an’ there.”

“ Oh, yes,” said Cust wearily. “ an’ the
other day | heard of one of these here
sword - swallowers what had an enemy.
This was in a story, mind you : an' this
here jealous rival puts in a real sword
for him to swallow, instead of the fake
one what folds up like an aluminum
drinkin’-cup—"

““What happened?” cried Pompon,
who had a decidedly tragic nature.

“ Oh, nothin’” much, only the sword-
swallower discovered the mistake just in
time, and went an’ found the feller what
did the dirty work and cut his throat
from ear to ear, like you slice a pineap-
ple, usin’ the real sword to do the deed.”

“ Oh, Cust, was that really true?”
cried Pompon, as they paused in front
of her hotel to continue their conversa-
tion.

“ Sure it wasn't. It was only one of
them fairy tales like what you read. |
wish | could get hold of the feller what
wrote it. 1'd tell him somethin’ about
circus an’ side-show life. They make me
sick, them fellers that write up shows an’

stories about this here life: I'll bet there
ain't a one of 'em what's ever seen the
real thing. He ain't even watched the
beautiful slack-wire performer, only six-
teen, in long skirts and curl-papers, after
the show, pourin’ coffee for her husband,
the strong man, an’ her whole complete
family of fourteen children, what do the

act as the famous Imperial Japanese
Troupe of Acrobats.”
“ Well, there’s a good deal in what

you say,” replied Mate. Pompon with a
grin.  “ But | want to warn you. look
sharp when Professor Marx is around,
especially if he's behind your back.”

“ Oh, forget it, Pompy! There ain’t
no tragedy in life. It's all a circus, an’
only the ltat's’ an’ the snake-charmers
an' other side-show performers know
what jealousy an’ gettin’ even is, an’
that's because they're underworked an’
overfed, even to the fat lady.”

CHAPTER IV.
CUST BECOMES A, HERO.

Mme. Pompox gave up trying to warn
care-free Cust. She took her worries to
her room and left Cust in the street.

The little clown was tired. He went
directly home, and smiled over the jokes
he had played on Professor Marx until
sleep came, and he dreamed of funny
pranks all night.

His business was that of being a clown,
and he was a good business man.

A strange combination was Cust. No-
body knew how old he really was. but he
himself told of forty seasons he had
played. There was no circus manager
on earth that did not know him; but
still Cust was a mediocre worker; it was
only because he had no balance.

His pendulum swung too far to the
foolish side, and he was always in charac-
ter, on or off the sawdust.

Had it not been for this. Cust would
have been a head-liner. His one great
fault in life was that he never knew when
to stop, and he called it a virtue.

The next morning Cust got up late,
went to his window and dropped a bag
of peanuts on the head of a passer-by.
laughed to himself for five minutes, then
dressed, and went down to the tent.

He and Pompon had another serious
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talk that morning. It seems that Pro-
fessor Marx had been heard to swear
vengeance on the clown; and Mine. Pom-
pon, being his friend, got down to the
bottom of things and tried to reform
Cust for the thousandth time.

Hé was a likable little fellow, and no-
body ever became interested in him with-
out immediately beginning to reform
him; or trying to, which was a far differ-
ent thing.

“ Cust,” said the bareback rider, with
all, the seriousness she could command,
“ why don’'t you be a real man? People
like you as they like the pet pony with
the show. They don’t understand you.
You never did a heroic thing in your life.
You never showed the stuff that | know
there is in you.”

“If 1 weren't so old an’ you weren't
such a chronic old maid, 1'd think you
wanted to marry me, Pompy,” smiled
Cust.

“ No. It's only friendly interest, you
know that, Cust. | talk plain.”

N An’ look plain, I might add.”

“ My looks ain't here nor there,” she
cried. “ 1 ain't a born fool like you, any-
way.”

“ What do you want me to do, Pom-
py? Be a hero? Do somethin’ brave,
like when Billie the Twister climbed the
center-pole an’ rescued Mine. Butterfly
when she was doin’ the fire-dance in the
air an’ her drapery caught?”

“ That's it exactly. 1'd like to see
people respect you more than they do.”

“ Oh, well. If you want me to be a
hero, that's the easiest thing we do,”
smiled Cust, jumping up from beside her
and going off toward the animal-tent.

“Here! What are you going to do,
Cust?” cried Mme. Pompon in surprise.

“ 1'm goin’ to be a hero,” the little fel-
low smiled back-

“ But nothin’s happened !”

“ Somethin’ will! 1 ain't the kind of
hero that waits for things to happen. |
make 'em happen.”

He passed out through the flap of the
tent, and half an hour later Mme. Pom-
pon had quieted her fears over what
might happen if Cust set out to be a hero.

That afternoon Professor Marx and
Cust passed each other just before the
show. They nodded coldly, for the sake
of holding their jobs, and when Marx

had gone on Cust turned and'stuck out
his tongue at him.

It was a habit he had learned in the
ring and used freely in his private life..
It was childish, but it was Cust.

There was a glint in the professor’s
eyes as he nodded to the clown, but that
didn’t bother Cust.

Fifteen minutes later Marx saw Cust
again, just as the professor was about to
lead out his saddled horse to make his
triumphal entry in the arena, prepared
to assist Mme. Pompon in her shooting
act. Cust walked away from the horse
and hurried out into the ring, where he
walked around the outside circle and did
his little stunts.

The manager's whistle blew, and Pro-
fessor Marx flew through the door at the
side and started on his glorious circuit
of the tanbark, Marx was a fair rider,
but was hot-headed and lost control of
himself if his horse ever acted strangely.

Cust noticed the uneasiness of the pro-
fessor when he flew by him.

A second later Professor Marx fidget-
ed in his saddle and pulled hard on the

reins. His horse was acting in a strange
manner. Suddenly the animal snorted,
kicked, curveted, and then threw itself

high in the air.

Cust turned and watched. The audi-
ence craned their necks to see what was
the matter.

Just then Professor Marx dropped the
two guns he was carrying for Mme. Pom-
pon’s act, and pulled on the reins for all
he was worth.

But the steed suddenly had gone mad.
It leaped high in the air again; Marx’s
fa -e was white, and he clung on like grim
death.

Then his horse snorted once more, laid
back his ears, and, with bloodshot eyes,
flew like lightning around the sawdust
circle. Marx clung on with both hands,
the basket slipped from his arm, and a
trail of hollow, black glass balls flew out
behind him.

“ He's running away !
shouted Marx.

The horse thundered around the circle,
and everybody shouted.

A crowd was coming through the
front entrance, which was open to the
ring. Cust ran there like lightning and
stood in the gap.

Help—help!”
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The next time the wild horse flew
around, snorting, Kicking, and squealing,
with Marx on/its back, the picture of
death, Gust saw that the horse intended
to plunge through the entrance and tram-
ple the crowd.

The people fell back, screaming and
running for their lives.

Everybody seemed to be stricken pow-
erless—everybody but Gust.

He stood firmly in the path of the on-
coming horse, foam dripping from its
mouth,

“ Get out of the way! You'll be
killed!” screamed a score of voices.

But Cust's little eyes glittered, and he
crouched like a lion for a spring.

The horse shied as it reached him. and
was about to charge the crowd in the en-
trance.

At that second Gust got a hold on the
saddle and leaped on the horse’s neck,
in front of the terror-stricken Marx.

He seized the animal's head in both
his hands and jerked it around by main
strength, so that the horse swerved away
from the entrance and started around the
ring again.

Then Gust clung to its head and talked
in its car. It was well known around the
circus that Gust could do anything with
a horse. It was said that he was a
“ horse-whisperer,” and the way he could
manage them was almost miraculous.

When the circuit was but ball' com-
pleted the animal slowed down to a trot,
and finally became perfectly manageable.
Then Gust jumped off his back, turned a
handspring and stuck out his tongue at
the audience, as though nothing in par-
ticular had happened.

As soon as the people got their breath
they cheered and cheered for the little
fellow.

The manager, all enthusiasm, walked
into the ring and held up his hand for
silence. Then he called Gust to him, put
a fatherly arm on the clown’s shoulder,
and made a long speech, in which lie
called Gust a hero, and told the people
that they could thank him for saving the
lives of those who were jammed in the
entrance and trying to get <mt,

It was a thrilling time. Professor
Marx, frightened into a faint, came to,
after being wosked over, in the outside
tent, and rushed in to thank his rescuer.

/

Gust was gll agrin as the professor
hurried up with outstretched hand to
where he and the manager stood.

“ 1 want to thank— " began Professor
Marx, reaching out for the clown’s hand.

“ Give it to him; he's collecting
them,” said Gust, pointing to the manager
and refusing to take Marx’s hand.

The matinee idol turned white at this
rebuff and drew in his hand. Then he
turned and walked doggedly out of the
ring.

His eyes were snapping like a Span-
iard’s, and his blood was up. He had
been turned down by Cust in sight of the
multitude, and Gust had saved his life.
It was too much to bear.

“ You little fool!” cried the manager.
“Why didn’t you shake his hand? He
wanted to thank you. The audience will
think you're crazy.”

e “ Let 'em,” replied Gust, with a grin.
“ 1 just got my nails manicured; he
might have rubbed the shine off.”

CHAPTER V.
A JUGGIL.E WITH FIGURES.

“Well, Pompv,” said Cust, after the
show was over and everybody had con-
gratulated him, “ was | a hero?”

“ Gust, it was great! 1 told you you
weren't a born clown. You've got a lot
of stuff in you!”

“ Shucks! Chestnuts! Chestnut-
shucks! ” cried Gust, looking up at Pom-
pon with a twinkle in his eyes as though
his meaningless ejaculations had some
hidden sense.

“ What do you mean by that, Cust?”

“ 1 mean just what | said. Chestnut
shucks. A chestnut-bur. Are you wise?”

“ No. What's the dope? ”

Gust glanced around and saw that they

were alone. He whispered in Mine. Pom-
pon’s ear.
-“ Get wise! A chestnut-bur! | put

it under the saddle of Professor Marx's
horse just before he went on. The bur
stuck into the horse when Marx’s weight
got on the saddle, and the horse went mad
and ran away.”

“ Cust! You don’'t meant that you did
that?” cried Mme. Pompon, staring at
him.

* Sure!”

laughed Cust. “ You told
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me to be a hero, and | went out to find
a chance, | thought of the chestnut-bur.”

“ But the horse might have killed him
or charged the crowd.”

“ Oh, no. | was in the ring all the
time. | know horses pretty well, and |
had it all planned out. | told you it was
easy to be a hero.”

“ But how7did vou quiet the horse? ”

“"Why, when 1 seized the saddle to
throw myself on, | grabbed at the edge
of it right where | had placed the chest-
nut-bur. | pulled it out, and dropped it
in the sawdust while | was climbing up.
With the chestnut-bur gone, the horse
was out of pain, and it was easy enough
to calm him down by talking in his ear.
I'm a horse-whisperer, you know.”

“ And you call that being a hero?”
cried Mine. Pompon with wide eyes.

“ No. | didn't say a word about it
But the rest of 'em, includin’ you, called
me a hero.”

“ Oh, Cust! Will you ever understand
things? Will you ever grow up?” cried
Pompon.

“ 1 hope not,” smiled the clown.

Somehow, the story got out. One of
the helpers in the ring found the chest-
nut - bur in the sawdust, immediately
grew7 suspicious, and told some others.
The thing got around, and finally Pro-
fessor Marx heard of it

He had been in the dumps ever since
Cust had refused to shake his hand and
accept his thanks. The story was a reve-
lation to Marx.

“ Of course he did it!”
soon as he heard the report.

he cried as
“ 1 remem-

ber now, | saw him coming away from
my horse just before T went on. The
fiend! I'll do for him vet! The dog!
'l kill him!”

Again Professor Marx’'s hot Spanish
blood asserted itself.

He looked immediately for Cust.
Cust had gone home already.

So he fumed up to the manager and
told him the story of the fake rescue.

“ The deuce he did!” cried the man-
ager.

But his voice was surprised rather than
angry, for he did not like Marx and his
posing overwell, and the show had re-
ceived good advertising from the so-
called heroic deed of the clown.

The manager was inclined to be le-

But

nient ; yet it was a breach of discipline,
and he called himself general of the cir-
cus army.

He walked out of his way that night to
go to Cust’'s lodgings.

The little clown was playing leap-frog
in his room with a chair, and having the
time of his life, as usual, when the man-
ager appeared.

“ Cust,” he said, “ | came up to tell
you that the story is out. You are ac-
cused of putting a chestnut - bur under
Marx’s saddle. Is it true that you fixed
up the game?”

“ Surest thing you know. | did it with
my little hand. Naughty hand!” Cust
slapped the offending member in such a
manner that even the manager was
forced to conceal a laugh.

“ Cust,” went on the other when he
had recovered his dignity, “ when you
turned hero and surprised us all, 1 was
inclined to give you back your old salary.
In fact, | intended to-night to tell you.
about it.”

“* Hell is paved with good
tions.” ” quoted the clown.

“ But | forgot it. Now, consider that
your salary has been raised to twenty-five
for being a hero and then put back to
the fifteen you're getting now, in view of
your breach of discipline.”

“ Gee! That was a quick transaction,”
smiled Cust. “ It fairly makes my head
buzz the way you juggle with figures.
Give me a slate an’ pencil, and I'll work
out the problem.”

“ It's already worked out,” replied the

inten-

manager. “ | did it in my sleep last
night.”

“ You're a good sleeper, ain't you?”
put in Cust.

“ Now, Cust.” the manager went on
quickly, “ I want you to consider this as
a very serious reprimand.”

“ Oh, 1 do.”

“ And another thing—leave Marx
alone! You’'ll go a little too far with

him one of these days, and the papers
will come out with the latest sensation,
1 The Missing Clown; or. Who Did 1t?’
The answer will be Marx, and the chief
mourner will be yourself. Now, remem-
ber:"

“ Marx'll never dance at my funeral,”
declared the clown as the manager start-
ed to make a dignified exit.
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Oust picked up his hat to hand it to
him, the chief of the circus reached for
it, and suddenly the hat took a flight in
the air and landed on the clown’s head.

“ Pardon me! ” said Gust, bowing low
and returning the hat elaborately. “ One
of the wheels in your head must have got
loose and stayed in the hat.”

“ Gust, will you ever learn to be sen-
sible? ” cried the manager, a bit ruffled.

“ 1 hope not,” answered the clown.

“ Remember what | said about Marx;
an’ say, don’'t have so much to do with
Mme. Pompon. | think it makes Marx
sore to see the ladies try to reform you.”

“ Oh, is that the case?” cried Gust.
“ All right; tell Pompy I'll call for her
an’ take her down to the show first thing
in the morning.”

The manager paused and looked at his
man.

“ 1 wish I had the nerve to fire you,
Gust,” he said; “ but you're such a comi-
cal little cuss. It'd be a shame, a down-
right shame.”

With that, he left abruptly.

Gust tipped over a chair after the man-
ager had gone and resumed his game of
leap-frog, varying it occasionally with
impersonations of Marx and the circus
chief.

CHAPTER VI.
FROM FNIIER THE ELEPHANT.

Acting against the manager's advice,
as usual, Gust walked down to the tent
with Mme. Pompon the next afternoon.

The bareback rider was still worried
over Gust's attempt to be a hero. She
blamed it all on herself, for she had put
the suggestion in the little fellow’s head.

“ Well, Gust,” she said, as they ap-
proached tlie tent. “ | hope you'll have
better luck in the next town. We leave
to-night.”

“ That's right.” replied the clown.
“ 1I'd forgotten that we pulled up stakes
after the show. Oh, well, one place’s as
good as another to me. | can be a hero
anywhere.”

“ Don’'t bring up that question again.
Gust,” she cut in quickly.

“ Why, that's the greatest thing | ever
did in my life : why, when Billy Morey,
the equilibrist, grabbed the hose and

blinded Jumbo when she was on a ram-
page and saved a dozen lives, it was noth-,
in’ to what | done.”

“ But he hadn't given the elephant red
pepper first to make her mad, as you
would have done if you'd been the hero
in that incident.”

“1'd never use red pepper for that,”
replied Cust. “ A gallon or two of whis-
ky would have made Jumbo go even
madder, and the hose would have stopped
her, all right, all right.”

“You're the limit, Cust! ”

“ 1 believe I've heard you make that
remark before. Be original, Pompy.”

“ 1'd hate to be original. 1 might be
too much like you,” she replied as they
entered the tent. <

Marx went over and spoke to Mme.
Pompon, and Cust drifted over to talk
with Aerial Alice, a little girl who did
astonishing stunts in a single act on the
trapeze.

Alice was one of the new members of
the company. A more petite little acro-
bat was never seen. She was finely
formed, and had a doll’'s face.

Gust had noticed lately that Marx had
been paying a great deal of attention to
her. It was for this reason that the clown
went over to talk to her.

He hoped Professor Marx would no-
tice it, and possibly say something. Cust
was always waiting for Marx to say
something; it made it easy for him to get
in some gentle knocks.

“ Hallo. Alice,” began Gust.

“ Hallo yourself, and see how you like
it,” she replied, looking up at him with
a smile.

“ 1 never liked it,” answered Cust.
“ But say. Alev, | notice our friend
Marx, the villain with the mustache, has

been paying for your baked beans
lately.”

“ That's about all he does pav for.
He'sa T. \Y.”

"A Tight-Wad, eh?” smiled Cust.
“ 1 thought he was a P. B.”
“ What's that?”

“ Same as what you are,” answered the

clown. “ P. B. stands for Professional
.Beauty.”

“ Oh,” she giggled, “ I'm just an ama-
teur.”

Gust looked at her critically.
“ From the way you use your pencil
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an’ grease-paint,” he said, “ I might ven-
ture a guess that you are almost twenty.”

“I'm only eighteen!” she cried, fill-
ing in her crow’s-feet with powder as she
smiled up at him archly.

“You look it, from the center of the
ring; there’s no doubt about that.”

“ Thanks1 But what's this donation
you're handin’ out about Professor Marx
an’ me?”

“ God gave me eyes to see with, not to
put belladonna in,” replied Cust.

“ Ah, cut it! Marx an’ me ain't even
friends. | hate him.”

“ But he don’t hate you.”

“ 1 was tickled to death when you put
it over on him in the ring.”

“ Maybe | wasn't.”

“ Butt say! You better be careful of
him. He’'s got something up his sleeve
for you—"

“ It's only that skinny arm of his.”

“ It's a dagger, for all | know.”

“ Rats!” cried Cust, watching her as
she arranged her massive front hair.

“ Nothing personal now, Cust!” she
cried, tucking in the stray ends of her
front pad of unnatural locks.

“ What did he say to you, Alev? ”

“ Said he'd fix you. an’ looked as
though he meant it,” she answered.

“ Is he goin’ to burn me in boilin’ oil,
the deep-dyed villain?” cried Cust.
“ He may do worse than that.

Spanish, you know.”

Cust had noticed that Professor Marx
had seen him talking to Alice, and having
had enough revenge, and the show being
about to begin, the clown sauntered away
and put on his make-up.

The company played in a rather sloppy
manner that afternoon. They were all
thinking of the- change to the next city,
and went through their work mechan-
ically, as circus performers always do on
the last show day.

Cust did well. He was a born clown,
and, therefore, never found any difficulty
in acting natural.

Along toward the end the show
dragged awfully. The manager had left
at the middle of the performance to com-
plete some arrangements, and the assist-
ant in charge was incompetent.

Finally the point was reached where
all the clowns and acrobats turned out to
do somersaults over the backs of the ele-

He's

phant, the camel, and the donkey, Maud.
Cust led the procession, for he was the
best tumbler in the outfit. He ran out
onto the spring-board and did a double

somersault over the animals, landing
neatly on the mat.
Then the others followed in a mad

rush. It was the climax of the show,
and everybody shouted and tried his best
to liven things up.

They tumbled over the animals in a
thousand different leaps. One acrobat
slipped and landed between the ele-
phant’s eyes.

Cust laughed, and ran around to his
place for another leap. The elephant
threw up its trunk in anger, for the fall-
ing acrobat had hurt it. Cust just missed
the trunk, and landed on the mat in a
comical posture.

Then suddenly something happened
that wasn't in the act.

A slim little fellow, not over sixteen,
well-dressed and good-looking, jumped
from his seat among the audience, cleared
the ropes of the ring, ran up the spring-,
board, and hurled himself into the air
over the animals.

He did the neatest triple somersault
the circus had ever seen.

Cust stood back in astonishment with
the others. Then the audience burst into
applause, and the young fellow ran out
on the springboard once more and made
his leap.

This time his calculation was not so
good. He slipped at the start and came
down flat on the elephant’s back, rolling
off the slippery side and landing directly
beneath the huge beast.

The company of acrobats and clowns
stood back in terror, for they knew that
the elephant was mad.

But Cust had no fear ; lie sprang from
his place and leaped under the elephant
just as the giant animal raised a power-
ful hoof with which he was about to
crush the life out of the boy, who had
fallen insensible on the ground below.

Cust rushed in, snatched the senseless
form around the waist, and rolled with it
from under the great beast.

It was the quickest, smoothest work
that was ever seen. The elephant’s hoof
came down suddenly, just one inch from
Cust’s head.

Then the little clown rolled the res-
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cued boy a few feet away, jumped up,
turned a handspring, and stuck out his
tongue at the spellbound audience.

CHAPTER YI1L
BEDSIDE REPARTEE.

“ W ho was the kid what got hurt?”
asked .Mine. Pompon after the show.

“ Don't know yet,” answered Oust.
“ He ain’'t come to.”

“ Plucky little fellow, weren't he?”
went on the other.

“ That's the word for it,” assented
Cust. “ I never saw anything smoother
than that triple somersault of his. We
ought to have him with the show.”

“ | should say so. His act was good.
I'll bet he's got some other stunts up his
sleeve.”

“ Sure he has. That reminds me of
the time young Charlie Schloss first hit
the sawdust. That's the way those good
fellows come on. Charlie was in the au-
dience. He’'d never been with a circus
then ; was only a kid. The congress of
downs was getting busy and makin’ the
people roar when Charlie jumps into the
ring an’ knocks the spots out of all of
us with his funny stunts an’ the pet
chicken he had under his coat. You bet,
there's stuff in a kid what'll jump over
the ropes in the excitement an’ mix it up.”

“ He'll lie a head-liner, that kid.”

“ Sure will,” answered Cust. “ But
I'm goin’ over to the mess-tent now to
see if he's come to yet.”

Cust found the boy blinking weakly
and the doctor working over hint.

“ How is he?1 asked the clown.

“ Oh, he's pretty fair. But he was
shaken up badly, an’ we're goin’ to get
him to bed now an’ make him lie still.
There may be some internal injury we
haven't found yet. It won’t pay to run

any risk.”
“ No, not with a valuable kid like
that,” replied the clown. *“ Did you find

out who he is?”

“ No. He won't tell. Says his name
is Rusty. Red-headed, you see, an’ prob-
ably the kids called him that,” said the
doctor.

“ Rusty, eh? That's a good name,”
mused Cust, stepping over to the young
fellow’s bedside.

“ This man is the one who saved your
life,” the doctor explained to the pale boy
on the improvised cot.

Rusty looked up and recognized the
clown,

“ Say,” he cried, “ your act was good!
Did you save me? [I'll tfy to tell you
how thankful I am when | get well.”

“ That's all right. | didn't do more
than anybody would under the same cir-

cumstances. Besides, it was a funny sit-
uation, and 1 like funny things,” ex-
plained Cust.

The young fellow motioned him nearer.

Cust bent his head.

“ Say, call me Rusty : that's my name,”
whispered the young fellow. “ An’ say
—see if you can get me a job with the
show.”

“1'll do that.” answered Cust promptly.

“ Better not talk too much,” cautioned
the doctor.

Cust turned to go.

“ Here, shake!” cried the boy, lifting
himself up in bed a little and putting out
a white hand.

Cust turned quickly and grasped it

“ 1 like your act,” he said, “ and |
like you.”

“ Same here,” answered the young fel-
low, a bright smile glowing in his face.
“We'll be friends.”

Cust faltered for a moment. He had
never had a child, but somehow this lad
appealed to him in the same way a son
might. He liked his nerve, he liked his
face— he liked him.

“ Sure, we'll stick together if it takes a

barrel of glue,” announced the clown.
“ Here's somethin’ to seal the agree-
ment.”

He took something quickly from his
mouth, put it in his hand, and then quick-
ly pressed the palm of Rusty's hand.

When the young fellow drew his hand
away he found that Cust had pressed a
wad of gum between the fingers, as he had
said. “ to seal the agreement.”

“ Here, you, Cust! Can't you be sensi-
ble for a minute? ” cried the doctor, step-
ping quickly to Rusty’s side and removing
the sticky wad of gum from his hand.

“ Well, I thought that might help us to
stick together,” replied the clown.

The rather crude joke appealed to'
Rusty. He was all agrin.

“We'll stick through thick and thin,”
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he laughed. *“ Even through the measles
and the whooping-cough, eh, Custard—
or whatever it is he called you?”

Cust’s eyes shone.

“ Say, kid,” he cried, “ have you got it,
too? Are you the same as me? ”

“ 1 hope not,” answered Rusty. “ But
I've always wanted to be a clown. Why.
when | was only a kid they tell about
how | stole my grandmother’s false teeth,
an' they say that when she missed them
| offered to go over to the neighbor’'s an’
borrow some.”

“ The deuce you did!” laughed Cust.
“ But that ain’'t so much. When | was
only a kid I had a pet mouse that the
family didn’t know nothin’ about. I knew
if they found it they wouldn’t let me have
it; so what did | do but bore a hole in
my uncle’s wooden leg when he was sleep-
in’” an’ make a nice little nest, where |
kept the mouse night-times, an’ my un-
cle never knew nothin’ about it.”

“ Then you woke up,” said Rusty, lean-
ing on his arm and looking with interest
into the face of the old down.

“ Here, you're getting too excited.
Cust, you'd better leave him alone till he
gets better,” the doctor said.

“ He can't get worst,” said Cust, with
a sly twinkle in his eyes that was an-
swered by a similar one in Rusty’s.

“ See you later, bo,” sang out Cust, as
he started to go.

“ Which place?” asked Rusty, point-
ing his forefinger up and thumb down.

“1I'll meet you half-way, when you're
coming down an’ I'm going up. Heaven
was built for me,” replied Cust.

“ But | built it!” cried Rusty.

Cust smiled as he made for the big
tent on a dog-trot.

“ That kid's all right,” he mused.
“ Wants to be a clown, eh? I'll put him
through the paces all right. We'll be a
great team. I'll work up some special
stunts for the two of us. 1Custy an’

Rusty ' or ‘ Cust an’ Rust '—say, that'll
be somethin’ fine. 1'll bet we could get
a job winters in vaudeville.”

He rushed into the tent and lapelled
the manager, who had just returned.

“ Say,” cried Cust in enthusiasm. “ I've
found a new clown for you. He’s worse'll
I am—he’s the limit!”

It was the first time Cust had ever
used that expression in connection with

anybody but himself. The highest com-
pliment he could pay was to say that
Rusty was the limit. .

“ If he's worse than you, what chanc
have | got?” cried the manager.

“You got the chance of havin' a team
of the worst clowns in the world,” retort-
ed Cust.

“ Has he got that same strained sense
of humor that you possess ?”

“ Surest thing you know,” enthused
Cust. “ Strained sense of humor? Why,
his is not only strained, but he sprained
it when he fell off the elephant.”

“ Oh, so that's the boy who fell off the
elephant?” cried the manager.

“ Sure, he's me hated rival. Give him
a job, will you?”

“1I'll wait till he gets on his legs and
see what he can do.”

“ He don’t have to be on his legs,” an-
swered Cust. “ He could do more stunts
on his hack than most centipedes could
do on their legs.”

CHAPTER VIII.
RUSTY REHEARSES.

Cust's prophecy was correct. Rusty
proved to be a very efficient performer.

The company had insisted that the boy
was good, and so the manager had taken
him on to the next town with the show.
In a day or two after their arrival there
Rusty was on his feet, and he and Cust
put in a morning in the ring practising
together acrobatic stunts and general
foolishness.

“ That boy’s a wonder,” Cust told
Pompon the night after Rusty’s first re-
hearsal. “ Pie’s going out with me at the
matinee to-morrow, an’ I'll bet the man-
ager signs him up at fifteen or twenty
an’ expenses for his first season — an’
that's good money for a boy.”

“Who is he?” asked the bareback
performer. “ Where'd he come from?”

“ You've got me,” replied Cust. “ I've
been tryin’ to pump his story out of him,
but it's no go. He’'s better educated than
the rest of us, so far as | can see, an’ his
clothes are good. | wouldn't wonder a
bit if he run away from home an’ joined.”

“ He's old enough to be his own boss.”

“ Sure. That kid's as old as Aerial
Alice any minute. | don’'t imagine he's
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any too wise to the ways of the world,
‘like she is, an’ his years ain’'t much to
speak of, but he's got a head on him
*that's all right.”

“ Funny how* them kids run away from
home to join a show. They think circus
life is all peaches an’ cream,” ruminated
Pompon. *“ Those kids haven't no sense.
I wish 1'd never seen the ring.”

“ But if you was gone from it two
weeks you'd be lonesome to get back,”
replied Cust. “ There's somethin’ about
this life, you know, that gets under your
skin. | wouldn’'t leave it for all the
money in the world. The ring’s my home,
an’ it's the happiest home | ever knew.”

“ 1'll bet the kid gets sick of it.”

“An’ I'll bet he don’t. He’'s the hap-
piest kid | ever saw, an’ he's a born
clown.”

Next morning, Cust went down to the
tent earlier than usual. Rusty was on
hand waiting for him.

“ Now, Rusty,” began the clown, “let's
work out that Jack the Giant-Killer stunt
we thought up yesterday. | think it's a
good one. With your brain an’ my expe-
dience, boy, we'll be head-liners shortly.”

“ It's a cinch we won't be tail-enders,”
replied Rusty, pulling out a cloth-covered
framework he and Cust had made be-
tween them. j

Cust helped him to put on the frame-
work; and when the job was finished.
Rusty was hidden, all but his long, slim
legs, and above his trunk appeared a big
plaster chest and a huge head with black
whiskers.

“You certainly do the tiling up right,
Rusty,” Cust declared. “ And as for Jack
the Giant-killer himself, I'm no slouch.”

The monstrous giant with the black
whiskers replied in a very boyish voice.

“ Come on now, Cust. You start out
into the ring with your little tin sword
and I'll chase you on.”

Cust put on a little red skirt and some
more foolish trumpery to make up as the
fairy-tale hero, then he picked up his lit-
tle tin sword and fled into the deserted
sawdust circle. The horrible giant chased
him, making groans like a mad bull with
a stomach-ache, and Cust fled half-way
around the ring. Then his comical little
face turned, and he pulled a rope from
his pocket, fixed up with leaves to repre-
sent the bean-stalk.

He tried frantically to climb this, hold-
ing it high above his head with one hand
and making a side-splitting effort to wrap
his legs around and “ shin” up.

That failing, and the giant by then
thundering down upon him, Cust turned
suddenly, drew out his little tin sword,
and attacked his ten-foot adversary.

He passed the little sword over the top
of Rusty’s head, about the middle of the
giant, and suddenly the plaster form
they had made split in two. The part
above the giant's waist-line fell to the
ground, and the giant’'s legs ran off alone,
propelled by Rusty, hidden beneath the
form that had been cut in half.

One of the hustlers with the show saw
the act, and said it was mighty good.

Then they went through half a dozen
other stunts that they had originated, and
got off some smooth slap-stick work that
was sure to please the children.

After three hours’ work they stopped
and sat down on the edge of the circle.

“That was great!” enthused Cust.
“We'll have everything our own way
when we get out in the ring this after-

noon. We'll kill 'em. They’'ll fall over
in convulsions of mirth.”

“ Gee!” grinned Rusty. “ I've al-
ways longed for this life. I'm right

where | want to be now. I'm never hap-
py unless I'm doin’ clown stunts.”

“ There’s one foolish stunt you've got
to cut from your list,” said Cust. That
one you got the job by. Where you tum-
bled over the elephant and rolled under
him.” '

“ Yes. That/was a little too strong,
but I'll get used to the applause. 1 was
a little off my nerve from that.”

“ 1 know of some people that would,
lose their nerve an’ never make a try,”

said Cust. “ What | like about you is
that you haven’'t got cold feet. Now,
take Professor Marx, for instance. He's

afraid of his horse, afraid of his own face,
an’ gets scared into convulsions when the
camel moves liis double lip In his direc-
tion ; he thinks he’s goin’ to be chewed up
on the spot.”

“ It wouldn’'t do him much harm if he
was,” remarked the new clown,

“ What's the matter? Don't you like
him, Rusty?” queried Cust.

« No.”

“ That ain't no way to be. Life's all
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«a joke. You don’t want to he mad at no-,
body.. There ain’t time to get mad in this
life. It's all one big practical, joke, any-
way. ‘It is to laugh,” you know. A
groan is nothing but a laugh turned in-
side out, anyhow.”

“ Oh, I'm not worrying over Profes-
sor Marx; but |1 don’t like his face, that's
all:”

“1I'll tell him so, and that he'd better
get it fixed.”

“ That isn't it”

“ What's the matter with him, then?”

“ He doesn't like you.”

“ Oh, so you've found out that already.
You're a pretty wise one, Rusty. No,
Professor Marx don’'t like me, because
we was twin brothers once; the old man
disinherited him an’ give me a million
dollars, an’ told me to go out in the ring
an’ make good as a clown.”

“ Yes, you look like twins. From the
story you've just been tellin’, 1 suppose
you're the Gold Dust twins.”

“ No, we're the Wool Soap babies,”
replicd Cust. “ That explains why Marx
has got the grouch,”

“ 1 don’t understand.”

“ Didn't you ever see the picture? You
see, in the picture I'm the one that al-
ways wears the short shirt an’ he ain’t got
any. That's why he's sore.”

“ Are you ever sensible, Cust? ” Rusty
wanted to know.

“1 hope not. If you ever catch me
bein’ sensible, just shoot me on the spot;
an’ remember, | don’'t want no flowers at
my funeral. An’ a very plain pine box
will do; an’ the inscription on the stone
must be, 1He done his worst, and it was
pretty bad.””

“ What are you talking about?” came
a voice from behind the two clowns.

They turned around and saw Mme.
Pompon looking down into their quizzi-
cal faces.

“ Rusty was suggestin’ that we might
do a brother act in heaven,” said Cust.

“ Now that there're two of you, one as
crazy as the other, I don’t suppose we’ll
have any peace around the place at all,”
sighed Pompon.

“ Be original!” cried Cust. “ The
manager’s said that, an’ half the troupe
have repeated it a dozen times.. You bet,
the team of Cust and Rust is going to
liven up things.”

2 A
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That afternoon they began, and their
performance was good, in spite of 'the'
fact that it was their first one..

At night they did even better,
Professor Marx could not conceal his
hatred for Cust, in which he now in-
cluded Rust on account of the friendship
of the-two clowns. They got all the ap-
plause, and Professor Marx’s splendid
entries were usually spoiled by some clev-.
er act that drew a laugh for Cust and
Rust, and diverted the audience’s atten-
tion from the spectacular Marx.

Even in the last act, Cust and Rust
pulled off a fake chariot-race, in which
Rust played the four horses at once, ex-
plaining that each leg and each arm rep-
represented a fiery steed, while Cust drove
him around the ring, imitating the grand-
stand pose of Professor Marx.

The audience was much elated over the
satire, but Marx gritted his teeth and
threw his whip across the ring.

As Cust passed him a moment later,
the professor reached out and twisted the
clown about, holding him by the arm.

“ What do you take me for—a whirl-
ing dervish?” cried Cust, jerking away.

“ 1 take you for a whirling demon;
and, by Heaven! I'll do for you yet.
You've spoiled my acts for a month
and—"

The professor ceased abruptly. Cust
had let fly a rubber band he had been
playing with, and it caught the other on
the end of the nose.

Several of the troupe were around, and
their laughs provoked Marx to madness.

He lunged at the little clown, his huge
fists doubled and white across the knuck-
les from straining.

Cust knew he could do nothing except
make as hurried an exit as possible..

He found a hole under the tent and
dived through. The resplendent Marx
started to follow, when Cust kicked a
shovelful of dirt in his face, which sent
the professor back into the tent, splut-
tering and in a rage.

Rusty sneaked out Cast’s street-clothes
to him, and he changed his apparel out-
side the tent, the two laughing together
for half an hour over the incident.

Cust thought the joke a good one; but
he was a wary little fellow, and knew
that it would be unwise to risk tantali-
zing the professor further that night.

Jhd
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So he and Rusty walked home.

“ Be careful of Marx,” warned Rusty
when Gust left him at the place where he
was staying and prepared to go on to his
own lodgings.

“ Be careful of your watch,” answered
Cust lightly, to show that he had no wor-
ry about the professor.

He lighted a big black cigar, and took
a little stroll before going to bed. He
had done a good day’'s work, and wished
to stay awake to chuckle over it.

The streets were almost empty at that
time of night, and Cust, because of his
small salary, lived in the poorer part of
town.

He slowly sauntered past a row of dark
tenements, laughing to himself over the
happy day he had had, when suddenly a
tall, black figure sprang from hiding in
a cellarway, and Cust caught the flash of
a long knife as the man hurled himself
upon the clown.

Before the knife could reach home,
Cust jerked the glowing cigar from be-
tween his lips and threw it, lighted end
foremost, into the man’s eyes.

A hundred sparks sprang from the
thing, and the man let out a cry of agony
as the fire seared his eyeballs.

Cust threw out one leg and shot his
arm straight at the other’'s stomach.

The fellow went down with a groan,
and Cust bent over him quickly to secure
the knife.

“ Marx!” he cried.

Then Cust straightened up and smiled.

At that moment the professor sprang
to his feet and rushed the clown. But
the little fellow was again too quick for
him

He dodged between the tall man’s legs,
zigzagged through a dark alley, and fi-
nally came out alone on a safer street.
Marx had been outwitted, and had given
up the chase.

Cust paused under an arc - light, and
stood grinning for several minutes. Then
he located himself and started slowly for
home, a fresh cigar between his lips.

“ The only trouble with that fellow
Marx,” he mused, “is that he thinks
there’s tragedy in life. He’s got a no-
tion that a man’s got to get even by Kkill-
ing another man. It's a lot more fun to
get even by making a man see what a
joke he really is. There ain’t no tragedy

in life. It's all a big comedy, an’ the
joke’s on the man who takes life seriously.

“ Yes, the great trouble with Marx is
that he has no sense of, humor.”

CHAPTER IX.

RI'STY MAKES A DISCOVERY.

“W ho's the peach there?” asked
Rusty next morning, as lie and Cust'were
sitting together in the tent after the
parade.

“ The lady with the belladonna eyes
and imported hair? ” inquired Cust, look-
ing up as Aerial Alice passed and nodded
in the direction of the clowns.

“ That's the angel | refer to,” replied
Rusty.

“ Why, that's only Alice— little Alice
that can put anybody in Wonderland.”

“ Seems different from the rest,” sug-
gested Rusty.

“ Yes, a lot older, | guess.”

“Older?”

“ Sure. She an’ the Sacred Ox are the
oldest things with the show, barrin’ some
of your jokes,” replied Cust.

“ 1 don't believe it!” cried Rusty.

“ 1 suppose if you was Jonah, you
wouldn’t believe that the whale swal-
lowed you.”

“ Well, if you were Jonah and | the
whale,” answered Rusty, “ 1 wouldn't
run any chance of swallowing you.”

“Why?”

“ 1'd be afraid of ptomain poisoning.”

“ That'll be about enough of that line
of guff,” answered Cust. “ 1 tell you
the lady’s old, an’ not only that, but she's
buried three husbands an’ got children
in every orphan asylum on the route of
march.”

“ 1 don't believe it.”

“ 1 didn't think you would.
fact remains,” said Cust.

“ Where did you get all this wisdom? ”
queried the young fellow, who had been
quite enthralled by the youthful appear-
ance of Aerial Alice.

“ Why, her granddaughter was just
speakin’ of it to me the other day.”

“ Her granddaughter?” cried Rusty.

“ Yes; the centenarian with the side-
show.”

“ Oh,” grinned Rusty.

That afternoon the younger clown had

But the
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an opportunity to talk with Aerial Alice
between their acts.

That night he sent her a bunch of flow-
ers anonymously, and then heaved a great
sigh as he saw Marx take her home.

Marx had made no reference to the
littje knife-play of the night before.

Cust smiled when he saw the professor
that morning, and noted that he was try-
ing to cover up with paint a burn on his
forehead, and that he had already pen-
ciled a place on his eyebrows where the
hair had burned oif completely.

It was interesting to Cust, and he liked
the way the professor's eyes persisted in
evading him all day. \

Cust smiled when he saw Marx take
Aerial Alice home. He continued to smile
until he saw Rusty standing, half con-
cealed behind a bunch of props, looking
after them with wistful eyes. There was
a sad sigh on his lips and a love-light in
his eyes.

Cust walked up to him unobserved.

He stepped close beside his mate and
delivered a gentle clown slap that brought

Rusty to his senses.

“Ha! hat” cried Cust. “ 1 see you
are touring as the mournful clown.”

“ Mournful?” repeated the other,

still gazing after Marx and Aerial Alice.

“ Yes; you look like the pensive youth,
the spring poet, the man who sells the all-
day suckers to the children, or some such
other sentimental individual.”

“ Sentimental?” repeated the other.
“ No, I'm not.”

“ Sure you are,” replied Cust. “ You
remind me of a certain member of the
Love family.”

“ Who were they? ”

“ A family in my old home town that
delighted in calling their children by
fancy names. There was Rose Love, Vio-
let Love. Pansy Love, and a whole lot of
flowers.”

“ Which one do | remind you of? ”

“ The dog in the family. A great pup,
he was.”

“ What did they call him?”

“ Puppy Love, of course.”

Rusty grinned faintly, but soon fell
back into his pensive pose.

“ Cut it! ” cried Cust. “ When | took
you in hand | said I'd make a clown out
of you. I'm a clown. You don’t see me
standing around, weeping tears, do you? ”
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“ No; but you're so much older and—
and she's so good-looking,” cried the
youth.

“ 1 didn't think it was in you,” an-
swered Cust, almost provoked. “ If you're
going to fall in love, I'm through with
you. No mournful clowns in mine. You
read about them in stories, you see them
in shows ; but there ain't none in real
life. Leastwise, if there is, I'm going to
steer away from them as far as | can.”

“ 1I'm not mournful.”

“ No—not yet; but you soon will be if
you let this thing get into your system.”

“ What thing?”

“ This love business. It's a bad little
germ; once it gets you in its clutches, a
swell chance you've got to do anything
except weep tears and begin to see the
tragic side of life. | want you to know
blame well that there ain’t no tragedy in
life. It's all one big Sunday-school pic-
nic, an’ the more pies you sit down in
accidentally, the more fun you have out
of it, you know.”

“ Well,” laughed Rusty, “ 1 guess
you're right. It was her beauty that got
me, though.”

“ Beauty! Her beauty is only skin-deep
—an’ it's a skin-game at that. | don't
take much stock in the kind of complex-
ion you can put on and take off.”

“ Well, she has to make up a little for
the act.”

“Yes, and a lot morel for the John-
nies like you,” replied Cust. *“ This
Johnny game is a bad one; an’ it's a lot
worse if you're with the show. You're
gettin’ to be a regular chorus man. Now,
forget it! There ain't no place in this
life for marriage, an’ if you go an' get
mournful I'm done with you.”

Rusty' was not convinced. He was
young and untried; his experience was
limited, and to him Aerial Alice looked
to be no more than the proverbial sweet
sixteen.

Cust soon recovered from his mo-
mentary relapse into talking sense.

“ Well,” he said, “ if you've picked the
girl, you ought to pick a better rival. |
wouldn’t have a snake like Marx for my
rival.”

“ That's just the trouble,” said Rusty.
“ | think she ought to be protected from
him.”

“ Protected! Aerial Alice? ”
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“ Yes.”

“ Say that again—it tickles my ears.”

“ That's just what | mean. He's apt to
talk her into marrying him or something
like that, and ruin her young life,” re-
plied Rusty.

“ Say, that's a fine idea, | never once
thought of that. Yes, Aerial Alice needs
protection all right. Why, say, boy, if you
wanted a good strong right arm to take
care of you | don’t know a better one any-
where than Aerial Alice’s. And as for
knowing the world, she’s traveled all over
it for sixty years— ever since she was thir-
ty. Do you mean she needs a protector?
Well, hardly.”

“ But | hate to see that man Marx
running around with her,” protested
Rusty.

“ Then, go in and cut him out. You
can spend your twelve dollars a week on
her if you want to. She won't kick at all.
Ask her to go out an’ eat with you after
the show, an’ see how quick she'll take
you up.”

“ Do you think she would do as you
suggest?”

“ Surest thing you know. About the
only light in which Aerial Alice can see
a man these days is in the light of a hu-
man meal-ticket. Take it from me—I'm
telling you right.”

“ 1 don’t believe she’s as mercenary as
all that,” cried the little clown with great
feeling.

“ No, but you will.”

With this prophetic advice, Cust left
his partner and went home. He did not
let the matter worry him— Cust was the
kind that sheds trouble as a duck sheds
water.

As he sat alone in his room, playing
practical jokes on himself, for want of
another subject, an idea suddenly oc-
curred to him.

“ Say, that'll be great!” he cried.
“ There'll be good fun in it, an’ it may
cure the kid.”

Hunting up a scrap of paper, he care-
fully wrote the following note, and ad-
dressed it to Aerial Alice at her board-
ing-house :

Dear Aley:

The kid what does a turn with me is
daffy over you. He thinks you're the
finest stick of candy in the jar and he's
going to have you.

He gets twelve dollars a week. Don't
go more than two or three dollars a
week above that. The kid can't bor-
row much more. But spend every cent
of it for him.

Also, he's jealous of Marx, so work
that game on him. | want to get him
cured and 1 know, for the sake of old
times, you'll help me.

Go the limit with his wad and don't
put on no brakes. Make him think you
love him better than the flowers in May.

And, say, Aley, pin your front hair
down tight so it won't fall into the soup
when he's taking you out to dine.

Be careful of the kid. He's fragile and
young and | don't want any wrecks on
my hands.

Don't let him drink nothin’ an’ sing
him all the pretty songs you know
about love in the sawdust ring. Tell
hint the romance of Fat Nell and Bar-
ney the Dwarf. How they loved each
other in spite of difficulties.

Play it up strong and eat up what lit-
tle coin he has, for the sake of your
old pal. Cust.

The clown read the epistle over care-
fully. It was a'long one for him, and
he considered it quite a work of art. Then
he placed a rubber band twisted about a
couple of matches in such a way that
when they were released they would make
a frightful whirring sound. This ma-
chine he placed inside the letter, to sur-
prise and frighten Aerial Alice when she
should open it.

Then Cust grinned, put on his hat, and
quietly sauntered out to the mail-box to
post it.

“ 1 can’t have my partner a mournful
clown,” mused the clown as he sauntered
home again. “ He's got to be broke to
the business an’ learn that women are
nothin’ but what Kipling calls 'em—a
rag, a bone, an’ a hank of hair; only, now-
adays, it's a lot of swell rags, a hipless
bone, an’ a Psyche knot.”

Having grinned over what was com-
ing to Rusty when Aerial Alice took his
case in hand, Cust went to bed very
much tired out.

- CHAPTER X.
rusty's complaint.

T he next afternoon when Cust reached
the tent he found Rusty talking to a few
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of the old-stagers who had come down
early. - *

Cust managed to get a word alone with
his mate.

“Well,began
loved one to-day? ”

“ 1 haven't seen her,” answered Rusty,
with a worried look.

“ You haven't heard from her, either? ”
asked Cust sharply; for he began-to see
that there was something the matter.

“ Well — well, yes,” Rusty answered
slowly. “ I found something waiting for
me when | came down here this morn-
ing.”

“ What was it—a lemon ?”

“ No. It's too sacred to mention. |
wouldn’t have spoken of it to any one
else.”

“ Too sacred! it isn't the sacred white
ox?” cried the clown, assuming a pious
expression.

“ Don't bother me,” snapped Rusty.

I “ Foolishness is all right in its place, but
when there’s love and the ladies to be
considered it's a little out of order.”

“ That's just when a man needs fool-
ishness most,” said Cust. “ The ladies
make a serious man foolish,, but that's no
‘reason why they should make a foolish
man like you serious. Get the point? ”

“ | get the point, but don’t believe it.”

“ Let me see the note?” requested
Cust.

* She—she wrote it to me alone. It—
it's confidential,” said Rusty, flushing up
a little.

Cust looked at him fixedly.

Finally he said: “ Rusty, didn't we say
we was goin’ to be pals in everything, an’
that we was never goin’ to be sensible with
each other?”

“ Yes.”

“ Well, if we're pals, | ought to see
that letter. I'm a lot older’'n you, an’ |
can probably give you some advice that
would be worth while.”

“ Maybe that's right,”
other.

“ Then, show me the letter.”

“ Will you take it seriously?”

“I'll take it as serious as | would take
a pill,” responded Cust, making a wry
face.

Rusty reluctantly drew out a little pink
envelope, and slowly extracted therefrom
a much-thumbed letter.

Cust, “ how’s- your

admitted the

Cust grabbed it and read eagerly, a
shrewd little twinkle in his wise old eyes:

Dearest Bov:

I seen you looking at me all day.
When the flowers come-1 thought it was
the judgment day.

They are so beautiful.
as my thoughts of you.

| knew in a minute they come from
you. While us ladies in the ring are in
the habit of receiving many attentions
from the opposite sects, we pay no atten-
tion to them from the outside.

You are different. You are one of us,
an’ I've had my eyes on you ever since
you come with the show.

I was so sorry when the elephant al-
most put his foot on you and then
didn't.

\\ill you meet me at the corner near
the ticket-office before the show to-day?
I must thank you personally and uncon-
ditionally for them flowers.

Ah, dearest—let me cal! you that—
and won't you cal! me:

Your own

As beautiful

Alice.

“ Alice, where art thou going?” whis-
tled Cust, when he had finished the epis-
tle. “ Oh, isn’'t that some la-la of a letter?
Say, kid, you're the luckiest | ever heard
of. | know a million men that would
give their right hands or their left ears
to be in your boots for one minute.”

Rusty looked a little dubiously at his
friend.

“ You said you'd be serious,” he broke
out suddenly. “ The letter isn't written
in the best style, and it hasn’'t any too
much grammar about it. But the under-
lying heart-throb is there. The realsen-
timent of awonderful woman shows forth
strongly through every line. | say it
may not be written in the purest English ;
but what is English, anyway? Merely
a form of expression—and are not there
far greater forms of expression than the
mere use of language? ”

“Whew-w-w!” whistled Cust, his
eyes opening wide. “ Where'd you get
your education, kid—at a convent, or a
girl’'s cemetery? What's the matter with
that there letter?”

“ Well, it—er—” The young man
was plainly embarrassed. “ It’s all right.
I should not criticize one word of it. The
feeling behind it all is great. But | must
hurry along now. It's time to meet her at
the corner.”
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Without wasting another moment, Rus-
ty hurried out, with the paper safely
planted in his breast-pocket.

Gust looked after him with awe. The
little clown’s education had never been
much, and he really wondered and felt
provoked that Rusty could find any fault
with a letter written in such perfect style
—according to his notions.

“ Say,” said Gust to himself, “ 1I'd like
to know who that kid is. He ain’t no
common kid, an’ he ain't no common per-
former. The way he talks about educa-
tion would show that he's had some. I'd
like to <know whether he's the runaway
son of some Pittsburgh steel man. or the
kidnaped son of an heir of a Wall Street
financier. He certainly doesn’t belong in
this bunch. If he did, he wouldn’t never
have fell so hard for Aerial Alice, an’ so
sudden, too.”

Oust could not get the worry out of
his mind. He wanted to know more about
the young fellow who had come with the
show in such a sensational manner and
made good so easily. He almost missed
a chance for a practical joke in his ab-
straction over the matter.

But just then he saw Aerial Alice and
Rusty come through the tent-flap. Cust
recovered himself immediately, and, pick-
ing up a flute, tooted out Mendelssohn's
“ Wedding March ” with great spirit, to
the amusement of everybody in the dress-
ing-rooms, with the possible exception of
the professor, and maybe Rusty. They
separated when they reached the group
of performers, and Cust managed to slip
over and speak -to Alice while she was
performing that feat with her crow’s-feet
and powder-puff.

“ Say, you did that swell, Aley,” en-
thused Cust. “ The kid thought he was
the real thing when he come in with you.
An’ that note! Say, Aley, they was some
class to that! I didn’t know you had so
much poetry under that there bunch of
puffs you're pleased to call your hair.”

“ Poetry! Say, Cust, I'm the real thing
in poetesses. I'm the all-around, catch-as-
catch - can Sweet Singer of Michigan.
When | begin lettin’ me fair fancy flow,
there ain’'t npthin’ that can stop it, espe-
cially when there’s an easy twelve a week
in it to help piece out me insufficient an’
modest competence.”

“ It's killed the kid. He's hidin’ behind

the elephants now, readin’ over the note
you wrote him.”

“ Did you get your peepers on it?”

“J sure did. It was swell, as | told
you, Aley.”

“ 1 hoped he'd show it to you. It took
me two hours to compose. You know,
Cust, when | was a girl | could always do
well with them essays an’ things like that.
| got a prize one time for writin’ a song.”

“ As long ago as that, eh? My, what a
memory you must have!”

“ 1 haven't much of a memory, at that,
Sixteen summers will float by so fast an’
pleasant that it's really hard to think what
you did the sixteen summers before—"

“ An’ that other sixteen, too — don’t
forget that, Aley.”

“ Forget nothin’. I'm only on the six-
teenth lap of life’s Marathon, an’' if
there’s anybody ought to know it, it's you.
Cust,” and she rubbed in the paste to fill
out the wasted lips and make them young
and bright and red and youthful.

“ Say. Aley, don’t have no pity on that
kid,” went on Cust. “~He needs expe-
rience more than most of us.”

“ Don’'t worry, Cust. It'll only cost
him twelve a week for a while: an’ if |
ain’'t worth it, 1 miss my guess.”

“ Write him some More of them notes,
Aley. They get him where he lives. He’s
got a heart as big as a puff-ball in the
pasture. Give it to him right. He'll double
up an’ pass away to the slow music of your
seductive charms.”

“ Here! Cut it, Cust. No poetry.
You're stealin’ my businesst” she cried.

Cust grinned and slipped around be-
hind the elephants to the secluded spot
where Rusty was reading over, for the
hundredth time, Aerial Alice’s artistic ef-
fusion.

“ Ain't it grand?” Cust remarked.

“ And the way she says she loved me
the first time she looked into these honest
eyes of mine!” cried Rusty, entranced.

“ Oh, you ingenue! ” mocked Cust.

“ It may seem funny to you, Cust; but

| believe in these sacred sentiments.
What's more, | believe in love at first
sight.”

“ Do you also believe in fortune-tell-
ing, the language of flowers, automobile
courtship, postage-stamp flirtation, and
Mrs. Henslow’s soothing sirup for bro-
ken-hearted swains?”
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“ Surest thing you know,” smiled Rus-
ty, beginning to brighten a little as he re-
membered that Alice had agreed, after
some persuasion, to go out to dinner with
him that night.

He told Cust of the engagement.

“ Ain’'t that grand?” cried the clown
again. “ Treat her right, boy. She's
worth anything. Nothin’s, too good for
the lady you love, no matter what her
age.”

“ Her age? ” queried Rusty, beginning
to look anxious again..

“Yes; | think it could be called that
by now. It's old enough to be referred
to in terms of respect, at least.”

“ Probably she is more than sixteen,”
answered Rusty, “ but if she is, she surely
doesn't look it.”

“ That's what they used to say about
the toad out at Bronx Park that was three
thousand years old. People admitted
that it might be, but all agreed that it
didn’t look it in spite of its wrinkles.”

They broke off their talk here, as it was
time to dress for the show.

While they were getting into their com-
ical things, Cust noticed that Marx glared
at Rusty several times. The professor had
been on hand when Rusty had accompa
nied Aerial Alice to the tent.

Mme. Pompon passed Cust on his way
to the ring.

“ Say,” she queried, “ what are you let-
tin’ this kid friend of yours run around
with Aley for?”

“ Want to get him cured.” -

“ Of what?”

“ The disgusting disease called
for want of a name more fit for it.”

“Oh!” said Mme. Pompon, seeing a
great white light.

love,

CHAPTER XI.
AX UNEXPECTED ENCOUNTER.

T he show went off well that day with
the exception of Rusty’s work. He was
absent-minded; and when he should have
been pulling off that “ Jack the Giant-
killer 7 act with Cust, he was staring
up at the trapeze in the center of the
tent -where Aerial Alice was going
through her stunts.

Rusty was on the qui vive every mo-
ment that she was in the air, and was

ready to bound away and catch her if she
should fall.

Cust called him down several times for
his abstraction, but it did no good.
Rusty’s mind was on Aerial Alice.

“ Say,” he inquired after the show,
“ what does it cost to get married? ”

“ Two dollars for a license an’ two
thousand for a divorce,” answered Cust.

“No; | mean, what would it cost two

people to live? Live commonly, you
know.”

“ Circus people, you mean?” ‘

“ Sure.”

“ Wife gettin’ a salary?”

“ Well, er— 1 haven't just decided on
that. But supposing that the wife didn't

work. That only one of them worked.”

“ Well, 1 don't know,” ansivered Cust
slowly. “ You see, if your wife didn’t
work, you'd have to pay her traveling ex-
penses, an’' they're very high. Besides, if
your wife ain't delicate, and is a good
feeder, that'll cost more’'n keepin' a
horse.”

“ Don't talk like that! ” cried Rusty.

“ Vou wanted to know what it cost.”

“ Yes, but not in those words.”

“ Oh, you wanted -it expressed in
poetry? Well, you'll have to go to Aerial
Alice for that. It's a little out of my
line.”

That ended the discussion; but Cust
laughed for half an hour afterward at the
young fellow who had a notion that he
wanted to marry the first spectacular
woman that had ever come into his life.

Rusty took her out to dinner that night,
and Aerial Alice winked to Cust as she
passed him before the evening show.

“ What-did you sting him for?” whis-
pered the clown.

“ Three dollars for the meal
fifty for flowers,” she replied.

“ Fine. But you can't eat the flowers.”

“ The kid wanted to get 'em for sen-
timent, an’ | took him to a florist what
said he'd give me fifty cents for 'em if
I'd bring 'em back. | took 'em back while
lie come on to the show an’ got the four
bits cash in me stocking.”

“ Good, Aley. You ought to 've been
a financier.”

“ Whatever that is;” she replied. “ I
had a father onct what callecF himself a
chicken fancier.”

“ Was he a coon?”

an’ one
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“ My father? Well, not's I know of,”
she answered.

Marx went by at that moment, and
stopped for a second to say:

“ Alice, | want to speak to you for a
minute.”

“ Here's where | get the call - down
from my regular meal-ticket.” Alice
winked to Gust. “ He ain’'t near so gen-
erous as the kid. 1'm goini to give him
the go-by.”

“ Better wait. The kid may get tired
of reachin’ into his change-pocket, an'
then you’'ll want your steady diet back
again,” cautioned Cust.

“ Not if I know it. Here's where he
gets his in bunches,” replied Alice.

Cust watched out of the corner of his
ejig while Alice and Marx talked in low,
strained voices. He knew that the woman
was living up to her word, and was tell-
ing Marx that she had a softer thing now
to take her out to meals.

When the conversation was finished,
Cust slipped back to Alice and asked:

“ What'd he say?”

“ Said a few insinuatin’ things about
vou, an’ told me he'd get even with the
kid.”

A frightened look came to Cust's eyes.

“ Better tell the kid,” he advised.

“1I'll write him a note an’ give it to
him durin’ the show. | don’t want noth-
in" to happen to him no more than you
do. He's so easy.”

Cust went on with Rusty and did their
first act, and while they were waiting for
their next entry, he told the young fel-
low to be careful of Marx. He explained
to him how the professor had tried to get
even with him on several occasions, and
sought to put Rusty on his guard.

But the boy was too much interested
in Alice’s act at that moment to hear a
word. -

A little later she slipped a note into
his hand, and he read it at his first op-
portunity.

Then, remembering Cust's advice, he
showed it to him.

The little clown read:

Darling Boy:

| see a gent with black eyes and-hair.
He's jealous of you and has swore re-
venge.

He'll do for you if he can. He's a
Spanish prince incog, with the show.

THE ARGOSY.

Don't let him get too near you. He's
got a knife in his boot-leg, and I'd hate
to hear them ring for the ambulance for
you.

Keep up your courage and don't have
no bloodshed over me if you can help it
and then if you do make it his blood.

Love to the folks—I mean, hastily,

Your own Alice.

“ Better take warnin’ from that, Rusty.
That there Marx is no joke when he gets
started,” was Cust’'s comment.

“Jealous of me!” cried Rusty.
“ Well, he's got good right to be. I'll
show him if he tries to start anything.”

“ Don’'t worry about that, but just be
careful.”

“ All right, 1 will.”

Rusty was studying the note again.

“ Ain’t she the real poet?” remarked
Cust.

“ Ah,” replied Rusty, “ the feeling is
all there. She has wonderful sentiment.
While she phrases it in a peculiar man-
ner, it is doubtless due to the fact ‘that
she has been brought up in this environ-
ment. Well, it's my chosen life, and I
will abide by it.”

“ Don’'t talk like that!” cried Cust.
“ That letter's beautiful; don't go an’ try
to make no excuses for it.”

“ Oh, it's very beautiful in her tender
care and thoughtfulness of me,” mur-
mured Rusty with a far-away look.

“ You make me tired !” cried Cust. “ |
thought you was a born clown.”

“ 1 was, until this affair came into my
life, and now | seem to have been re-
born,” replied the youth.

“ Well, you'd better get over it an’ set-
tle down to business. The manager didn’t
like your act at all to-day, an’ it's out you
go unless you take a good brace.”

“1'll be happy again when | get things
arranged to suit me. How much did you
say two people could live on?”

“ Oh, fifty dollars a week,” answered
Cust.

“ Fifty dollars! And I'm only getting
twelve. Oh, is that really true?”

“ It's the surest an’ saddest thing you
know.”

It was time for the clowns to get ready
for their fake chariot-race, which they
executed in the ring while the real char-
iot-race was being run between Professor
Marx and another driver.
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Cust dragged out the little cart in
which he sat and drove, while Rusty was
harnessed between the shafts to do his
stunt of playing four chariot horses at
once.

The doors were opened, and the two
chariot teams, of four horses each, dashed
out and made a triumphal circuit of the
ring, Marx looked grand as he bowed
to everybody.

In spite of the man’s smiling face, Cust
seemed to see something in it that resem-
bled the expression the half Spaniard had
worn the night he had attacked Cust with
the knife on the street.

It made the little clown uneasy as he
drove Rusty out into the ring and turned
his attention to the comical business of
evading the two onrushing chariots.

The chariot-race was a fixed affair in
which Marx always won, except the one
time that Cust had made him lose, to his
great chagrin.

The two chariots always started neck
and neck. They made two turns each
time they went around. The first turn
was always made by Marx, whose busi-
ness it was to cut in ahead of the other
and take the inside track, while the other
chariot would slide out of the way and
take the outer track. Then, half-way
around the circle, at the second turn,
Marx would turn out, and the other man
would cut in and take the inner track.

This was repeated at each turn, and at
the last one Marx would cut in on the
inner track and win by half a length.

The thing had been run that way ever
since it had been a feature of the circus,
and so Rusty and Cust knew just when
tp get out of the way of the plunging
horses with their little travesty on the
race.

The race was started, and the people
craned their necks as the chariots dashed
around the ring, once, twice.

Then Marx had the outside track at
the first turn, and Cust and Rusty were
near the tape, beyond the second turn,
where it was their business to jump out
of the path of the horses when Marx
swung into the inside track and vault
over the ropes into the audience.

They were in the middle of the track,
preparing to do this stunt. It was per-
fectly safe, for both of the chariots took
the inside track on the home-stretch.

But Cust was uneasy. He didn't like
the look on Marx’s face.

Just when the last turn was to be made,
when Marx should cut in and take the
pole to win the race, Cust shouted to
Rusty:

“ Make for the ropes and get out of
the way now.”

But Rusty trotted along slowly, know-
ing that there would be no danger with
Marx’'s chariot on the inside track.

But at that moment, with a wild shout
to his horses, Marx swung his team,
against the rules, into the outer track and
sped down on the two clowns like light-
ning.

“Jump! Jump!” shouted Cust.

He saw in a flash what Marx intended
to do, and would make no move till Rusty
was safe.

Rusty turned and saw the horses dash-
ing down upon him. He was stricken
powerless.

Cust reeled from his seat and jerked
his mate toward the ropes. But just at
that moment there was a sudden crash.

The off-horse caught Rusty, and he
was thrown high in the air, only to come
down before the hoofs of the plunging
horses attached to the second chariot.

Cust had been missed by a hair. He
turned abruptly, gaged the distance, then
leaped through the air and grappled Pro-
fessor Marx around the neck.

With a sudden jerk he pulled the
white-faced man from the chariot, and
the two rolled together in the sawdust,
biting and clawing, just a few feet ahead
of the insensible Rusty and right in the
path of the onrushing chariot.

CHAPTER XII,
UP AGAINST REAL LIFE.

Rusty was caught under the horses’
hoofs, and the second chariot passed over
one of his legs.

Cust and Marx fought in the sawdust,
and the four-horse team plunged madly
down upon them. They had been fright-
ened by the runaway ahead, and it was
almost impossible for their driver to
manage them.

Marx saw the chariot just in time, and
managed to roll to one side ; but, just as
the horses were plunging by, the hoof of
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the outside animal caught Marx in the
head and killed him instantly.

Cust was knocked insensible by a
slighting blow from the swinging chariot,
and a score of attendants rushed into the
ring to quiet the horses and pick up the
three bodies left on the track.

The suddenness of the tragedy had
held the people spellbound. When they
slowly recovered from the excitement,
they filed out in sorrowful procession, not
knowing how many had been killed, and
hardly realizing exactly what had hap-
pened.

Of course, they took it for an accident,
and the manager was more than anxious
that every one should consider it in that
light.

Only the little circus troupe, gathered
together in the dressing-room, knew how
the thing really occurred, and why Marx
had driven out of his course in an effort
to run down the two clowns.

Everything was said in whispers in the
dressing-room.  They all hung around
until hours after the show to hear how
Cust and Rusty were getting on. It was
known that Marx had lost his life in his
villainous attempt, and nobody sympa-
thized with him, or shed a tear over his
part in the tragedy.

“Well,” said lime. Pompon, as she
found herself alone with anxious Aerial
Alide, “ it was all your fault.”

“ My fault? What did | have to do
with it?” demanded the trapeze woman
with a worried, self-accusing look.

“ If you hadn’'t made Marx so jealous,
he would never have been driven to do
what he did.”

“ 1 didn't make him jealous. | just
bowled him out and told him where he
got off at,” answered Alice.

“ Of course,” said iompon; “ and that
made him mad, an’ then he got jealous
of the kid.”

“ Well, have it your own way. | didn’t
do it on purpose. Anybody can tell you
that.”

e There was real grief in Alice’'s tone.
The tragedy had saddened them all.

Here the manager bustled up and told
the frightened troupe to clear out, that
Cust and Rusty were about to be carried
to the ambulances waiting without.

They drew back in fright. Marx’s
body had been borne through some time

ago, and a few of them had caught -the
horrible look on his dead face. They did
not wish to see either Rusty or Cust, for
fear that they, too, might have died while
the physicians had been working over
them in a secluded part of the tent.

So, no curious faces were present when
Cust and Rusty were carried through the
dressing-room and placed in the waiting
ambulances.

As luck would have it, the show was
leaving town that night, so none of the
people had a chance to see either Cust or
Rusty, who were left behind, of course.-

It was late in the afternoon of the next
day, when both of the clowns were rested
and had recovered partially from their
excitement, that the doctors in the public
hospital allowed Cust to be wheeled into
Rusty’s room.

Rusty’s red hair stuck out with start-
ling brilliancy in contrast to the white
sheets and his almost whiter countenance.

Cust was also as pale as the powder
with which he usually covered his face
before going into the ring.

“ Mornin’, Rusty!” cried Cust as soon
as he saw his little team-mate.

“ Good morning, Cust. How are
you?” said the little fellow, looking up
happily.

“ Oh, I'm able to sit up an’ be wheeled
around,” replied Cust.

“ What is the matter with you? ” asked
Rusty anxiously.

“ Got my foot smashed when the char-
iot hit it. They took off the only toe
that was left, this morning.”

“ Heavens!” cried Rusty, wondering
at the stoic strength of his friend.

“ But that’'s all that's the matter with
me,” went on Cust with a plucky smile.
“ Geel I'm glad it weren't my fingers.”

“ But you won’t be able to do much
walking without the toes on one foot,”
cried Rusty.

“ No, | guess not,” smiled the other;
“but I'm not a tight-rope walker, so
what's the harm?”

“ It's a shame.”

“ What are you in for?” demanded
Cust suddenly, attempting to laugh.

“ The same chariot,” answered Rusty.
“ Busted my shin - bone, but the doctor
says it'll knit. See! They've got it in a
plaster cast. Busted one of my ribs, too;
but | don't hardly feel it.”
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“ Say, you're all right, kid! Here I
been talkin’ about my hard luck an’ com-
plainin’, while you lay there with a bust-
ed rib and a busted leg, an’ never said a
word about it,” enthused Cust.

Rusty smiled.

“ There's one good thing, though,” be-
gan Cust. “ I'd rather have a broken rib
than have a whole one removed from me
like Adam did, an’ have a wife made out
of it.”

The remark was too spontaneous to be
judicious. Cust regretted it the moment
he had said it, for a far-away look came
into Rusty’s eyes, and he turned to his
nurse with the question:

“ Was there any mail for me?
anybody leave a message?”

“ No,” answered the nurse: “ only the
manager said he would write to both of
you from the next town.”

“ 1 thought Aerial Alice might have
written me a note,” Rusty explained to
Cust.

“ She will, my boy;
swered the other.

They questioned the nurse about Marx,
found that he had been killed outright,
and the two little clowns fell silent for
some time.

“ Well,” remarked Cust finally, “I
guess we're up against it, Rusty. But
we'll make the best of it. The show’s
gone on without us, an' it'll be a long
time before we can earn any money.”

“ Yes, and | did so want to earn some,”
said Rusty.

“ Oh, well,” Cust rejoined cheerily,
“ we'll think up some good stunts while
we're lying around here, an’ go back to
the circus twice as clever as we were be-
fore.”

“ Do you think the manager will take
us back after all this?” inquired Rusty.

Cust had hoped that this question
would not be asked, for he knew that the
manager had learned the extent of their
injuries and would fill their places in the
next town.

“1 don’'t know, Rusty,”
slowly.

The same far-away look came into
Rusty’s eyes again. It was clear that he
was thinking of Aerial Alice, and won-
dering if he would ever get back to the
show with her.

For a long time neither of them spoke.

Did

she will,” an-

he replied

Then Rusty reached his hand over and
pressed the palm of the little clown.

“ Say, Cust,” he murmured slowly, “ |
thought you said there wasn’t any Tragedy
in life.”

The little clown’s'lips trembled, his
eves skipped from Rusty’s, and he passed
a hand quickly over his feverish face.

“ There ain’'t, Rusty! There ain’'t!”
he cried suddenly, the ghost of a smile
flickering on his lips.

“ 1 wish | had your nerve,” returned
the young fellow.

“1I'm— I'm glad you haven't,” replied
Cust slowly.

They tried to cheer each other for some
time. The efforts were laudible, but the
results were not great.

It was a rather sad outlook. Neither
had any money, except the small amount
due them from the manager. Rusty had
lost the company of Aerial Alice, and
Cust was sure that neither of them would
get back to work that season.

“ Well, boy,” said Cust as it grew late,
and he knew they would soon wheel him
back to his own room, “ keep a stiff upper
lip, an’ always remember that life's a
comic-opera.”

“ But tragedy creeps in once in a

while.”

“Yes, once—" Cust's eyes became
vague. Then Ms mouth twitched with a
jerk. “ No, never. There ain’'t no trag-

edy in this life at all.”

At that moment an attendant entered
and carefully wheeled Cust back into his
own room.

“ See you in the morning,” said Cust,
as he left.

Rusty sang out a cheerful good-by,
then buried his head in the pillow and
wept, the picture of Aerial Alice before
his swimming eyes.

When Cust was back in his own bed
he did not exactly cry, but it was as close
to it as the little clown ever came. Be-
fore his mental gaze was the picture of
failure. With one disabled foot, he could
never hope to be much of a clown again.

Cust was growing old, and he knew it.
He could picture himself without a cent,
and with nothing to cheer him in his old

gihen he got the upper hand of his
troubles again, and began humming a
little clown song that he remembered.
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“ Life's an aquatic meet,” he muttered
suddenly. “ Some swim, some float, some
back-water, and the rest sink,”

CHAPTER XIII.
> NEWS AT LAST.

- Two weeks had passed since the trag-
edy. Both Cust and Rusty were anxious
for news from the company, but none
came.

They had put in the time trying to en-
courage each other. Both were doing
nicely. Cust had taken care of himself
so'well that his foot had healed, and he
was able to limp about a little.

Rusty was still in bed, though his leg
and rib were knitting well.

No news reached them from the com-
pany until two weeks after the tragedy.

Cust opened his letter from the man-
ager. It was the one he had been wait-
ing for anxiously.

Fifteen dollars dropped from the en-
velope. Cust shoved the money in his
pocket, and then read the note:

My dear Cust:

Sorry you've had so much trouble.

I enclose one week’s =salary, although
you did not finish the week with us.

Your place is filled, and J'm sorry to
say there’ll be nothing for you next
season, if you get around in that time.

The death of Marx opened any eyes to
the way you people have been quarrel-
ing, and I'm weeding out that kind of
stock in my company. We haven't time
for fights.

, Good luck,
D. Ettenbepg.

Cust forced a smile as he read the man-
ager’s .sprawling signature. Then _he
bravely whistled: “ It's all goin’ out"an’
there’s nothin’ coming in.”

Turning to Rusty, for they were occu-
pying the same room now, Cust inquired :

“ What's your mail, boy?”

“ Note from the manager,
my week’s salary.”

“ Let's see it,” requested Cust.

“ The salary or the note?”

“ The note. 1'd get nervous if | put
my fingers on so much money all at once.”

Rusty handed over the letter, and Cust
glanced at it, to find that it was almost
identical with the one he had received.

enclosing

“Well, | guess we're up against it,
boy,” he observed.

“ Yes— l—that is—” Rusty answered
mechanically, his eyes glued on the other
letter that had come for him.

“ It's from her? At last? ” cried Cust.

“ Yes. Read it!”

Rusty threw the letter over to Cust
and collapsed on his pillow, his face
turned from the clown.

Cust read the following, on lavender
note-paper, scented with Jockey Club:

OxCE DEAREST BOY -

| regret that our late lamented love
came to such an untimely end.

I was just beginning to enjoy you and
yours, when you were shatched from
my arms, so to.speak, and carried to the
hospital on a stretcher.

| told you to be careful of our mu-
tually dead friend. 1 knew he would do
for you if he could. He did.

The show has been getting along fine
without you.

It is very sad for me to think what
might have been.

All, well, boy, | will rake up no more
dead ashes.

The manager says he is sending you
your salary to-day.

There was a hat in the town where
you are that | seen and liked very much
while 1 was there.

| intended to have it, but you was
taken off so sudden | didn't get around
to it
. It was in that store next to where you
bought the flowers for me. 'lIt was in
the window, and priced at $9.50.

| need a hat, although | have plenty
of other clothes.

I regret all that has happened, and
sincerely wish it hadn't You were a
good boy while you lasted.

Aerial Alice.

P. S—Here’'s my address, should you
wish to send any slight token of your
esteem.

P. S—It was the hat with the span-
gles. The new waste-basket shape.

P. S—I mean—peach-basket shape.

Cust looked over at Rusty. He had an
appreciative smile on his little face, and
wanted to say something the worst way,
which was usually the way Cust chose
to say things.

“Ain't it sad, Rusty?” began the
down, seeing nothing but the back of his
partner’s head.
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" Which part? ”

“The whole thing;
about the hat.”

Rusty rolled over and looked steadily
at Cust for some minutes before he spoke.

“ Say,” he began suddenly, “ I think
you came closer to having the right dope
on Aerial Alice than | did.”

“ Blinded by love. That was your
great trouble.”

“ | seem to see it a good deal different-
ly now,” answered the young fellow.
“ Yet her love for me was the real thing.
She has a great fund of affection.”

“ Yes,” replied Cust, with a twinkle.
“ 1've noticed myself that she’s awful af-
fected.”

Rusty grinned. Just then he caught
sight of the letters Cust had received.

“Who'd you hear from?” asked the
young fellow.

“ Oh, I'd forgot. | got a letter from
the manager like yours, an’ one here |
haven’'t opened yet.”

“ Open it, and let's see who it's from.”

Cust tore the enclosure open, drew out
and read the following epistle:

but especially

Dear Cust:

I'm mighty sorry you've dropped out
of the show. You're the best friend I
had here, and things ain't as nice since
you've been gone. But it's swell not to
have Marx around any more.

| hope you get along all right. | en-
close a five-spot to help out. It's all |
can spare, but | know you need it a darn
sight more than | do.

Us old-stagers, like you and me and
Aerial Alice, understands what real life
is, don't we?

Well, | hope these few lines will find
you well, and that you'll not get to cut-
tin' up in the hospital. Leave that to
the doctors, Cust.

I hope we'll hitch up in the same com-
pany again, some time, and for the sake
of old friendship, I hope the accident
will knock a little sense into your fool-
ish head, Cust.

Remember me to the kid.
right. But a little too serious.

Aerial Alice has got another sucker
to take his place, and all she regrets is,
that the new kid is gettin’ only ten, while
Rusty was gettin’ twelve.

Two dollars seems to make a lot of
difference to Aley in her old age. Good
luck, Cust. Your old friend,

Mme. Pompox.

He's all

Without a word, Cust threw the letter
over to Rusty, having carefully extracted
the five-dollar bill and added it to the
manager’s fifteen.

Rusty read it slowly, and then lay star-
ing into space for a few minutes after
finishing it.

11 Say, Cust,” he shouted suddenly, “ I
was a "fool!”

" Was? " repeated the clown,
marked emphasis.

“ Yes, was and am and always will be.
I never thought I'd have the. wool-pulled
over my eyes like that. Why, here I've
been worrying for two weeks because |
didn’'t hear from Aerial Alice, and all
the time she’s been running around with
another sucker. | guess | must have
looked like a good thing to her.”

“ Oh, yes. You looked big to Alice.”

“ But I see it all now,” went on Rusty.
“ All she saw in me was what those X-ray
eyes of hers detected in my pocket.”

“ 1'hat's the surest and saddest thing
you know,” replied Cust.

“1 wish 1'd have taken ~our advice
earlier. | couldn’t ever see what you
meant by a mournful clown. | was too
far gone over Alice.”

“I'm glad you're beginning to wake
up now. Maybe, after a while, | can
convince you that there ain’t no tragedy
in this here life,” said Cust.

“ Well, I'm not quite ready for that.
But it's beginning to look a little more
like it every day. Say, wasn't that a
frightful letter of Alice’'s? She isn't
even clever. The way she slapped on
all that business about the new hat. |
wonder if she thinks I'm a fool ?”

“ | thought for a time she’d found you
out,” replied Cust, with a grin.

“ How much longer will we be in this
place?” asked Rusty suddenly.

with

‘“Oh, | don't know. Three or four
weeks, | guess.”
“ Gee! | want to get out of here.”

“ What's the hurry?.”

“ 1I'm just beginning to wake up, that's
all. 1've been fooled on another thing
just the same as | was fooled on Aerial
Alice.”

“ What's that?”

“ Circus life!” cried Rusty. “ It
isn't what it's cracked up to be. Look at
you. Here you are, down and out, with-
out a cent in the world.”
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“ I've got twenty dollars! ” cried Cust
enthusiastically.

“Yes, but what's twenty dollars?
You're more bf a fool than you make up
to be, Cust. You're getting old. Your
foot's on the blink. You're tired out.
You've done- your life’'s work. Life is
all a comic-opera, as you say, but only
up to a certain point.”

“ Why this sudden burst into Fourth
of July oratory? ”

“ Oh, | don’'t know.
of seeing the tragic side of
swered Rusty.

“ The tragic side?” repeated Cust.

“ Yes, that's about all I've seen since
I've .been with vou; and I'm getting sick
of it.”

I guess I'm sick
life,” an-

CHAPTER XIV.

TWENTY DOLLARS AND AN IDEA.

A month later Cust and Rusty were
discharged from the hospital.

They had twenty dollars left between
them, having purchased some extras.

Their plans had been made for weeks.
Rusty had recovered from his despond-
ent spell, and the two clowns had begun
to look on the sunny side of life again.

Together they had worked out a clever
stunt called “ The Talking Camel.”

Cust was something of a ventriloquist,
and they had hit upon the notion that if
they could get a circus camel and lead it
around the ring, after advertising it as
a talking camel, that it would make a hit
with the audience. Cust was to use his
knowledge of the art of ventriloquism,
so that his voice would appear to come
from the camel, while Rusty was to walk
alongside and work the camel’'s mouth
with a couple of concealed strings, so
that it would appear as though the camel
itself were really talking.

The season was almost over, but they
figured that the camel act would make a
hit and reinstate them with some com-
pany.

So Cust and Rusty started out with
twenty dollars and an idea to try to make
good.

They spent half, their money in car
fare to the neatest town where there was
a circus.

There they managed to get a try-out,

but the act was not big enough to warrant
the manager in taking on two clowns
when the season was almost over.

They felt rather down in the mouth
over their failure; but each cheered up
the other, and they went on to the next
circus.

Their money was gone while they were
still fifty miles from the show.

From necessity they took to walking
the ties. On account of Cust’s maimed
foot their progress was slow; but they
stuck to it with determination, ‘and plod-
ded along for a whole day.

That night they had nothing to eat.
It was real life they were living now.
Everything had seemed cheerful when
they left the hospital, but suddenly the
whole world had turned against them.

They stopped in that night to get a
little rest at a small railroad station, and
both seemed disgusted and clown in the
mouth.

Cust sat staring at the wall opposite
him, while Rusty’s head slumped down
on his chest and he fixed his gaze on the
floor.

Cust’'s eyes encountered a placard in
large print on the wall in front of him.
He read it slowly, and then fell to
musing.

“ Rusty, we've got to find somethin’,”
he remarked presently. “ We're almost
down an’ out. For the first- time in my
life I'm beginnin’ to see the tragic side.
If it weren't for this blame foot of mine,
I think | could stand things all right.”

“If it weren't for a certain notion |
had,” replied Rusty, “ we wouldn’t have
to worry now.”

Cust had noticed that his partner had
made similar remarks several times. But
he could never understand.

“ Your nerve is all that's been keeping
me up, Cust,” said the young fellow
slowly. “ If it hadn’'t been for you, I'd
have given up long ago and gone back.”

“ Back where?”

“ Where | came from.”

“ And where's that? ”

“ Oh, never mind. Let's forget it.” -

Cust’s eyes again settled on the poster
in front of him.

“ Gee! | wish | had luck like some
people have,” said Cust slowly.

“ You're beginning to lose your nerve.”

“Yes, | am. | admit it,” answered
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Cust. “ I'm just beginning to get a no-
tion of what the tragic side of life is.
I'm just beginning to think that 1I'd
rather see you a butcher, a baker, or even
an undertaker, before 1'd see you put in
all your life in this here circus business.
It’'s a hard life, an’ what chance have you
got when you get down an’ out, like
me? ”

“ Oh, cheer up!” cried Rusty, trying
to convince himself. “ Life's all a comic-

opera.”

“Yes, maybe so. But it's hard on
some of us. It's beginnin’ to seem hard
to me. I've been sittin’ here lookin' at

that sign there for the last half-hour.”

“ What does it say? ” asked Rusty, not
taking the trouble to look up.

“ It's got the figures $5,000 staring me
right in the eyes.”-

“ Five thousand dollars! That's a
lot! ” cried Rusty. “ If we had that, we
could get a job without much trouble.”

“ 1 should say yes,” grinned Cust.
“ 1 could live the rest of my life on that,
an’ never have to work again.”

He glowed with a strange enthusiasm
as he thought of having that amount of
money and never having to go back to
the ring.

“ What's the five thousand for?”
asked Rusty. “ Maybe we can get it.”

“ It says ‘$5,000 Reward,” ” replied
Cust. “ | haven't got past that yet. The
big amount of money attracted my atten-
tion.”

“What's the reward for?” asked
Rusty, glancing up, and following the
direction of Cust’s eyes to the sign.

“ It says, ‘ $5,000 reward for informa-
tion leading to the discovery of the
whereabouts of James Clarence Tilling-
hast, a young man of—"'"

“ Why, what's the matter with you?”
cried Cust, breaking off and looking at
Rusty, who had jumped from his seat
and rushed toward the sign.

Rusty turned. His face was crimson.

“ What's the matter? ” demanded Cust.

“ Fm James Tillinghast. That's all.”

Cust dropped back to his seat, limp.

Rusty read the sign. It described him
exactly, and told of his sudden disap-
pearance from home, suggesting that he
might have been kidnaped or have run
away from home to go on the stage.

There was nothing about his being

with a circus; evidently his family had
never considered that as a possibility.

“ Tell me about it, Rusty,” cried Cust,
beginning to understand.

“ 1 haven't much to tell,” replied the
young fellow slowly. “ My family treat-
ed me well; too well, almost. But they
made me go around with servants all the
time, and wouldn’t let me do a thing for
myself, t wanted to get out into the
world and do some real work. Make a
living for myself. | never thought of
running away. | would never have done
that.

“ But the afternoon of the circus |
managed to slip off without anybody
knowing | was going there, for they
wouldn’t ever let me go to such a place;
besides, it was ten miles from my home
town, and they'd never let me go even
that distance alone.”

He stopped for breath, and Cust stared
at him in wonder, with drooping jaw.

“ Well, then,” went on Rusty, “|I
jumped over the ropes and did that stunt
with the elephant. | had learned that at
a gymnasium, and | was carried away
with the excitement and all. You know
the rest. | was taken on with the show,
and never had a chance to realize that |
was running away— | liked the work and

you so well. 1I'm just beginning to real-
ize all 1've missed. | think I'd like to
go home.”

The young fellow broke down for the
first time, and Cust held him as he would
a child of his own.

“ Well, you'd better go home then,
Rusty,” he said slowly, sadly, realizing
what it would mean to him to be left to
continue the journey alone.

“ But you must come, too,” cried
Rusty, brightening.
“ No, no,” smiled Cust. “ They might

not like the company you've been keep-
in’. Besides, rich folks aren’t in my line.
They wouldn’t like my looks.”

“You'll come, whether you want to
or not, and whether they like you or not,”
cried Rusty.

“ No,” said Cust. “ I'll go on alone.”

“You will not. Listen! I've got an
idea. My father wants me to come home;
I want to go home, and you want five
thousand dollars. The idea is simple.
You take me home and you get the five
thousand.”
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“ But that wouldn’t be honest, when
you can go home alone and save your
father that.”

“He won't miss it, and he'll be so
glad to get me back that it won't make
any difference. Come on! Let's get
started.”

Rusty did a handspring toward the
door, and Cust jumped up and followed
him.

They walked along the tracks with new
energy. Cust was his old self again.

“ Didn’'t | tell you life was all to the
merry, Rusty,” he smiled, as he thought
of the possibilities of that five thousand
dollars.

“Yes, and | didn't doubt it for a min-
ute until we had such hard luck, and
when that tragedy came in and turned
things upside down.”

“ Tragedy ! ” cried Cust. “ There ain't
no such thing in the world. You was the
mournful clown for a minute when you
was in love .with Aerial Alice, but that
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was only near-tragedy. You're all right
now.”

“Sure | am. | believe you.
no tragedy in life.”

“ Unless the old man spanks you when
you get home,” Cust reminded him.

“ There’'s no danger of that,” replied
Rusty. “ He’'ll be so glad to see me that
he won't have time to find fault.”

And so it turned out. Rusty’s father
welcomed the boy and insisted on paying
the five thousand dollars to the clown in
spite of the latter’s objections.

With the money Cust bought a little
shop, where he spent the remainder of
his life, selling and renting wigs and cos-
tumes for masquerades.

Cust found it a great deal more agree-
able than turning handsprings with his
damaged foot; and he lived to dandle
Rusty’s children on his knee and teach
them little jokes of a practical nature,
which were the only kind Cust could ever
fully appreciate.

END.

There's

Canvasback Ducks.

SMILEY.

The Odd Conditions Governing a Rich Man’s Legacy, and
the Still Stranger Circumstances Under Which It Was Won.

ROUND a massive mahogany cen-
ter-table in the sumptuously ap-
pointed library of the late lamented
James .Graham, founder, and until his
demise the permanent president of the
Abbottsville Hunt Club, sat the ten sur-
viving members. They were listening
breathlessly to the discourse of a legal-
looking gentleman, who stood at the far
end of the table. .
“ And in this codicil,” he was saying,
“ Mr. GraHam sets down that on Octo-
ber the twenty-eighth, the anniversary of
the founding of the club, this house, his
late residence, shall be thrown open to
the members for the purpose of holding
a baiiquet commemorative of the event;
and he further stipulates that one of the
courses served at this banquet shall con-
sist of at least four canvasback ducks, to
be acquired by a member of the club

within the boundaries of the county, the
said possessor to be considered host of
the occasion, and, to quote the exact
words of the codicil, las a reward for
his enterprise and energy | do hereby
give and bequeath to said member my
home, known as Spreading Oaks, consist-
ing of one twenty-room brick-and-stone
house, together with entire contents, three
hundred acres of land under cultivation,
barns, outbuildings, implements, live
stock, and all other appurtenances in use
on said permises, to have and to hold the
same, his heirs and assigns forever.’”
The lawyer paused and looked around
at the faces of the ten members. He
smiled satirically as he noted on nine of
them a ludicrous mixture of dismay and
baffled greed. He knew what was pass-
ing through the minds of those well-
groomed, prosperous merchants.
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The face of the tenth member ex-
pressed nothing at all. Unlike the others,
he was roughly dressed; his .patched
trousers were tucked into heavy felt
boots, his shirt was collarless and open
at the throat, and his face was covered
with a scraggly beard.

He was sitting a little apart from the
others, deeply lounged in his chair, his
teeth gripped grimly on a stubby cob
pipe, and his eyes gazing off into space
with a vacancy that bespoke a seemingly
utter disregard of what was going on.

“ 1 believe that is about all, gentle-
men,” concluded the lawyer, gathering
up his papers.

“ Wait a minute, Dennison,” spoke up
Mr. Beuel, the clothing merchant; “ why
haven't we been informed of this thing
before? Here it is October twenty-first,
with the anniversary only a week off, and
Graham has been buried for six months.”

“ These are the instructions he left,”
answered the lawyer. *“ You were to be
kept in ignorance of the existence of this
codicil until to-day, when | was instruct-
ed to have you meet here and make you
fully acquainted with its contents. Mr.
Graham evidently believed that a week
would be sufficient for yjju to fulfil the
requirements of the hunting contest— if,
indeed, it can be so termed.”

He added this last with a suggestion of
amused sarcasm in his tone.

“ And if we fail to procure the ducks
within the stipulated time, what then?”
asked Mr. Carson, the druggist.

“ In that case provision has been made
for another disposal of the property. |
have reasons to think, however, that there
is but small probability of a failure.”

The lawyer's glance shifted to the
tenth member, who still sat apparently
lost in reverie. The eyes of the other
members followed the lawyer’s, their ex-
pressions denoting mingled envy and
hatred.

“ See here, Dennison, Joe Beam isn't
eligible to enter this contest, is he? ” Mr.
Beuel spoke quickly, as if the thought
had just occurred to him.

“Why not?” asked the lawyer in ap-
parent surprise. “ Isn’t Mr. Beam a
member ?”

“ Why, | never considered him as such.
He has always acted in the capacity of
general roustabout and man of all work.

3 A

| don’'t think he was ever properly en-
rolled as a member.”

Without so much as a glance at the
speaker, the tenth member rose leisurely
from his chair and stepped across the
room to an elaborate. gun - case that
adorned the north wall of the library.
He took therefrom a beautiful English
shotgun and began to examine it, affec-
tionately caressing the polished stock
with his rough hand.

“ Of course he never was,” put in an-
other man. “ Mr. Graham took him in
because of his intimate knowledge of the
hunting - districts. He never paid any
dues, and was considered merely an hon-
orary member. We won't consider him

as eligible.”
“ | greatly fear that you will have to,”
smiled Mr. Dennison. “ Mr. Graham

distinctly mentions him in the codicil as
a member.”

The others, who had begun to look
hopeful, resumed their expressions of
gloom at this intelligence; while the law-
yer, still smiling sardonically, gathered
up his papers and departed.

Mr. Beuel promptly addressed the rest
of the gathering.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ this won’t do
at all. If this loafer is permitted to
enter the contest, there won't be a ghost
of a show for us, and—"

The speaker paused abruptly as the
tenth member turned slowly from his in-
spection of the gun-case and fixed him
with a steely glitter in his eye.

“You referrin’ ter me?” he inquired
with a slow drawl.

“ 1 am,” replied Mr. Beuel bruskly.

“ Which bein’ the case, | reckon | got
a few remarks ter make. | dunno what
you fellows ’'low to do erbout this here
affair, but I'll tell you a few things | do
know: Me an’ Jim Graham was pards.
We hunted this here district over ter-
gether for weeks at a stretch, stomped
tergether, an’ et tergether an’' slept ter-
gether an’ were as close tergether as two
men could be who wa'n’'t brothers—meb-
be a leetle more so,” and he glanced
meaningly at the Merrett twins.

“ Me an’ Jim was erbout the only ac-
tive members o’ the club,” he went on.
“ 1 alius went erlong with him, whereas
there ain’'t one o' you ever went more'n
twice, an’ that fer two reasons: first, that
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you was too all-fired wrapped up in your
business to spare the time; an’ second, be-
cause when Jim found out what dum
fools you was when it come ter shootin’
he wouldn’t have you erlong, nohow.

“ Jim organized this here club because
he was a sportsman an’ wanted ter work
up a ieetle enthusiasm, an’ you all j’ined
because he was rich an’ owned prop’ty,
an’ you thunk you'd cater ter him that
a way. You never paid no dues no more'n
me, fer you know that Jim made this
club a free proposition an’ paid fer' the
expenses out o' his own pocket. If
they'd been any dues ter pay, you
wouldn’'t 'a’ j'ined — you're too dum
stingy fer that.

“ Now, the p’int is that | be a mem-
ber, an’ | aim ter have my rights. I'm
goin’ after them duck ; an’, if | get 'em,
you'll find me an’ the wife ready ter
serve 'em up to you at Jim Graham's
house a week from ter-night. You've
got the privilege ter go out an’ hunt fer
‘'em. same’'s me; an’ you'd stand a dum
sight better show if you'd paid some at-
tention to Jim while he was alive an’
helped him to make his club a success,
'stead o' a fizzle. Thet's all | got ter
say.”

Joe picked up his hat and strode from
the room, while his audience gazed after
him in speechless amazement. These
financial magnates of a small town were
not accustomed to being addressed in this
manner.

Mr. Beuel was the first to recover him-
self.

“ Gentlemen,” he cried, “ this won’t
do at all. We all know that Joe Beam
is a lazy, worthless loafer, but he’s the
best hunter in this section. If he enters
the contest, it will mean, in- my mind,
that he will become undisputed owner
of this magnificent property, inasmuch
as Mr. Graham had no living relatives
to contest it. We must prevent his par-
ticipating in the thing.”

“ 1 suggest.” said one of the Merrett
twins, “ that we elect a new president,
and then proceed with this matter in a
businesslike manner.”

“ That's right 1” chorused the others.

Half an hour later, when the meeting
broke up, Mr. Beuel had been elected
president of the Abbottsville Hunt Club,
to succeed the late lamented James Gra-

ham, and by a unanimous vote Joe Beam
had been dropped from the roll.

For the next week business life in Ab-
bottsville was chaotic. The nine leading
merchants of the town departed early
and returned late, each armed with a
shotgun and enough ammunition to sup-
ply a regiment.

They thoroughly ransacked, as they be-
lieved, every nook and cranny of the
county that might hold a canvasback
duck, and they shot at everything that
wore wings to be certain they were losing
no opportunity of acquiring the game
they sought.

Water-fowl were plentiful in that sec-
tion. and they brought in innumerable
mud-hens, hell-divers, and occasionally a
real duck, but never the canvasback.

When the seventh and last day arrived
most of the members had given up in de-
spair, and had returned to their places of
business.

“I'm no hunter,” Mr. Beuel acknowl-
edged to his friends. “ I am a business
man, and shall henceforth confine my ef-
forts to that vocation and leave the other
to Joe Beam and his ilk.”

Joe had not been seen since the first
day of the week, when he had been ob-
served going south of the town with his
dogs and hunting outfit. The story of
the contest had become town gossip, al-
though the members had not divulged the
fact that Joe had been dropped from the
club. As it was generally conceded that
he was the only one of them all who
stood a chance of winning the magnifi-
cent prize, the interest was naturally cen-
tered in the result of his trip.

About noon of the seventh day he sud-
denly appeared on Main Street, his gun
slung under his arm and a grain-sack
over his shoulder, followed by his dogs.
He was promptly surrounded by a curi-
ous crowd, among them Mr. Beuel,

“ How did you come out, Joe? ” some
one asked.

“ Hoofed out,” was the laconic reply.

“ Did you get the ducks? ”

For an answer, Joe unslung the sack
from his shoulder and dumped the con-
tents out on the sidewalk. They were
four plump canvasback ducks!
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The crowd at once broke into congrat-
ulations—all but Mr. Beuel, who eyed
the ducks greedily, groaning inwardly.
Suddenly an idea struck him.

“ Joe,” he said, “ come over to the
store a minute. | want to talk to you.”

“ What erbout? ” asked the hunter sus-
piciously, at the same time replacing the
ducks.

“ A' little riiatter in connection with the
club. Something you should know at
once. Come along,” and, seizing the re-
luctant man by the arm, he hurried him
over to the store and into the little back
office.

- There Joe learned, for the first time,
that he was not a member of the club.

“ It wasn't any of my doings, Joe,”
Beuel assured him. “ They voted on the
question, and it resulted in a ballot of
eight to one in favor of dropping you.
I was the only one who voted for you.”

He felt safe in making this statement,
although he knew it to be untrue.

For a moment the hunter seemed
stunned by the news; and then, without a
word, he picked up his sack and gun and
started to leave.

“ See here, Joe,” Beuel interposed,
“ what will you take for those ducks?
They are worth only the market price to
you now; but, if you care to sell, I'll give
you fifty dollars.”

Joe turned slowly with his hand on the
door-knob and shot a withering glance at
the merchant.

“If you offered fifty thousand, it
wouldn’t do no good. Them duck ain’t
fer sale. It was a low-down trick you
fellers played on me, an’ | think you had
as much to do with it as the others. You
needn’'t pose as no saint ter me. | know
you. I'm goin’ ter see Lawyer Dennison
erbout this here proceedin’s,” and with
that he passed out, slammed the door in
the face of the astonished Beuel, and
strode angrily out of the store and across
to the lawyer’s office.

When he apprised Mr. Dennison of the
state of affairs that gentleman became
suddenly very grave and thoughtful.

“ This is too bad, Joe,” he said finally.
“ 1 am afraid you have lost out, which is
extremely unfortunate, as Mr. Graham
was confident that you would win the
prize if any one did. He was greatly at-
tached to you.

“ He knew that you were the only
hunter in the crowd, outside of himself,
and that the others stood no show of win-
ning even wej-e they given a year in
which to shoot the ducks. He was ex-
ceedingly bitter over their lack of inter-
est in the club he had tried so hard to
make a success. Knowing their parsimo-
nious natures, he chose this method of
rubbing it into them, as “you might say,
positive that your superior marksmanship
would win the day for you.

“ 1 am sure that he did not anticipate
any such move as this on their part,
otherwise he would have taken proper
precautions to prevent it. So confident
was he that you would win that he made
provisions for another disposal of the
property, should you fail to get the game.
He did this merely as a blind, to mislead
the other members, for he did not think
there was the remotest chance of your
failing to shoot the ducks.

“ As it stands now, however, you are
out of the contest for good and all, so far
as | can see, unless you can induce the
others to reinstate you, which isn’'t at all
likely.”

“ It ain't the prop’'ty I'm feelin’ bad
erbout so much as it is gittin’ kicked out
o’ the club, Mr, Dennison,” drawled Joe.
“ 1 was mighty proud o’ bein’ a member
o' Jim Graham’s club, an’ I done my best
ter make it interestin’ fer him. 1 know
how he'd feel if he knowed the way
they've treated me.”

“ Yes, | know how you feel, Joe,” said
Mr. Dennison kindly; “ but 1 don't see
that it can be helped now. All you can
do is to grin and make the best of a bad
bargain. What do you intend doing with
the ducks?”

“ 1 dunno,”
“ 1 stomped over the hull
fer 'em.”

“ Why don’t you raffle them off to the
other members? They will jump at the
opportunity. You can charge high for
the chances and clean up a snug sum.”

At first, Joe would not listen to the
scheme; but the lawyer urged and plead-
ed, until finally he agreed that perhaps it
was the best plan under the circum-
stances.

When he left the office he returned to
Beuel’s store and informed the merchant
of his intention.

answered Joe gloomily.
dum county,
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“1'll come down to the Roister Hotel
at seven o’clock to-night an’ pull off the
raffle, an’ there won’t be no one in it but
the members. You be there. I'll let the
rest know.”

1.

AXx the hour set the nine members were
congregated at the hotel, and ten minutes
later Joe appeared with the grain-sack
over his shoulder and accompanied by
his son, a fifteen-year-old lad.

The landlord opened up the sample-
room for their use, and Joe at once pro-
ceeded to business.

“ | got the hull thing figgered out,” he
informed them. *“ | fetched my boy er-
long ter do the cipherin’; | ain't very
strong on that. | got four canvasback
duck in that sack, an’ they go to the one
0’ you that holds the lucky number; an’
that won’t be me.”

“ How many chances are there to be? ”
asked Mr. Carson anxiously.

“ They ain’t no limit on 'em.” Joe an-
swered with a malicious grin. “ We got
two thousand tickets made out now, an’
enough blanks fer as many more if nec-
essary. | will sell a million if | can.”

There was a chorus of expostulation at.

this; but Joe was obdurate, and informed
them that unless they conformed to his
methods he would call the whole thing
off and go home.

“ An’ they's another condition | ain't
mentioned,” he informed them. *“ Be-
fore this here raffle proceeds, you gotter
put me back into the club. | was mighty
proud o' bein’ a member, an’ Jim was
proud o' me being in it— a dum sight
more’'ll he was any o' you fellers—an’ |
don’t like the idee o’ bein’ ousted out this
way. I'll raffle off them duck, all right:
an’ one o’ you'll get 'em, an’ not me; but
before you do, you gotter put it down in
Wiltin’ that I'm a member o’ Jim Gra-
ham'’s club fer all time.”

After some discussion among them-
selves the members agreed to this, and
quickly drew up a paper reinstating Joe,
which was signed by all of them.

The hunter promptly despatched his
son to the lawyer’s office with the docu-
ment to be assured that it was all right,
and when the boy returned with the in-
formation that it was he started the
raffle.

“ The tickets are now on sale,” he told
them. *“ Cost yer one dollar each.”

“1'll take five hundred!” cried Mr.
Beuel promptly.

“ Wait a minute,” interposed Mr. Car-
son. “ There's no sense in our putting so
much money into this thing. Beam has
been reinstated in the club, and we can
nowjorce him to do as he has agreed. The
fact that he has not settled on any stip-
ulated number of chances is really in our
favor, for we don’t need to buy but one
each. That will give us all an equal
chance at the cost of only one dollar
each.”

At first, Joe appeared to be non-
plused at this turn of affairs, but he
quickly recovered himself and grinned
slowly.

“ 1 might 'a’ expected that you cata-
mounts would spring some low - down
trick on me 'fore we got through,” he ob-
served. “ You seem ter catch me at every
turn. But I'm game; go ahead an’ buy
yer chances, gentlemen.”

In ten minutes it was all over, and
Mr. Beuel had drawn the lucky number.

He glanced at his watch, and then ad-
dressed the crestfallen losers.

“ 1 must have that dinner on the table
before midnight in order to fulfil the
conditions of this contest,” he informed
them. “ It is now past nine, and | will
have to hurry. I'll phone my wife and
have her go right up to Graham'’s house,
and we will have the duck roasted and
ready to serve by eleven-thirty.”

He seized the sack containing the
ducks and hurried out to the telephone,
while Joe pocketed his nine dollars and
silently departed follosved by his son.

V.

At the urgent request of Mr. Beuel,
the other members accompanied him to
the Graham household, where they were
admitted by Mrs. Whiting, the house-
keeper, who had had charge of the house
since Mr. Graham’'s demise. They were
joined shortly by Mrs. Beuel and two
servants, who took charge of the sack,
and at once adjourned to the Kitchen,
while the club members settled down in
the library’ to await the banquet.

They had hardly seated themselves,
however, when an wuproar from the
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kitchen caused them to start up again.
A second later Mrs. Beuel appeared.

“ What sort of a joke is this?” she
indignantly demanded.

“ Joke,, my dear! ” said Mr. Beuel be-
wilderedlv. “ What do you mean?”
“You come with me, and I'll

you,” answered his excited spouse.

She led the way back to the kitchen,
followed by her mystified husband and
his guests. There she pointed dramatic-
ally at the table.

“You tell me what those mean!”
exclaimed.

Arrayed in a row on the table lay four
weather-beaten wooden decoy ducks, each
with a narrow strip of canvas glued to
its back.

“ Where — where’d you get those?”
gasped Mr. Beuel.

“Why, out of the sack, of course;
where’d you suppose? ”

For a moment every one*was absolute-
ly speechless; then a low chuckle from
one of the members snapped the tension,
and instantly all the guests burst into up-
roarious laughter.

“ Canvasback ducks!”
slapping each other on the back.
vasback ducks!”

Mr. Beuel did not join in the merri-
ment. He seemed to be on the verge of
apoplexy.

“ Why — why — that miserable scoun-
drel !'” he finally exploded, and then sub-
sided again because he was utterly at a
loss what to say, do, or think.

After a moment he collected his wits
enough to realize that time was precious.
Unless he had those ducks on the table
before midnight he would forfeit the
prize.

“ That man Beam thinks he’s turned a
clever trick on me,” he said; “ but it isn’t
going to work. Now, you go right into
the library and my wife will entertain
myou while | go down to his house and
get those ducks. This is a swindle, and 1|
can undoubtedly scare him into giving
them up.”

Mr. Beuel thrust the decoys back into
the sack, and dashed from the house and
away in the direction of Joe’'s humble
domicile, half a mile distant.

He had hardly departed when a figure,
with features concealed by a slouch-hat
pulled over his face, stole silently up to

show

she

they howled,
“ Can-

the kitchen-window and peered in cau-
tiously.

The room was empty. The guests had
evidently followed their host's instruc-
tions, and the two servants had also dis-
appeared, probably to the housekeeper’s
room, to laugh over and enjoy the un-
looked-for situation. S

The figure stepped back into the
shadow of a small spruce-tree apd gave
a low whistle. A minute later it was
joined by another figure, bearing a large
market - basket, closely covered with a
cloth. Silently they stole around to the
rear of the house and entered at the back
door.

V.

H a1+ an hour later Mr. Beuel rushed
into the house from a fruitless visit to
Joe’s home, which he had found dark and
deserted.

There was no one in the library, and
calling loudly for his wife, he hurried
through to the dining - room. Here he
stopped in startled amazement.

Around the long table were seated his
wife and eight guests, all of them looking
very meek and very much subdued. At
one end sat Mrs. Joseph Beam, radiant,
but somewhat confused in her unusual
surroundings. At the other end stood
Mr. Joseph Beam, his face set and grim
and his eyes glinting with a determina-
tion that was not to be trifled with.

On the table before him, on a large
platter, lay four roasted ducks.

“ Come in, Beuel,” Joe drawled quiet-
ly, but in a tone that commanded the
other’s instant respect. “ We're a waitin’
fer you. I'm host o' this here feed, an’
as soon as you set down I'll proceed ter
carve up an’ serve these here canvasback
duck, which the wife roasted up to our
house while I was down ter the hotel a
pullin’ off that raffle. We sort o’ figured
that mebbe it'd turn out this a way. Set
down, and Joe motioned to an empty
chair at the table.

“ But, see here,
Beuel.

Joe took one step in his direction, and
again pointed to the chair.

“ Set down,” he said grimly.

Mr. Beuel considered the stalwart
hunter for a moment.

Then he sat down.

you—" began Mr.
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ISLAND.

BY CROMWELL KNOX.

The Riotous Proceedings, Set to Music and Otherwise, that Took Place
in Latitude and Longitude Unknown, After Some of the Orienta*s
Passengers Left the Ship Not Wisely but Too Soon.

CHAPTER L
DISCORDS AND OVERBOARDS.

“ JOLLY blow coming. Bore. What?”
Thus Mr. Cartwright, of London,
turning up his collar.

To which Mr. Jadwyn, of New York,
who was going to Melbourne to find out
whether the Australians had any par-
ticular longing for the Imperial Wash-
ing Machine, replied :

“ Looks like it, anyway.”

And to which Mrs. Wesley, of Phila-
delphia, added:

“ This is the third storm we've had
since sailing, and | always thought the
Pacific was always pacific.”

“Haw!” said Mr. Cartwright, with
the monosyllabic laugh which always im-
planted in Jadwyn’'s bosom the intense
desire to hurl him over the side. “ Isn't,
though, is it?”

Whereupon the wind gave a particu-
larly vicious whistle, and Mr. Cartwright
clutched hard at his cap and scowled.

A little group of half a dozen men and
women came up and looked at the black-
ness overhead, and instinctively all moved
closer together.

“ Cold, isn't it?” murmured the little
bride from Denver.

“ Good time to take a walk around the
boat and go to bed,” suggested the chronic
globe-trotter from Washington. “It's
too chilly to stand about just now.”

Mr. Cartwright laughed again, scorn-
fully this time.

“We'll walk aft soon enough, old
chap,” be observed. *“ It's nearly time
now. y' know.”

“Eh?”

“ It's an hour now since dinner.
band’s about due—eh?”

From the small assemblage a little
moan went up.

The
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“So it is, Mr. Cartwright.”” said the
bride. “ Isn't it too bad! And the breeze
is so lovely up here!”

“ Yes, dear,” assented her husband, as
Mr. Jadwyn prepared to speak up with:

“ Say, Cartwright, you've traveled on
these boats before, haven't you?”

“ Assuredly.”

“ Well, do they always have this kind
of a band aboard to make life miserable
for the passengers?”

Mr. Cartwright laughed.

“ Hardly, old chap. | told you
crossed this way three times—what?”

“ | believe you did.”

“ Then can't you give a chap credit for
better taste than to think he'd tackle it
again after one such experience as this? ”

“ Then thev usually have good music,
eh?”

“ They usually have no music at all.
y' know—that's one of the chief beauties
of the line.”

Mr. Cartwright cleared his throat and
leaned against the rail as he smiled, and
proceeded:

“ This awful brass band that's giving
us daily concerts aboard is an accident,
as | understand it, y’ know. It isn't the
regular thing at all. This line never car-
ries a band—never has. This outfit that's
blasting our ears out for two hours twice
a day is a little German band, as they call
them in the States.”

“ But—"

“ They're bound for somewhere in Aus-
tralia— | can’t give you the name of the
place. His majesty’s—er—something or
other— infantry’'s stationed there, and
they've no field music, as | take it. Any-
how, these seventeen pieces of brass were
gathered somewhere in the States and
started out there.”

“ But that—"

“ JTst a moment more, old chap. That

I'd
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"doesn’t excuse it, I know. | can't tell
"you just how they were assembled, for I
,don’t know that, either; but, at least
\they're going in charge of their band-
master—that fat man who plays the
cornet, v’ know—and when they landed
aboard, it struck the captain that it'd be
a good thing to have a little music out
of them twice a day. | believe he talked
to the agent at San Francisco, and they
made some sort of arrangement with the
band, so that"they'd give us music after-
noon and evening, and—"

“ Then why don't they give us music? ”
inquired the bride plaintively.

“ Because they're not capable of it,
dear lady,” said Mr. Cartwright, with his
faint smile. “They were evidently placed
upon earth to give us some vague idea of
what future torments await the ungodiv.
Yes?”

“ It sounds that way when they start up
their ragtime,” Mr. Jadwyn agreed grim-
ly. “ They're about the limit.”

“ P-s-s-t!” said the bridegroom.

Conversation stopped suddenly.

From one of the doors there had
stepped to the deck an extremely portly
figure in plain blue uniform. He was
distinctly round and fat, this newcomer,
and his face wore the expression that tells
of a placid soul and a good dinner with-
in the material body.

In one chubby hand he carried a shi-
ning cornet; with the other he removed
a quill toothpick from his mouth.

Behind him came a long file of blue
figures— some short, some tall, some stout
and some slender—all of them distinctly
Teutonic of mien, all of them satisfied of
countenance. Each, too, carried his own
particular instrument of torture—cornet,
trombone, or horn.

The large man nodded amiably at the
group. The group, as one person, turned
away. The large man — it was Julius
Schweitenheim, the bandmaster—gave a
few tentative toots on his cornet, nodded
again, and took his station on the little
platform which had been arranged for
his own particular benefit.

The band followed suit by occupying
their little chairs, with sundry soft grunts
and sundry gentle toolings of their in-
struments.

And the evening concert was about to
begin!
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The group on deck fled for the rear,
and Mr. Cartwright snarled aloud:

“ Beastly, blasted, wretched nuisance—
that's what it is! | can’'t understand, for
the life of me, how a company like this
dares try it.”

“ And our first trip this way, too 1”
complained the bride. *“ Couldn't we
speak to the captain about it? ”

“ Haven't we sent a committee to him,
dearie?” her husband reminded her.

“ And he said that at least one passen-
ger appreciated the music!” Cartwright
added grimly.

“ That little chap?” asked Jadwyn.

“Yes.”

“ Who the .dickens is he, anyway? ”

“ Down on the passenger-list as Lewis
Sping, New York,” said the Englishman.
“ At least, | believe so.”

“ But, Mr. Russell,” the bride broke in,
“ says that he's almost sure he's that
vaudeville contortionist—what does he
call himself, dovey?”

“ Luigi Spingara, dear,” responded the
bridegroom dutifully.

“ Yes, Russell told me that, too,” Mr.
Jadwyn continued. “ He said the little
lunatic gets five thousand dollars a week
for his stunts, and that he’s bound now
for a ten weeks' engagement in Aus-
tralia. Wonder if it's so?”

“ Well, if it is, the beastly little bound-
er must have a better idea of acrobatics
than he has of music!” Cartwright re-
marked sourly. “ He—bah! There he
is now !”

The group paused again and looked
back.

Upon the deck of the Orienta had ap-
peared. another figure, clad in a trim
gray suit this time. He was small in
stature, for one thing; beyond that, there
was almost nothing about him that could
be called noticeable.

His face was keen, without being in
any way extraordinary. Furthermore, it
did not denote a great number of post-
graduate college courses along classical
lines.

But, all in all, he was a sufficiently
good-looking little chap, broad-shoul-
dered and lithe of movement as a tiger,
and entirely unconcerned as to what the
rest of creation might think of him.

He ignored the group with the same
calm that had impressed them unpleas-
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antly before. He walked leisurely to
Mr. Schweitenheim, and they could be
seen laughing together for a minute or
two. He stood away, then, and the band-
master could be seen to raise his cornet—
and the little group of passengers fled
precipitately.

“ Infernal idiocy!” contributed Mr.
Cartwright. “ It's—it's—"

“ The limit! ” Jadwyn supplied cheer-
fully, as he dragged a chair after him
and steered aft.

And then—it happened !

One fearful blast of misjudged melody
floated down to them. It was followed
by an ear-splitting crash of seventeen
pieces of brass; and close on the heels
of that, in turn, came a volume of blood-
curdlingly discordant sound that might
'logically have been expected to rend the
Orienta apart!

The group came near to running.
Deck-chairs were seized and dragged

- noisily astern— farther and farther and
farther. Until at.last, with some dozens
of others, they settled down and turned
up their collars and waited in miserable
silence for the hour to pass.

Forward, meanwhile, the band was
faring in far better shape. When all the
world seems to be against you. one faith-
ful friend looms up large as the Rock of
Gibraltar.

That may be the way Mr. Julius
Schweitenheim felt toward Mr. Lewis
Sping; for, when the initial selection
ended, the bandmaster turned with a
brilliant smile to the little man almost at
his side.

“ Goot—yes?” he inquired.

“ The whole mustard! ” Mr. Sping an-
swered enthusiastically, as his feet ceased
to shuffle to the tune. “ Gimme the little
old brass band seven days in the week for
real music!” _

“You like him yoost der same?” Mr,
Schweitenheim continued almost fondly,
as he laid the cornet on his knees.

“ She gets better every time you shoot
her off,” the acrobat responded cordially.

“Und yet—der people vot sails here-
on der boat—"

“ What?”

“ Dev don’t like der music any better
as it goes on, | guess. Always dey run
avay.”

Mr. Sping smiled contemptuously and
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laid a hand upon the chief demon’s
shoulder.

“ Don't let that bunch of also-rans
worry you. Bill,” he said. “ You've got
the real goods and you're passing 'em
out to the .queen’s taste. If that crowd
wants to shy at it, let 'em. That's their
loss, ain’'t it? ”

“ | haf t'ought dot same thing myself,

Mr. Sping,” rejoined the bandmaster
gravely, and, perhaps, a little sorrow-
fully. “ It's necessary, ain't it, if we get

paid for it, we shall strive to please—
yes?”

“ That's the song they'll give you
anyway,” Mr. Sping replied loftily.
“ But if | was you—"

“ Last night 1 gif dent Wagner,”

Schweitenheim  continued  mournfully.
“ Pretty near two hours of der divine
Wagner — Lohengrin, Tannhiiuser, such
a bunch of der Nibelungen Cycle, und
so on,”

“ Greatest thing you ever did.” the
band’s sole admirer commented. “ The
Metropolitan Orchestra couldn’t touch it,
old man.”

“Und vyet,” sighed Schweitenheim,
“ vot said dot damned Englishman—him
vot dey call Cartwheels, or something
like id!”

“ Well, what did he say? ”

“ He sent der second officer with a mes-
sage dot if | shall play one more tune he
steal a small boat und row der rest of der
way to Australia.”

His artistic head sank in shame. Mr.
Sping gave him another pat upon the
shoulder and snorted his disapproval.

“ Say, if you pay any attention to-that
swell-headed bunch of hash-eaters you're
a piker yourself—see! What's next?”

“ 1 dunno,” said the bandmaster spirit-
lessly. “ 1 got a lot of good things here,
but—"

“ Well, have you got that ‘ boom, boom,
boom! from the second.act of ‘The
Girl and the Goblin'?”

“ Yes.” - .

“ Get it by the neck and shake it
then!” commanded Mr. Sping. *“ Put
your lungs up against that, old man, and
if it don't start their feet going they
might as well jump overboard. They
ain't got anything more to live for.”

They began. It was one of the selec-
tions which the band could do with un-
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qualified bad execution. It was one of
the few things which even they could
murder from start to finish, and they
went about the task enthusiastically.

They blared—'they pounded—‘they
blasted the rushing ocean .wind. They
split the silence of the night into a thou-
sand shattered pieces. They shook the
deck and made the windows rattle, even
in the port-holes. They caused the masts
to quiver and the decks to vibrate, and
Mr. Sping's heels to go more violently
than ever.

They sent Mr. Cartwright and Mr.
Jadwyn below, to inspect the engine-
room once more and find a place where
there was at least some sort of noise to
drown their din. Even did they cause
the captain to wipe his brow and rue the
day that he had ever suggested their furn-
ishing music for the Orienta; and they
even set him to meditating a revoking of
the orders he himself had given and go-
ing down there to Schweitenheim and—

Crash!

That was all of it—the alpha and the
omega of the whole-affair— one deafening
crash!

It seemed to shake the Orienta from
end to end for an instant. Then every
electric light on the vessel went out at
once.

The motion, too, and the vibration of
the engines ceased together. In the un-
fathomable blackness the big hulk was
but a lightless cork upon the tossing
waves; and—

1 “ Schweitenheim!” came wildly out of
the darkness.

“Yes. Vot? Vere? Vot isit?"

“ It's me—Sping' The blamed thing's
going down, Schweity!4 We've got to
cut loose!”

“Vot?”

“Yes!” A powerful hand was laid
upon his arm. “ Come along, Bill!
Bring the boys with us! There's a lift-
raft over here®—you’ve seen it every time
you've been on deck!”

“ Sure, but—"

“ Well, it's big enough for the whole
lot of us even if we are crowded. Come
©n, | tell you! Get the boys together,

you chump. You don’t want to stay here
and be drowned, do you? Come on,
then!”

For an instant there was a tense pause
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in the darkness. The wind roared about
the motionless vessel, as she heaved up
and down on the waves. Then:

“ By Gott! He got right! Come on,
boys! Dis vay! Geschwind, du alien!”

“ That's the cheese! ” Sping’s voice an-
nounced, from somewhere near the rail.
“ Give 'em the good old Dutch an’ get
‘'em here, and— Schweity ! ”

“Yes?”

“ Get hold of that line! Here. Here's
my hand! Yes— this line here—it's what's

lashing her to the deck. What? Sure
she’'s big— that's the beauty of her. Big
as a house. Now! Loose? Better yet.

Heave her over. This thing here works
on a pulley, and we can slide down the
cable and cut her loose when we're all
aboard. I'll go first. Is the bunch
there? ”

A chorus out of the impenetrable black-
ness answered in the affirmative. A dozen
pushing figures huddled about'the vaude-
ville artist, until his arms went out and
pushed them back.

“One at a time now!” he yelled.
“ Don’'t all try to get down at once, if
you expect to get off. Yes, here's the rope
right here. All you've got to do is put
your legs around it and slide. You can't
miss landing, and anyway I'll be there to
catch you. Hurry up about it, though.
The blasted old thing's settling.”

“You bet she's settling, boys!” the
bandmaster’s frenzied voice cried. “ I
feel her in my feet und—"

"Here, g o e s floated to them in
Sping’s familiar tones.

There was the vaguest hint of a vague
shape near the rail. Above the wind
came a swish of a man descending a rope.
Then:

“ Come—on—all of you!”
below.

Julius Schweitenheim was a born com-
mander, even if only of a German band.
With courage worthy of a better cause, he
tucked his cornet inside his coat and
gripped the rope as he went over the side.
And within a minute his voice, too, arose
somewhat sputteringly, with :

“ Come on, yet! Come on!” There
was a gulp. “ It's all right down here!
It's fine! ”

For some unknown reason, the big
whistle of the Orienta let off a blast that
second. It was such a blast as would

from far
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have drowned even the seventeen pieces
of brass—and it produced a distinct ef-
fect upon the hesitating ones among those
seventeen pieces.

There was a sort of subdued rush for
that particular spot in the darkness
which had already engulfed their leader
and Sping. Wordlessly, pantingly, one
by one, they went over the rail and into
the fathomless depths below, only a slim
cable between themselves and eternity.

One by one, too, their voices came up,
giving courage to the remaining crowd on
the black deck, and spurring them to
greater confidence in the hair-raising dive
over Jhe side of the Orienta and down the
slender rope.

One by one, they disappeared; until
only the flute was left, carefully taking
down his instrument in the blackness.
The component parts of this he thrust into
his pocket, then grasped the cable and
slid wildly from the sinking ship.

And he found—well, what he found
was deduced mainly by feeling about in
the inky night. He found, first of all, a
wave, which caressed him gently from
head to foot. He found then a friendly
hand, which threw him headlong upon
some slats that poured water.

He heard next a jumble of familiar
voices, each one reassuring the other that
all on earth and cea was well. And at
last the flute sat up and caught h\s breath
and heard:

“ Saved, by thunder!”

CHAPTER 1.
IMPRESSIONS AND A BUMP OR TWO.

W hereafter, for a time, followed in-
tense and thoughtful silence.

Il the mind of Mr. Lewis Sping, of
New York, the first impression was one of
utter craziness.

Vaguely, he was aware that his strong
pocket-knife had cut loose the big star-
board life-raft of the Orienta. He
seemed to know, in a sort of haze, that he
and seventeen other life-loving citizens
were afloat somewhere in the South Pacific
on a contrivance of heavy slats, and that
at either side of them was a big, water-
tight iron cylinder—and that the two
were practically bound to k£ep them
afloat as long as they wished.

He knew, too, that there were numerous
ropes to which they could cling in case
of emergency. He seemed also to know
that there were many instruments of brass
aboard, for even in the blackness he had
collided with more than one cold, round
metallic surface which has no place on
the ordinary life-raft and which strongly
resembled the noise-making contrivances
so lately held to obloquy aboard the liner.

Then, too, there was the senseless chat-
tering of many men—some of it in Ger-
man and less of it in English—which
came from every quarter, and the oc-
casional remarks of Schweitenheim him-
self.

And then—the wind!

Apparently, it had come up suddenly
once more, for the raft gently rose and
stood on one end for a space of several

seconds. It went down again, not quite
so gently, and a yell arose from the
eighteen.

And once more it heaved upward.

There was an unspeakable splash, then
—the first of several hundred similar
unspeakable splashes. Some two or three
hundred gallons of salt water detached
themselves from the Pacific' Ocean and
rose bodily over the raft.

They descended as a unit—and a new
volume of screams arose from the little
raft out in the blackness. Curses, too,
filled the wet air—some in German and
some in English.

They ceased abruptly as the raft slid
cheerily up the side of a new aquatic
mountain—and poised thrillingly for an
instant—and descended again to the very
depths of the pitchy ocean-bed, as it
seemed at the time.

" Ilimmd! " screamed Mr. Schweiten-
heim.

"Hang on, Bill!” commanded Mr.
Sping. “ Keep a'stiff upper lip and
hang on— that's all. And—"

His words were very literally drowned.

The raft had essayed a new ascent of
a new mountain ; and when the descent
was over Mr. Sping had adopted the
course of every other man aboard— he
was flat on his face and clinging fran-
tically to the ropes which some wise mind
had provided.

Conversation ceased for the time.

Whatever the fate of the Orienta, the
occupants of the raft were facing a blow
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such as might have struck terror to the
hardened mariner. They were facing it,
too, without the faintest hint of pro-
tection—cover or warmth or anything
else.

Their sole solace must be that, while

their grip held out, they could not do
otherwise than float—and all in all, it
was really a considerable consolation.
One may be thoroughly soaked, but it
takes at least a day or two to die of
pneumonia.
, Whereas, if one gets under the water
with all one’s clothes on and an imperfect
knowledge of swimming— and more par-
ticularly in the center of the huge Pacific
Ocean—it is hardly probable that more
than a minute or two will be necessary
for one to accomplish the full trip to the
Celestial Gates—a trip for which no re-
turn ticket is issued and which the aver-
age mortal hesitates to undertake, unless
pursued by his landlord or an affinity.

The wind roared on. This, doubtless,
was wholly involuntary on the part of the
wind, but was no more pleasant on that
account. The waves rolled unceasingly
—something like fifty feet in height it
seemed, probably nearer fifteen.

The raft, with its burden of eighteen
prostrate figures, rolled with them; now
up and now down, now under water, now
above it for a minute or two ; until the
only sounds were the sousing of the
waters and the stifled and strangled and
breathless shouts of the shipwrecked band
and its, acrobatic companion.

And then, after a time, it seemed that
matters were growing a.little easier.

The pitching and climbing grew less
marked. The raft took to rolling easily
instead of climbing frantically. And
some five minutes after this happy state
of affairs dawned upon the group, Sping
was sitting erect with:

“ Say! She's easing up!”

Mr. Schweitenheim, too, struggled to a
sitting position,

“ By—by Himmel! | guess you .got
right!” he spluttered. “ She ain’'t ma-
king dose somersaults—no !”

Pie took breath with a watery gulp.
From another quarter of the shrouded
raft came:

“ Hey, Chulius!”

“Yes? ” cried the bandmaster.

“ Iss it ofer? Are ve dead?”
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A mirthless laugh left*Mr. Schweiten-
lieim’s lips.

“ Not yet, hut soon, | guess, Henny! ”
he replied. “ Are ve all here?”

“ Call the roll,” suggested Sping,
from his corner, more or less gravely.
“ 1 don’'t believe anybody got washed
overboard—but you'd better try it, any-
way, Schweity.”

“ Dot’s right.” The last of a few tea-
spoonfuls of ocean left the bandmaster.
He cleared his throat with some dif-
ficulty and began:

“ Schnellbaum ?”

“ Hier 1” said a dismal, choked tone.

“ Stieffelhaus? ”

“ On tier chob!” came a huskv voice.

“ Meyer?”

“ Also unkilled ! ” issued from a distant
spot.

“ Fritz Berger?”

“ Still breathing!” rewarded him.

“ Louis Berger?”

“ In der same class.”

“ Obendorfer? ”

“ Yait till | get der vater out of my
mouth !” growled another distant voice.

“So!” The rising inflection seemed
to denote a rise in the bandmaster’'s
feelings. “ Weilstaum? ”

“ Shut up, you fool!” was the re-
sponse. “ I f it shouldn't be for you

ve wouldn't be here!”

“ What? ” screamed the bandmaster.

“ Yes W’ answered the insurgent voice.
“ It was you that led der ray!”

“ Dot ain't so!” said Schweitenheim.
“ It was me, maybe, that blew up der
old steamship?”

“ Who said she is blowecl up? ” per-
sisted the ugly tones.

“You heard it?”

“ 1 heard a bump— dot's all. Maybe
she ain't gone down. Und anyway,

vot is der use of coming out here to
die of starvation, when we could have
stayed aboard und gone down mit der
ladies und gentlemen?”

The bandmaster’s tone rose to a scream
of anger :

“ Und most likely you radder go down
like a gentleman than lif like a musician
in my band—yes?”

“ Gee! | dunno.” The sulking
mystery was not amenable to argument.

“ Der ain't much difference, der vay
things looked aboard der boat!”
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“ Say, now |I. tell you one thing about
~ot band on der boat und der people on
der boat!” Schweitenheim Tiegan ex-
citedly. “ If you should know better as |
vot constitutes der best music of—"

“Aw, | say! Cut that out, Bill!”
issued from Sping's corner. " Cut it
out!”

“ Yell, shall I sit here und listen to—"

“ Drop it! 1 don’t know anything
about the inside machinery of a Dutch
band,” the acrobat went on. “ But | do

"know this:v We ought to be so darned
thankful no): to be down at the bottom
with' the poor old tub that there'd be
~nothing else to think about. Now go on
with the roll - call, Schweitenheim, and
cut out the scrapping. Now! ”

“ Haugelspiel!” roared the bandmas-
ter.

“ He's busy, Mr. Schweitenheim,”
came a timid treble from the darkness.
“ His horn’s all full mit vater, und
he's trying t' get it out.”

“ Is dot you, Willy Fluegel?” asked
the bandmaster.

“ Yes.”

“ Und Haugelspiel hung on to his
horn? ”

“So did 1!~

“Und der rest of us?” Schweiten-
heim went on amazedly. “ I got my cor-

net, but | never suspicioned—"

“ Der bass drum is still on der chob!”
greeted him lustily. “ | took her on my
back!”

“ Und der slide trombone still exists!”
issued facetiously from another quarter.

“ Und I've got mine! ” some eight or
ten voices cried at once.

Mr. Schweitenheim gasped aloud.

“ Is dere any member of der band dot
ain't brought his instrument with him?”

There was a dead silence.

“ Iss der—iss der any member of der
band dot isn't present now?” Schweiten-
heim went on, with growing emotion.

Another intense silence followed. Only
the wind whistled over them for a mo-
ment, and died away again. The band-
master’'s voice was broken with tears as he
cried:

Gott! AVe are all safed! Ave are all
here, und every man has his instrument
with him. It's vonderful—dot's vot it
iss—vonderful! Nodding like it ever
happened before in der vorld.”
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His voice failed altogether.

For a time there"was no word spoken.
Then, in his own particular corner of the
dark raft, Sping gave evidence of his
being through'clearing his throat:

“ Gentlemen!”

“Yes?” said the bandmaster,

“ 1 want to say a few words. 1'm not
much accustomed to talking, so if you
want ta call me down, do it,” went on the
acrobat. “ I want' to say, in the first
place, that we have a very great deal to
be thankful for j and while 1'm not egotis-
tical, I want to say, too, that the credit
lies mainly on myself and Mr. Schweit-
enheim here. If we hadn’'t thought of
this life-raft when the crash came which

>sent the poor old Orienta to the bottom—
if 1 hadn’'t thought of it, in fact, and if
both of us hadn’t urged you aboard it,
we should all be down at the bottom now
with the poor old ship, and dead as door-
nails.”

“ How der dickens do you know she
sunk ? " a skeptic queried.

There was a pause—a highly dramatic
pause. Then Sping's voice came again
with:

“ Can you see her now, gentlemen?”

It was the answerless question. Gaze
as they might through the pitchy night,
there was never a sign of the familiar
lights of the steamship. Then;

“ She is gone,” said Sping gravely.
“ She is gone forever, and we alone are
left to tell her fate. She is gone—"

“ Hev! ” interrupted him.

“ AVhat?”

“ Like fish, she iss gone,” said a wild
voice. “ Look over dere!”

In the blackness, Sping was beginning
to see. He saw the seventeen turn as one
man and gaze ifi the direction indicated
by a wild, standing figure whose arm was
outstretched from the other end of the
raft.

And there, on the fir-distant horizon,
in sight now as they rose, out of sight
again as they dropped into the trough of
the sea, was a tiny yellow blotch which
meant a blaze of electric light.

It was a familiar arrangement of lights,
too—an arrangement which, to quick
eyes, meant the lines of port-holes and
windows with which the Orienta had been
equipped. It glittered distantly, allur-
ingly before them, and Sping gasped:
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“ Holy smoke! She’s still floating! ”

“ Yes, und by Gott, she's steaming,
too!” added Schweitenheim breathlessly.

There came another intense pause.
After it: \

“ She didn’t get. wrecked at all,” said
the dismal, timid treble. “ She ain’'t sunk
at all. Dere wasn’'t nothing the matter
with her, only her dynamo machine got
busted with that bang-—und her lights
went out. Dot’s all.” X

“Und for dot we chumped into der
Pacific Ocean, with only slats underneat’
us.” Schweitenheim groaned.

“ And she seems to be all fixed up
now,” said Sping grimly.

“Und it's your fault, you American
lobster, dot ve're here!” another wild
voice cried.

“ Say, you go chase yourself,” came
loudly and bitterly from Mr. Spiug’s re-
gion. “ When a man—"

Schweitenheim broke in:

“ Now, dot’'s enough of dot, Louis.
Mr. Sping und myself did what seemed
for der best at der moment. If you didn’'t
vant to be safed, you didn’'t hat to come
along.”

“ Und we are safed now— now dot we
are lost?” the voice asked wildly.

“ Be quiet!” commanded the band-
master.

A growl answered him, and the growl
was echoed. For a little while one might
almost have imagined that a dog fight
was about to begin. Then came silence,
utter and absolute.

Eighteen men were watching one boat
on the horizon.

And the boat, apparently, was behaving
in hardly polite fashion. Minute by min-
ute the Orienta grew smaller and smaller
on the skyline.

There was, to be sure, a tiny, snow-
white point somewhere aboard her which
indicated that the search-light was being
used. At that distance it might as well
have been a tallow candle, as far as it
availed in finding the raft.

The yellow lights were so distant now
that one could hardly make out more than
a blotch against the sky. And then— they
vanished altogether!

The life-raft and all on board had been
abandoned.

“ She’s gone right on,” said the treble
voice.
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“Yes, und | bet she's glad ve ain't
aboard her,” the bandmaster responded
bitterly. “ I bet you, after der vay we
got treated there, she ain't spending no
time to find us.”

“ But ve are human beings, Chulius,”
protested another plaintive voice.

“ Not veil ve play in a band aboard
such a boat, I guess,” Schweitenheim re-
plied savagely.

There was no response. In the hideoufe
blackness talk seemed to go out of exist-
ence ; and thereupon began such a night
as none aboard the life-raft would have
cared voluntarily to undertake for any
earthly money consideration.

Primarily, as the hours began to drag
by, they realized that they were wet—-very
wet, indeed. In fact, they could hardly
have been wetter without remaining alto-
gether under water. That little spell of
blowing had soaked every stitch on every
man to the last limit.

Again, they were angry and sullen, and
with very good cause. Whoever might
have been the original demon of the affair,
the cheerless certainty remained that they
had deserted a seaworthy ship pell-mell
because something below exploded, and
that the ship had deserted them with
equal promptness. Whatever dangers the
moment might have suggested, it appeared
that they had been in no danger whatever.

And because of that crash below decks,
because the lights had gone out in a some-
what amazing but wholly accountable
fashion, they had transferred themselves
to this extremely open-air craft. Now,
without food or shelter or any other of
life's desirable things, they were blowing
nicely along the black South Pacific, with
no hope of rescue, no hope of breakfast,
no hope of anything, in fact, save slow
starvation.

It was a situation to make men silently
thoughtful, and these men became silently
thoughtful.

Now and then, as they blew along be-
fore the wind in the opposite direction to
that taken by the Orienta, a low growl
arose, or a hum of angry talk for a minute
or two. In each case, however, it died
down as quickly, and only the regular
splashing of the waters broke the horrible
stillness.

Midnight came and was announced, as
Sping consulted his watch by the light of
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a match from his waterproof box. The
acrobat had kept track of changing time
on the seas, and was mournfully proud
of it now.

Two o’clock, approximately, was called
out. And three. And four. -And by that
time the eternal blackness had become so
unbearably intense that the bandmaster
suddenly wailed aloud;

< Herr Gott! Shall it efer be der day-
time again?” -

“ Dot makes a big difference, | don’t
guess!” sneered a voice some few feet
from him. “ It is maybe easier to die in
der day-time as in der night-time?”

“ Now, say! Now, looka here! ” It
was Sping who spoke up argumentatively.
“ Just drop all that knocking talk, boys.
There’s nothing in it. We're not dead
yet, and we're not going to be for a few
years more. Just buck up and be cheer-
ful all around. Even if we don’'t have
beefsteak for breakfast, it ain’t the first
time for any of us, | guess. And about
the time the sun gets up and opens busi-
ness for the day—"

“ Den we shall know how it feels if
you drop a puppy off der dock mit a bag
around his head—so? ”

“ Say, | dunno who said that, but if |
had him over here 1'd stick his head under
water for a while,” Sping replied grace-
fully. “ Cut it out! Cut it all out, I tell
you. Just as soon as the sun gets up we're
going to be all right. This is the regular
path for ships, and we're bound to meet
one within a day or two, at the worst, and
we won't starve in that time.”

“ Und with this wind blowing us all
over everywhere—"

“ Well, let her blow. We'll get out of
it all right. There isn't any more danger
here than there would be walking along
Broadway* and—"

“ Danger!” came in an indignant
chorus.
“ No, there's no danger at all!” roared

the acrobat. “ We're just as safe here
and just as comfortable as we could be
anywhere on earth. We may be a little
wet, but we're on a craft that can’t pos-
sibly go down unless we take an ax to
these cylinders. We're on the safest sort
of—"

“ Der dickens! Vot-is dot roaring?”
queried another pessimistic soul.

“ What—roaring? ”

The acrobat listened hard. Even he
could not deny the fact of the roar. From
somewhere dead ahead of them, from
somewhere in the precise direction to
which they were being driven by the fresh
breeze, an intermittent series of crashes
was coming.

To a child of five, accustomed to the
beaches, it would have been apparent that
breakers were somewhere in the neighbor-
hood. To Sping, whose whole soul was
centered on minimizing dangers, there
was no sound at all.

“Why, that's nothing!” he yelled above
the tumult. “ That's just the water
that's—"”

“ By Himmcl, der iss something! ” the
bandmaster said gently.

“ No, it ain't, either. That—"

The roaring grew louder with every
second. Crash followed upon crash. The
raft began to heave violently now with
each wave. The men clung hard to the
ropes, and began to murmur again.

“ That—" shouted Mr. Sping convinc-
ingly. And then: “ O-0-0-0f!”

A renewed chorus of shrieks rose above
the din of the waters for an instant. Then
the raft soared into the air, and came
down on seemingly solid ground, with a
bang which fairly loosened the teeth of
every man aboard f

CHAPTER III.
SUNRISE AND SURPRISE.

A tremendous pause, in which the
raft seemed to hang in space, supported
by some mysteriously solid thing beneath.

Then a renewed, rushing roar—a mo-
mentary swirl of wind above their heads
—a fresh burst of shrieking.

The big cylinders of the life-raft
pounded madly for an instant, and the
raft itself soared into the air once more.
A perfect sea of water, a torrent of lash-
ing spray, burst over the castaways.

And the raft was floating again!

“ Ve're smashed! ” screamed a voice.

“ Ve're done for! Jump!”

“What for?” roared out Mr. Sping.
“ What the dickens d’ you want to jump
for? ”

“ Say, ve ain't wrecked!” the band-
master’'s tones trumpeted. “ We choost
hit something or other, und now—"
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“ Now ve hit one t'ing more und go
into seventy million pieces—yes! Und—"

“ Say, will the man that made those re-
marks kindly jump overboard and drown
himself? ” Sping called sharply. “ Now,
look here, boys! There ain’'t any use get-
ting excited about this little thing. It's
the sort of trifling misfortune that could
happen to any man, and now that we've
gone up against— why, we've got to laugh
at it—that's all.”

There was no reply. Sping and Schweit-
enheim, side by side, fell back into more
or less gloomy silence, while the water
washed up between the slats of the heavily
laden raft.

And yet conditions were certainly bet-
ter than before. The pitching and tossing
had ceased altogether, and in their place
was a long, even roll of water that lifted
the raft gently at regular intervals and
lowered it again just as gently.

The breeze, too, while still decidedly
fresh,* was no longer the chilling proposi-
tion it had been a little while back. As
dawn approached, it seemed warmer and
better tempered to thoroughly soaked
clothes. Even the water itself, when
Sping tried it with his fingers, appeared
distinctly less frigid.

Then, after half an hour or so of si-
lence, a new development appeared.

At first it was difficult of recognition.
A very few minutes later it began to be
impressed upon them that the raft, if not
altogether stationary, was at least very
nearly in that condition.

She was no longer rising now; in fact,
she was scarcely more than trembling
with the run of the water. Further, she
seemed to have settled on something soft
and grinding, and each minute drove her
farther into it, and—

“ Say, we're aground!” Sping cried.

“Yes, und der east is lightening up,
also,” contributed another enthusiastic
voice.

“ Und der clouds also are breaking, like
der very dickens!” cried Scliweitenheim
excitedly.

The group turned their eyes aloft. For
them, it seemed, had been reserved the
sudden coming of a tropical sunrise, made
many times more sudden by the abrupt
breaking away of the night’s heavy clouds.

Overhead, great fissures were coming
as if by magic. Black masses were rolling
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anay, to leave great spaces of brilliant
blue. Magically, too, the whole scene
lightened.

The sky grew brilliant from end to

. end; the sun rose with a sudden burst of

glory. And almost in a twinkling, as it
seemed, they had passed from the dense
horror of darkness to the joy of a shining
day, and—

“ We're ashore! " Sping screamed.

Seventeen pairs of eyes dropped from
aloft. Seventeen men turned squarely
about and faced in the direction of the
acrobat’s pointing finger.

“ Und ve've gone ashore in heaven!”
cried Scliweitenheim, in sullen awe.

The rest seemed struck dumb.

Not thirty feet away from them, sud-
denly glittering in the rays of. the sun, lay
a long, deep crescent of brilliant beach,
and with water hardly more than a foot
deep intervening between it and the raft.

They were, indeed, well within the
points of the crescent, and hard aground
in one of the most beautiful bays con-
ceivable to the human mind.

Behind the beach, the land rose slowly
but decidedly, a mass of thick green
foliage, with a small tree here and there,
and flowers of startling hue.

There were vines about the few trunks
visible ; there were birds who rose straight
skyward at the shout, fluttering incredible
plumage and singing melodiously. There
were monkeys, too, that chattered violent-
ly as they made for higher regions in the
trees, and there were—

But the spell broke.

With an inarticulate yell, Mr. Lewis
Sping, of New York, shot over the side of
the raft and into the water.

With a fat grunt, Mr. Scliweitenheim
gripped his cornet and slid after, landing
scarcelv above his knees. With a chorus
of shouts, the sixteen followed enthu-
siastically, their bright brass instruments
glittering in the growing sunshine, their
legs splashing sturdily through the placid,
sparkling wavelets.

It was a brief progress, and a hurried
one. Land was the sole desire in every
breast, and land was soon attained.

fine by one they splattered their way to
the beach and up over the deep sand. One
by one they realized that there was no
further fear of drowning— that the night
had gone, and that they were ashore.
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And, after a tense pause gf half a
minute, they began to look at one another
and to burst into the maddest of hysterical
laughter.

The senseless mirth came to an end
after a minute, and found Sping the
gravest one of the whole company.

“ Say, boys,” he said, “ we're here.
Let’s have some music to celebrate.”

The bandmaster thought for a while.

“ We ain't got no notes, Mr. Sping.
We ain't go—ei! | know vot it shall be.
Are you retty, boys? All right. ‘Licb

Vaterland magst nihig sein.” ”

With a swish and a clatter the instru-
ments came into position. There was a
momentary sputtering of water in some of
them, then “ Die Wacht am Rhein ” burst
forth with all the intensity of true Ger-
man lungs.

The din all but split the skies, as Sping
stood by enraptured and listened with all
his ears. The undergrowth disgorged
a few dozens of innocent birds and hur-
tled them frenzedly upward. The leaves
above sounded faintly with the new chat-
tering of more monkeys. Even the air
itself seemed to sway and tremble.

And then it was over, and the Father-
land had been reassured and the dumb
brutes of the island sent into hysterics;
and Schweitenheim, red-faced but satis-
fied, remarked breathlessly:

“ By Himmel, | bet we nefer played
better than dot!”

“ And I'll bet you never had cause to,
either,” chuckled the acrobat. “ And now
for—"

“Und now for der breakfast—yes!”
said the treble of young Mr. Fluegel, re-
vealed now as a youth of twenty, with a
caterpillar-growth of yellow fuzz on his
upper lip.

The bandmaster regarded him almost
with disgust for a moment.

“ Such as porterhouse steak und some
fried potatoes und a couple of cups of cof-
fee und some apfelkiichen—dot’s enough
for you, ves?”

“Huh?”

“ Den go und find 'em!” snapped his
superior officer. “ Dere’s more important
things now than eating.”

“ That's dead right, Schweity,” Sping
agreed. “ We'll have to talk this thing
over and decide what's going to happen
next.”
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“ Und how we are going to lif until it

happens, also?” murmured the band-
master.
“ Exactly. Come over here.”

He took Mr. Schweitenheim’s arm and
led him some dozen paces along the bril-
liant beach.

He selected a. hard spot in the sand
and thoughtfully removed his soaked
shoes and socks. He sniffed at the air,
which was rapidly growing in warmth
now, and proceeded to further disrobing.

Mr. Schweitenheim considered him
pensively for a little while and followed
suit. The band, at a distance, considered
the actions of both and imitated them,
until the hard, hot beach was one long
string of garments, the owners thereof
seated about in something a little less
ornate than their full-dress uniforms.

“ Half an hour ’ll dry the whole
bunch,” murmured the acrobat.

“ Yes.”

“ That's the first thing.”

* Yes.”

“ And the next thing after that is to
find something to eat.” \

“ Yes.”

“ And | suppose the only way to find
that is to dig in and hunt like the dick-
ens,” pursued the vaudeville-man.

“ Yes,” asserted the bandmaster again.

“ And then, after we've discovered
whether there’'s a free-lunch counter in
sight, we'll have to figure out ways and
means of getting away from this charm-
«ing little spot.”

“ Yes.”

“ And that's either going to be a cinch
or it isn't. We must have blown the very
deuce of a way last night, but | guess

we're still somewhere in the track of
steamers.”

* Yes.”

Mr. Sping scratched his head and

grinned.
“ So that | presume that's all we need
discuss just now,” he ended.

“ Yes,” concluded Mr. Schweitenheim. \

“ | guess, between us, we got der situation
pretty veil doped out. Say! By chingo,
dem clothes are near dry now, Sping!”

“ Of course they are. Fifteen or twenty
minutes and they’'ll be as dry as the day
you got 'em.” The acrobat yawned and
stretched out on the warm sand. *“ Say,
I'm tired, Schweity.”
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He closed his eyes and dozed for a lit-
tle while, as the bandmaster watched him
gravely and reflected that they had ana-
lyzed the situation in a really masterful
manner, and knew precisely what they
were to do.

The band, finding the sand comforta-
ble, stretched out as well, and a drowsy
half hour sped by. At the end of it the
acrobat sat up suddenly, and Schweiten-
heim with him.

“ Well, so long as we've got trousers
and shoes to wear again, |- guess it's time
to get busy,” remarked Sping. “ Call
that bunch over here and let's give 'em
some instructions.”

The band came at the signal. Mr.
Sping regarded them.

“You two fat ones—what's your
names? ”

“ Dot’s Hagenbusch und Winklebur-
ger,” supplied the bandmaster.

“ All right. You two look husky.”
The acrobat rose briskly. “ You start off
that way together—see? Over there.

Look around and see if you can’'t hook
up with a cold-roast-beef tree or a potato-
salad vine or something. If you can, just
hire a cab and- bring back all that she’ll

hold.”
“You t'ink dere’s something to eat

here?” asked Hagenbusch somewhat
doubtfully.
“ Think? 1 don’t think anything about

it. There has to be. You never read or
heard of people being marooned on a
desert island and then starving, did
you?”

“ Veil-—"

“ Now, as for these two lightweights—
what are they carrying around in the way
of names?”

“ Dot’'s Willy Fluegel und Henny

Stromberg.”

“ Good! Sounds like a delicatessen-
store. Well, you two beat it. You can
scout around among the trees. There are

trees— also birds. If there are birds, there
ought to be eggs. If there are eggs, we
eat! Go find the eggs.”

The quartet started out. Sping scratched

his head and looked at the balance of the
band.

“ And as for you,” he said, “ you just
sort of break ranks and skirmish around
here till you get tired. See what you can
find to eat. That's all, | guess.”

4 A

ISLAND. 49

He sat back at Schweitenheim's side
and watched them depart, and a more or
less strenuous day began.

CHAPTER IV.
THE BAND'S ULTIMATUM.

For an hour little or nothing happened.
The men were gone upon a quest which,
logically, must have occupied their whole
souls, and it was a considerable time
before the first of them returned.

That first one was the eminent Mr.
Obendorfer, from whose bass drum the
last wet spots were departing.

He had climbed and climbed, but he
had absolutely nothing to report, save that
the island seemed to be infinite in extent,
if one might judge from the quarter-mile
he had traversed. At all events, it was
long and narrow—so long that the end
was nowhere in sight from the elevations,
and so narrow that one could see the
ocean on either side almost to the skyline.

Another hour passed before the appear-
ance of Mr. Louis Berger. He, too, was
barren of encouragement. He had es-
sayed the capture of some shell-fish up the
beach. He had also contrived to fall flat
in the water ; and, with an extremely brief
report, he went into disgusted seclusion
and disrobed anew.

Noon came. One by one the wanderers
returned, empty-handed. Afternoon was
a reality before Messrs. Hagenbusch and
Winkleburger got back— not empty-hand-
ed. Their hats were full, their pockets
were full—of berries. They were wild,
weird berries, but at least they were food,
and the crowd gathered around in breath-
less eagerness and snatched at them.

There was a moment of wild and
ecstatic crunching. There was, thereupon,
a frantic volume of sound.

Fourteen men were trying madly to rid
their mouths of an apparent combination
of red pepper and garlic. Two men, in
the center, were standing blankly watch-
ing the performance, until at last Schweit-
enheim screamed:

“ Der devil! What are dey?”

“ How der dickens do ve know? ” Ha-
genbusch retorted. “ We done der best
we could.”

“ Und you didn’t taste 'em before you
picked 'em?”
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“« No.”

A concerted gasp went up. Several
eyes began to flash. Mr. Sping stepped
into the gap, with a choking:

“ Gentlemen, there’'s some things that
you can't talk about in words. | guess
this is one of them, and we'd better let it
drop. Chuck those infernal things into
the sea.”

His order was obeyed. The group broke
up into little bunches and took to mutter-
ing as they settled on the sand again.

Somewhere toward three, Fluegel and
Stromberg returned. They had been hunt-
ing eggs until the last atom of vitality
=seemed to have left them.

There were no nests, no eggs, and very
few birds. And such birds as seemed to
exist refused to be cajoled into coming
clown and eating imaginary grain from
one’s hand.

They had, indeed, climbed trees with-
out number. Once, also, Fluegel had ob-
tained a firm grip on the tail of some
wildly colored flier, and had the tail in
his pocket to show for it. But the bird,
by the simple expedient of discarding the
tail and risking the growth of a new one,
had made for other and safer quarters.

So that, by mid-afternoon, they were
precisely where they had been upon land-
ing — eighteen distinctly hungry men.
And it is not on record that exposure and
an empty stomach have ever improved the
temper of man.

Sping wandered off by himself, silently
and rather wearily. Mr. Schwcitenheim
followed in somewhat doglike fashion,
and thus they progressed several hundred
yards along the beach.

The acrobat seated himself. His chin
sank to his hands. The bandmaster vol-
unteered no suggestions, for it was plain
that the deepest mind of the outfit was
engaged in heavy thought.

Far behind them the band had gathered
together—closer and closer together as
the minutes passed.

Now and then a low, angry murmur
left their neighborhood. Now and then,
as Schweitenheim observed and Sping did
not observe, three or four sullen faces
would turn and look at the pair.

Thus passed another hour of what had
taken on all the aspects of a devout fast-
day. At the end of it Sping looked up,
his brows wrinkled:

“ Say, Schweity!”

*Yes?”

“ There'll have to be something doing
here mighty quick.”

“ | bet you,” responded the bandmaster.
“ Und also | bet you ye ain’'t goin’ to be
the ones what does it.”

HHuh? ”

“ Make such a look in der direction of
my esteemed subordinates,” murmured
Schweitenheim dryly.

The acrobat turned suddenly and stared
at them.

Mr. Hagenbusch had arisen and was
addressing his comrades. The words were
beyond hearing, yet they seemed fervid in
the extreme. Hagenbusch shook his hands
in the air. waved his arms and nodded, as
it seemed, at every third syllable'.

He came to an end, then, and a little
cheer arose. The entire band turned their
more or less intelligent eyes toward the
isolated pair. Mr. Winkleburger rose
also and took a position by the side of
Hagenbusch,

There was a word or two, apparently
of parting, and the two gentlemen of the
brass band wheeled about in military fash-
ion and walked straight toward the direc-
tive minds of the assemblage.

.Something distinctly peculiar seemed
to have infused itself into their mien.
Their chins were set, their faces cold,
their shoulders very much a la militaire.
With unfaltering stride they advanced,
until they stood within ten feet of band-
master and acrobat.

Hagenbusch’s hands went behind his
back. He puffed out his chest and cleared
his voice with:

“ Chentlemen !”

Sping rose to his feet with a springy
bound.

“ What? "

“ Der has been a consultation of der
hand. Dey are all hungry.”

“Huh?” said Schweitenheim.

“ More dan dot. Dey feel dot der
blame for der present uncomfortable cir-
cumstances is upon der shoulders of you
two chentlemen. Dey feel dot if you
hadn't made der rush for der raft we
wouldn’t be here now.”

“ Bah! ” quoth Mr. Sping.

“Und as dey are hungry, und as we
are here, und as you are to blame for all
of it, it—it "— Hagenbusch gulped a lit-
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tie—“ it has been decided dot we shall
haf something to eat, here und now.”

“ Good'!” said the acrobat.

“ Und furder,” concluded Mr. Hagen-
busch, as his excited voice rose to a shrill
treble, and his somewhat scared eyes set-
tled upon Sping, “ it has been decided dot
we shall eat you."”

" What? The acrobat, in the in-
tensity of his emotion, whizzed a full half-
dozen feet into the air. He landed before
Hagenbusch, his fists clenched and his
wild eyes spitting fire. “ What was that?
You're going—"

“ We are sorry, Mr. Sping,” added
Winkleburger apologetically. “ It ain’t
der chentlemanly t'ing to do, und we
know it. But dere must be something to
eat, until we find something else, und—
you are it!”

He stepped back a pace or two and
swallowed.

“ Maybe you don’t understand der vay
a Gherman appetite can get excited, Mr.
Sping, but—"

“ Well, maybe | don’t! ” screamed the
acrobat; “ but | can understand some-
thing else, and that's the way / can get
excited. And if | hear any more of this

jackass talk there’ll be so many black eyes
and busted noses on this island that it'd
take a whole force o' census-takers to
count 'em.”

Mr. Hagenbusch sighed.

“ It's natural you get excited,” he said
gently. “ It would be funny if you didn't.
But it ain't any use, Mr. Sping. Der boys
is too many for you, und dey are also
hungry. Ain’t it better to go peaceful
und cheerful, und considering dot prop-
ably you’'ll taste good, dan to—"

“ No! ” The acrobat ducked nimbly,
rolled up his sleeves, and whipped a little
pistol from his pocket. “ And the first
man—"

His words passed out of existence. His
jaw dropped suddenly, and he stared
blankly at Hagenbusch.

For out of nowhere in particular un-
suspected forces seemed to have hurled a
challenge at that same Hagenbusch.

In short, a huge, flat-bladed spear had
whizzed through the air—had cut cleanly
through Mr. Hagenbusch's blue cap—
and, passing on after leaving his shaggy
head intact, had whizzed out to sea, with
the cap on its point, and landed with a
resounding splash in the placid waters!

(To be continued.)

IN BAD.

BY JOHN

MONTAGUE.

Gregory Makes an Awful Break, Whereupon Fate
Works Him Into the Spinning ofa Brand-New Web.

“ FIJHYLLIS, will you marry me?”

T “ On ten dollars a week?”

“1I'll be rich some day.”

“ So you have told me a dozen times.”

“And I'll have my own car to drive
you—"

“ Gregory, if you don’t stop talking
about that car, you'll turn into an auto-
mobile.”

“1 wish 1 could. 1| wouldn’'t have
such a hard time finding a wife.”

“ Oh, so you h”ve asked other girls? ”

“ 1 didn't say so.”

“Humph!”

The silence couldn’t have been split
with an iron wedge and a sledge-ham-

mer.

“ Besides, you are nothing but a
stenographer. When asked my husband’s
employment, | should have to answer:
‘ Typewriter.” Not very overpowering,
you'll admit.”

The young man’s face was between his
hands ; his eyes stared into the darkness
beyond the ray of light cast upon the
porch-steps by the moon. This was a
very, very tragic moment in his life.

What was he to do? The express
passed through this little town at two
o'clock in the morning. He took out his
watch, but put it back without striking
a match: he couldn’t hold up the express
single-handed.

The town bank came next to mind.
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Idea abandoned as soon as hatched:
everybody in this jerk-water burg was so
close - fisted that said bank contained
probably not so™much as five hundred
dollars. Hardly enough money with
which to buy an automobile and flee the
country with a bride.

The outlook was as black as the night;
the possibility of riches as opaque as his
despair. Slowly he arose, said good
night and good-by, mounted his lean, old
mare that stood sleeping at the gate, and
rode away.

And right here that intangible, elusive
something called Fate, with _a smile of
derision, began to spin its web. Like a
spider who, seeing a fly fall into his mesh
cunningly woven for the purpose of cap-
ture, pounces upon the unfortunate in-
sect and- binds it securely with silken
strands, so did Fate begin to enmesh
Gregory Sanderson.

In his mind were but two thoughts: to
possess Phyllis Sherwood as his wife and
to own a car. Whioh was dominant is
hard to say—perhaps it were better to
wager even money. But to do 'Gregory
justice, he did not want the one without
the other.

He rode home and went to bed;
dreamed that Phyllis had accepted him
and that he was the owner of a hand-
some touring-machine. Where the latter
came from was not made quite clear in
the dream. But, as dreams usually “ go
by contraries,” he placed little reliance
in the visions which had floated before
his closed eyes upon opening them in the
morning.

To the office and to work. His em-
ployer, old Andrew Henson, was pos-
sessed of his usual Monday morning
grouch, and. as Gregory’s mind was fully
occupied, little but purely business mat-
ters passed between them.

“ Write to Hayward Brothers. Order
one hundred feet of white pine, sixteen-
foot length, inch stuff.”

Mechanically, Gregory noted the order
down, paying little attention to old Hen-
son’'s supplementary remarks that “ the
blacksmith-shop was leakin’ and needed
boardin’ up.”

What in the dickens did Gregory care
whether the blacksmith-shop was leak-
ing? Engrossing ninety-nine per cent of
his thoughts were the problems of ma-

king Phyllis his wdfe and of where that
car was coming from. He pounded the
keys as though they were the cause of his
misery.

Then came an idea, a really brilliant
idea. He would ask the old man for a
raise in salary. Perhaps, if he could
crowd that ten a week up to fifteen, Phyl-
lis’s affection would increase correspond-
ingly. He therefore entered the private
office to open his touching scene.

“ What do you want a raise for?”
bawled Mr. Henson, chin on chest, beady
eyes darting fiery glances over spectacle-
rims.

“ To get married,” Gregory answered
in as mature a tone as it was possible for
a man of twenty-four to assume.

“ Married!”

Followed a pause and a glance so full
of contempt that the would-be-husband
found it difficult to remain on the prem-
ises— the room felt so crowded.

“Why, you young simpleton, if |
thought you were serious, | would reduce
your wages to seven a week, instead of
raising them! Go back to that type-
writer where you belong, and don’'t let
me hear you mention that word again as

long as you are with me. Married!
Humph!”
There wasn't a whole lot left for

Gregory to do but to do as the old man
said. So, like a dog that had been
whipped for chasing a shadow, he re-
sumed his stenographic chair and pound-
ed out he knew not what. Neither did
he care. Phyllis and his car were slowly
but surely assuming the stability of a
fading cloud.

But, away off in the distance, Fate
kept a peeping eye over the horizon.

Three days later, the old man received
an acknowledgment of his order for lum-
ber from Hayward Bros. Ordinarily, an
acknowledgment would cause no com-
ment; but this particular letter was so
full of “ thanks” and *“ appreciations ”
and “ promptest attentions ” and “ prece-
dents ” that old Henson read it twice be-
fore remarking that Hayward Bros, cer-
tainly went to extremes to keep their
typewriters busy.

But their avalanche of courteous
phrases seemed more apropos a week la-
ter, when the railroad company present-
ed old Henson with ten bills of lading



for ten car-loads- of lumber awaiting
disposition on the siding at the foot of
Spruce Street.

Ten car-loads! The old gentleman hit
the ceiling. Freight charges amounting
to more than one hundred dollars!

What did it all mean? Smelling-salts
would have been bought by the bushel if
peddled at Henson's office at this psy-
chological moment. Where were his
glasses? What ridiculous mistake was
this?

To help matters along, another very
courteous letter came to hand, instead of
the desired smelling-salts. In it Hay-
ward Bros, stated that ten car-loads had
been shipped (which they trusted were
received in good condition, satisfactory,
etc., etc.), that fifteen more car-loads
were going forward that same day, and
that twenty additional car-loads would
be despatched on the day following.

Which startling and inexplicable news
made splendid material on which the old
man could float his verbal outbursts.
Words not commonly in use, physical
stunts out-Sandowing Sandow, gestures
which Booth might well have envied,
combined to class old Henson with the
lion that started in to prove to his fellows
that he was the particular animal meant
when reference was made to the king of
beasts.

Inopportune entrance of Gregory,
thrice refused of Phyllis, and still enter-
taining “ car ” hallucinations.

On the door-mat he paused and looked
with no little degree of astonishment at
his fuming employer, who, exhausted vo-
cally, but still in the ring physically,
shook Hayward Bros’, letter and the rail-
road’s bills of lading, now a regular
package of them, under the trembling
nose of his employee.

For once, Gregory abandoned thought
of his twin passions and gave his undi-
vided attention to the documents. Pursed
lips and shrugged shoulders brought no
results. He failed to understand why
Hayward Bros, had sent car-loads, in-
stead of—

“Ah!”

That exclamation was a faux pas. It
preceded an inspiration which Gregory
should have smothered in its infancy.
Hastily he opened the letter-book in
which all outgoing correspondence was

copied. Incidentally,
ravel his own undoing.

“ What day did you dictate that order,
Mr. Henson?”

“ Umm-m-m-gr-r-r-unn-cr-cr-gr-r-r-m-
m-m—"

The old man’s wrath continued to blur
his enunciation. Nor did he stop pacing
the floor.

And then came the note climactic!

Gregory had found the copy, and when
he had read it, turned as white as the
sheet on which it stood out like the taunt-
ing finger of Fate. There it was, in
black and white.

“ Ship one hundred car-loads of white
pine, sixteen-foot length, inch stuff.”

Over his shoulder, and peering at the
telltale copy, Gregory, felt the old man
towering above him like the Rock of
Gibraltar. His hot, angry, scorching
breath burned the young fellow’s neck,
while all about the room rattled the
skeletons of despair.

Gregory would have sunk into a chair
had not his employer seized him by the
shoulders and hurled him across the room
with such force that the lock on the safe
left its imprint just below His shoulder-
blade. Then rolled the thunders of a
thousand storms; and, amid the crash-
ing of the verbal bolts of lightning, the
trembling and bruised youth thought of
the most inapropos things: of Phyllis, his
star that went irrevocably out in this dire
development; of Iris car, which was as-
cending in the smoke of the old man’s
wrath—that car which, constantly in
mind, had been the cause of his undoing.

Gregory felt himself to be the dust in
the cracks beneath old Henson's feet.

Nor was his mental simile entirely
figurative. Only agility of limb saved
him bearing away from the office the im-
print of his employer’s boot.

Out into'the open he sprang and start-’
id for home minus a job, Phyllis lost to
him forever, his car—

“Ugh!” Had he been able, he would
have tom the word into a thousand frag-
ments. “ One hundred car-loads, instead
of one hundred feet. Ugh!”

Of course, Andrew Henson would not
have to accept the forest of Ilumber
shipped as per Gregory’s inadvertence,
but he would have to pay the freight
charges, which amounted to as much al-

he began to un
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most as the old man was worth. To
aggravate’ matters, worried to distraction,
he forgot to wire Hayward Bros, to stop
shipment on the remainder of the order,
which, no doubt, was being hurried mer-
rily along.

Meantime, Gregory reached home, sad-
dled his old bay mare, and rode out of
the village, out on to the plains, where
he could be alone with his multitude of
misfortunes. Life certainly seemed a
very disappointing proposition at this
particular moment.

The sun sank below the hills, but he
rode on, with his eyes on the ground, his
mind a blank, until he felt the mare stop
short beneath him. Raising his gaze and
scanning the horizon, he uttered a short
exclamation of surprise.

For several minutes he sat like a stat-
ue, shading his eyes with his hand; then,
clapping heels to the mare’s ribs, he
wheeled and galloped at full speed to-
ward the town he had left an hour be-
fore.

Never before had his old horse been
forced to such a pace. Behind him Droke
a mighty clap of thunder. He dropped
on to the mare’s neck and dashed on.
He did not know that the noise was the
applause of Fate.

He recognized it for what it really was
—a menace to life and property, to Phyl-
lis, and to everybody else in Carsonville.

When within a mile of the little group
of houses which he called home, Gregory
started yelling at the top of his voice.
His mount seemed to scent the danger,
and struggled bravely on.

Soon the citizens began to notice his
approach and his excitement. They real-
ized the cause, and warned each other,
and by the time the modern Paul Revere
galloped» in among them, the entire popu-
lation of Carsonville were running to
shelter in the cyclone cellars.
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That is, all but old Andrew Henson.
Still wrapped up in his misfortune, he
had locked himself in his private office,
and was deaf to the excitement outside.

Nor did he ever quite realize what the
matter was, because, when the cyclone
struck Carsonville, he was carried away
to no one knows where, office, anger, and
all. He was never found, nor did a sin-
gle frame house in Carsonville withstand
the funnel of devastation which swept
the little town clear off the map.

But where was Gregory?

Did he stay by Phyllis’s side and dry
her tears of fright after they had crawled
out of the cyclone cellar and looked with
unbelieving eyes on the site where half
an hour before had stood their respective
homes ?

Nothing of the sort. He made hasty
tracks to the siding at the foot of Spruce
Street, where some twenty-odd car-loads
of lumber remained intact;

On each car, with a piece of chalk, he
posted the following notice:

GREGORY SANDERSON,
LUMBER-DEALER.

Best Pine Lumber (or Building Purpose*.
Prices Reasonable. Buy Early.
Avoid the Rush.

Gregory figured that inasmuch as he
had ordered the lumber from Hayward
Bros., it was rightfully his. Incidentally,
he figured, also, that inasmuch as several
hundred families in Carsonville must
have roofs over their heads with little
delay, those one hundred car-loads would
be in great demand. And so they were.

Which again proves that it's an ill
wind that doesn’'t blow somebody some
good.

Gregory has a monopoly of the lum-
ber trade in Carsonville to-day. He also
monopolizes one Phyllis Sherwood “ as
was,” and owns the only “ car ” in town.

TO A FLOWER.

From morning suns and evening dews
At first thy little being came;
If nothing once, you nothing lose,
For when you die you are the same;
The space between is but an hour,
The frail duration of a'flower.

Philip Freneau.
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CHAPTER I
FROM THE STATION PLATFORM.

IT is not necessary to tell any person

who reads the daily papers of the
metropolis that the life of a-New York
detective is not always a merry one. And
at the time the episode of which | am
writing took pla.ce the air was so sur-
charged with mysterious murders, an# .the
police were so overworked, and merci-
lessly criticized, that we had become a
lot of sleepless individuals who had
awakened to the fact that we, as well
as more comfortably situated mortals,
had nerves.

This, however, is not intended for an
essay on the police force. It is merely
the history of an interesting case that,
thrust itself into my own life almost, as
I look upon it, by mere chance. Yet,
as will be seen, the results were far-
reaching and lasting.

It is an axiom that a detective is
always on duty. | was on my way from
my home in the Borough of the Bronx
to the Central Office one afternoon, hav-
ing obtained a rest of two days after a
hard task that had deprived me of sleep
for forty-eight hours. As a means of
getting down-town as quickly as possible,
| chose to go by the Subway from the
West Farms Station.

There were few people on the east,
or down-town, platform when | reached
it, and there was no train in sight. |
wandered along the platform to the
northern end, casually glancing as | went
slowly, to the east and west. The station
at West Farms is out - of - doors, for,
although it is the Subway, here the
rails are high in the air, leaving the Sub-
way proper to begin at Third Avenue and
149th Street.
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| had a good view to the eastward of
the road to Van Nest and Westchester,
the newly opened Tremont Avenue, and
the traffic and pedestrian bridge over the
tracks of the New York, New Haven and
Hartford Railroad.

New houses were being built, new ter-
ritory was being opened up for improve-
ment.

To the west | could see an older por-
tion of West Farms, now pretty thor-
oughly built up; a fine large school on a
high terrace, churches, and dwellings of
every description.,

I had seen all this hundreds of times,
and no particularly new impression was
made on my mind as | looked again. But
suddenly | stopped, and became, instead
of the seeming idler to whom the head-
way of trains made no difference, a
detective of Greater New York.

About seven hundred feet from where
| stood on the platform was a frame
building, erected before this portion of
the city had been embraced by the ever-
extending fire limits, which forbid the
building of wooden houses.

It was a comfortable-looking place,*
evidently built for three families, and I
was looking straight at the front.

In a room on the top, or third floor,
| saw two men engaged in a fight. For
a moment it appeared to be a friendly
scuffle, and nothing that called for police
intervention. Yet | stood, with my hands
clasped loosely at my back, watching
them.

A train rumbled in from the station at
ISOth Street, and 1 let it go on without
me.

I could not see clearly the features of
either of the combatants. The window
through which I was looking was. closed,
and the light of the waning afternoon
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was not sufficient for me to distinguish
features.

| did see, however, that neither man
wore a beard.

Suddenly | saw one of the two reach
for his pocket, draw a pistol of some
kjnd from it, and aim straight at his op-
ponent. | heard no report, so had no
idea how many shots were fired, but |
did see the one at whom the pistol was
aimed throw up his hands, then press
them to his left breast, and fall back-
ward.

I did not wait to look through the win-
dow any longer. | rushed from the plat-
form, down the long stairway to the street,
and found on post, at the corner of the
Boston Road and Tremont Avenue, Of-
ficer Maline.

I knew him well as a conscientious and
intelligent policeman.

“ Come with me,” | said hastily, not
stopping in my run. “ It's murder! ”

| knew that the house where the shoot-
ing had taken place was well within
Maline’s post. He came after me, pant-
ing a little, as he was a heavy man and
murders had not disturbed his equanimity
for many years.

“ Who owns that house? ” | asked him,
pointing to the three-story frame.

“ William Meade,” he answered.
“ Gosh ! Meade isn't killed, is he? ”

“ Don’t know. Somebody is.”

I rushed up the front stoop, which was
not very high, and tried the door. It
was locked. | placed my thumb on the
electric button. Nobody answered.

I could hear the bell on the first floor
ringing, but nobody else seemed to hear
it—at least nobody came to the door to
admit me. <

| turned and went to the rear. There
was a door there, opening upon the back
stoop, which led to a small garden, well
kept, and filled with little patches of
ordinary table vegetables.

This rear door was open.

Rushing inside, followed by Maline, |
hurried through the narrow rear hall,
which was evidently for the use of all
three families, if there were three in the
house, to the stairs that led up from a spot
about eight feet from the Inner front door.
The house had a vestibule, and it was the
outer'door that had baffled me when I
reached the place.

| paid no attention to the first floor,
nor yet the second. | know Maline paid
no attention to anything but his efforts to
keep up with me, and to be of assistance
if 1 needed any on the top floor.

We made little enough noise, but suf-
ficient so that any one on the first or
second floor could have heard. But not a
person showed himself.

We reached the top hall, and rushing
to the front room in which | had seen the
tragedy enacted, | found the door not only
unlocked but open. | threw it back to the
full with my elbow as | rushed in.

On the floor, which was well carpeted
with a new rugthat came within an inch
or two on each of the four sides of cover-
ing the entire floor, lay a young man,
And bending over him, silent, yet with an
anxious look on his face, was a younger
man, scarcely more than a boy. This fel-
low held a revolver in his hand.

ljloth were well dressed and intelligent
in appearance.

The one lying on the floor showed in
the set lines of his face the agony of
death. | pointed to the upright fellow
with the pistol, and Maline placed his
heavy hand on the young man’'s arm.
I remember that he made no resistance
to arrest.

I knelt at the side of the prostrate one.
It took but a moment for me to determine
that he was dead.

“ How is it? ” asked Maline.

“ Dead.”

“ Plain case, don’t you think?
the irons on this fellow ?”

“On me? ” gasped the prisoner. “ lrons
on me? What for? | didn’t shoot him.”
“ Who did? ” | asked.

“ Why— 1 don’t know.”

“ Fudge,” said Maline.
the station-house for you.
say, 'Puller? ”

“ Take him in,” | replied, “ and have
one_of the precinct detectives sent here at
once. Wait aminute. What's your name,
young man?”

“ Fred Burnell.”

“ Let we warn you that anything you
say may be used against you in court.
Things look pretty bad for you, but we
will go deeper into that later.”

“ But | didn't shoot this man,” he
reiterated. “ | saw the fight and ran in
here to stop it.”

Want

“ 1 guess it's
What do you
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" You did. Where were you when you
saw the fight? ”

“ On the street.”

“ And looked into a third-story win-
dow?”

“ Yes, sir. | was on the opposite side
of the street and they were close to the
window.”

I How did you get in?”

“ Through the front door. It was open
and | ran right up.”

“ What about that revolver? ”

“ | found this on the floor. | picked it

up— | don’'t know why.”

“ What kind of looking man was the
one you saw fire the shot? ”

“ A young looking man.
mustache, but no beard.”

“ Where did he go? ”

“1 don’'t know. | just got here a
minute before you came.”

I That's enough now,” |
ahead with the prisoner.”

Maline led him to the stairs, and |
could hear him protesting his innocence as
he went down.

He had a

said. “ Go

CHAPTER I1I.
THEORIES AND FACTS.

I had taken the revolver away from
the prisoner, Burnell, and upon examin-
ing it found it to be a popular modern
pistol, five-shot, and two cartridges had
been fired, leaving three unexploded in
the cylinder.

| then began an investigation of the
room. | knew that everything necessary
to be done outside would be properly at-
tended to by Maline. n

| finished my search, when went to the
other rooms on that floor. They were
well furnished, and everything gave evi-
dence of good taste, with sufficient means
to gratify it.

| found no person there. | then went
to the second floor and opened a door.

This floor was vacant. The floors and
walls were bare, and it had been cleaned,
repapered, thoroughly renovated for a
future tenant.

I went to the first floor and tried the
B ors leading from the hall. They were
locked.

| was standing in the lower hall, look-
ing dubiously at the front door that had

so kindly, according to his story, admitted
Burnell, and with equal unkindness kept
Maline and me from entering, when the
tramp of feet on the front stoop caused
me to open the door. Maline had taken
his prisoner out there, and had closed the
two doors after him.

I found on the broad top platform a
lieutenant from the 'Fremont station, with
two officers in uniform beside Maline.

“ Anything new ? " asked the lieutenant
after Maline left.

“ Nothing that sheds any light.
the prisoner give out anything?”

“ No, he seems on the verge 'of collapse,
but sticks to the story that he saw the fight
from the opposite side of the street and
went in to stop it.”

“ There is nobody here,” |
“ Come up-stairs.”

We had not reached the top when the
clanging bell of an ambulance was heard.
We waited till the young surgeon joined
us. Together we ascended.

The surgeon knelt down, made a
thorough examination, and rose to his
feet again, shaking his head.

“ There is nothing | can do,” he re-
ported. “ This is not an ambulance nor a
hospital case. It's a case for the coroner.
The man is dead.”

“ 1 telephoned the coroner’'s office,”
said Maline. It's after hours, or | would
have stopped on my way to the station.
But there was a clerk there, who said he
would telephone the coroner at once.”

“ We need not wait for him to do police
work,” | interposed. “ | have here the
revolver— presumably— the revolver with
which the man was shot. Two shells are
empty. Want to examine it?”

Only the lieutenant, Maline, myself
and the dead man were in the room. The
doctor had gone away in the ambulance,
and the two policemen who accompanied
the lieutenant were guarding the two en-
trances, front and rear.

Did

said.

The lieutenant took the pistol, ex-
amined it, nodded, and handed it to
Maline.

“ How many bullets went into him?”
asked the lieutenant.

“ 1 found only evidence of one. But
there are two wounds. One in front,
right over the heart, and the other toward
the back, but to the left and just under
the shoulder - blade. It would appear
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either that one bullet killed him, having
entered the chest, and, having pierced
some portion of his heart, plowed itself
out at the back, still retaining enough
force for— this.”

| stepped to the wall, and pointed to a
small hole. In it, embedded in the plas-
ter, was a leaden bullet.

“ You spoke as though you had an al-
ternative theory,” said the lieutenant.

“Yes. You have already seen that two
cartridges were fired. The other theory
would be that the murderer fired one shot
as the victim stood before him, and then
fired another after he fell.”

“ Both bullets taking effect?”

“ Yes, if that theory holds, which I
doubt.”

“ Why! What makes you doubt? ”

“ Because | saw the shooting myself.
I could not tell how many shots were
fired, but I saw the man throw up his
hands, then bring them down and press
them against his breast, and fall back-
ward. | found him lying on his back. It
seems impossible that after the first shot
took effect that the murderer could shoot
the second one where the hole is in the
back.”

“ Was there any scuffle?
that?”

“ Yes. There was a decided scuffle.”

“ Did they have their arms around each
other, struggling?”

* Yes.”

“ Then could the murderer not have
fired the first shot in the victim’s back,
and the second as he was falling? ”

“ No. He could not have done that,
for I saw him draw the pistol from his
pocket after the scuffle.”

“ That settles that, then.
found anything more?”

“ Not pertaining to the crime itself. |
have found some letters, all addressed to
Gilbert Gainette, which | fancy is the
victim’s name.”

“ Anything to show a motive?
letters from an enemy?”

“ No, and no -letters that give any
idea of the man’'s family or friends.”

The lieutenant looked at his watch.

“ Who owns this house?” he asked.

“ His name is William Meade, so Ma-
line told me.”

“ That's correct,” said Maline.
iam Meade. | know him well.’

Did you see
*

Have you

Any

“Will-

“Is he out of town?”

“If he is he went since five o'clock
last night. | saw him at that time.”

“ Do vou know which floor he
on?”

“ No. | know he lives in the house,
and owns it. As a rule the owner of
this kind of house lives on the ground
floor, if it's a man. If it is a woman
alone, or with small children, she might
live on an upper floor for safety.”

“ It is time the family were home for
supper, if they are to have any here,”
observed the lieutenant.

The coroner and his physician arrived.
The doctor made an examination, and
the coroner viewed the body.

“ To whom shall | issue a permit for
burial?” he asked.

Nobody knew.

“ We must wait till

lives

the Meades re-

turn,” | said. “ They may know who
he is, or the people who live on this
floor.”

There was nothing more for us to do
till somebody came who could give us
information. | was growing impatient,
as all this took time, and while every-
thing pointed to Burnell as the mur-
derer, it was not the best thing to rest
on the evidence we had, with the prison-
er's repeated assertions that he had not
done the shooting, and the possibility
that the real murderer was meanwhile
putting miles between himself and the
scene of his crime.

“ You have a revolver there,” said the
coroner’'s physician. “ Will you let me
look at it?” ,

Maline still held the revolver. He
handed it to the doctor.

“It is a .32,” he said. “ From what
experience | have had with gunshot
wounds of all kinds. | am inclined to
believe, though bullet wounds are de-
ceptive, that the wound that Kkilled
this man was made with a .22 caliber
revolver. Let's dig that bullet from the
wall.”

CHAPTER III.
FRESH FACTORS IN THE CASE.

We all gasped a bit at this statement.
There was so little in all 1 had seen to
support any theory that Gainette, if
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that was his name, was Kkilled by any
other weapon than the one we had taken
from Burnell, that | looked at the
physician incredulously.

“ But,” | said, “ you have not heard
how we found this pistol. The man now
under arrest, who gives his name as
Burnell, was standing over the victim
with this revolver in his hand.”

“ That doesn't prove that he shot
Gainette with it. He may own the pistol,’
his story may be true, and he may have
drawn the pistol in his excitement when
he came in.”

There was enough possibility and even
plausibility in this, granting that Bur-
nell’'s story was true, and we remained
silent. We were still silent when we
heard footsteps on the stairs.

A man’s voice was speaking.

“ This is terrible,” he said. “ Gainette
had no enemies. | wonder if he is shot?”

“ Oh, don’t speak like that! Gilbert
had no enemies.”

This was in the voice of a woman, and
evidently a young one. “ It must be some
one else.”

The door of the room was thrown wide
open again and the two entered. The
man was about forty, smooth-faced, with
a slight mustache turning gray. He was
well-dressed and well-groomed.

The wife was perhaps twenty-two or
three, pretty, and showily dressed. Her
eyes were large and expressive, and she
certainly was of an emotional nature.

“ What's all this trouble?” asked the
man. “ The officers at the door at first
refused to permit us.to come in. When
| told them this was our home they said
a murder had been committed. That
man was our friend. He rented this room
and the next one as a bedroom.”

“ What is your name? ” | asked.

“ Benjamin Willington.”

We had been paying so much attention
to the man, | in particular, that the
woman had gone practically unnoticed,
until we heard her sobbing. She had*
fallen to her knees beside the dead man
and her face was covered by her hands.
She was calling his name.

“ Poor Gilbert! Poor Gilbert!”
cried in a low voice.

Then, springing to her feet, she pointed
her finger, adorned with two diamond
rings, at her husband.

she
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“ Arrest him!” she cried. “ He Killed
Gilbert Gainette.”

“ Luella!” gasped the man.

His face was deadly white.

“ | say you did, you did!” she insisted.

“ Why— Luella! Gentlemen of the
police,” he continued, turning to us, “ my
wife is beside herself with the shock of
this affair. | no more killed that man
than | have killed all of you. Once in
her right mind she will tell you the same
thing.”

“ Where have you been?” asked the

lieutenant. “ Where did you come from
just now?”

“ From the West Farms Station of the
Subway.”

“ What took you there? Had you
come from down-town?”

“ No. | have not been down-town to-
day. About four o'clock I went for a
stroll. My wife was down-town doing
some shopping. | had walked in from
Westchester, and knew about the time
she would reach West Farms. | waited
for her, and we walked home together.”

“ Is that true? ” | asked the wife.

“ It is true that he met me at the
station and we'walked home together,”
she answered. “ | don’t know what he
did before that.”

“ Why—why— | had no reason to shoot
the man?” stammered the accused hus-
band. “ And that pistol you have there
— | never owned such a pistol.”

The revolver was now in the coroner’s
hand. The wife leaped to him, and
looked at it.

“ Have you ever seen this pistol be-
fore?” asked the coroner.

“ No—not that one.”

The woman was evidently on the verge
of hysterics. Her remark gave me an
idea.

“You look out for him,” 1 said.
“ Lieutenant, see if he has a revolver of
any kind.”

The lieutenant made a search.

“ No, he is unarmed.”

“1'll look around a little.”

Rummaging, through several drawers
in a dresser, a washstand, and at the bot-
tom of a wardrobe, an occupation that
took about fifteen minutes, | brought out
a revolver and a box of cartridges. They
were lying in a conspicuous position,
among some collars and cuffs, | took
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weapon and ammunition to the front
room.

Without speaking | handed them to the
lieutenant.

“This is a .22 caliber revolver,” he
said after looking at it closely. “ It has
very recently been cleaned, oiled and
polished. All the chambers in the cylinder
are empty.”

“ 1 keep it cleaned, but not loaded,”
said the man.

“ Let me see that pistol,”
Maline.

He had dug the bullet from the plaster.
It was misshapen from contact, but a
mere glance showed that in its present
condition at least it would not fit the
cylinder of the polished little .22 revol-
Ver.

“ What is your name? ” | asked.

“ Benjamin Willington.”

“ Is this your wife?”

“ She is my wife. Why she makes such
a terrible charge against me is something
I can’'t understand.”

“ When did you use this revolver last
—1to shoot, | mean?”

“ Oh, | haven't used it for months. |
took it to the country With me several
months ago, but used it only a few times,
and then | shot at rabbits.”

| took the revolver from Maline, and
rubbed my finger along its shining barrel.
I smelled of it

“ It is not months since you oiled it.”

“ No. | oiled it two days ago.”

The woman by this time was standing
as if her mind had entirely given way.
Her breath came in painful gasps, and her
eyes were rolling, wildly bright and wide
open. Her fingers twitched nervously.

“ Do you insist on the charge that your

interposed

husband killed this man?” | asked.
“ Was there any motive? ”

“ A motive—but no reason. He was
jealous.”

“ Of this man?”

“ Of every man | spoke to. He had
ordered Gilbert Gainette to leave the

house.”

This fell with a chilling effect on us
all. If it had been a simple case of rob-
bery, or vengeance for something that
had been done .in business to ruin a man,
we could have grappled the mystery like
a hideous serpent and smiled as we
crushed it. But this trouble in a family-
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thrust upon us by a wife who was cer-
tainly suffering at that moment, accusing
her husband, a handsome and intelligent
man who bore no marks of criminality,
grated on our nerves. Yet there was duty
to be done.

“1I'll be compelled to place you under
arrest,” said the lieutenant. “ There is
already a prisoner—"

“ Arrested for this crime? ” asked Wil-
lington eagerly.

“ For a murder. This is the second to-
day—" said the lieutenant, who caught
himself before he gave anything away.
“ 1'll be compelled to take you before we
do anything more. Accompany me.”

In another moment we heard the lieu-
tenant and his prisoner tramping down-
stairs, The woman gave a shriek and
swooned, and when we had got her laid
on a bed the coroner’s physician began
working over her, while the rest of us
stood looking blankly into one another’s
faces.

“ Here comes somebody else,” an-
nounced Maline. “ | hope this won’'t mean
another arrest,”

The door was open, and from the head
of the stairs a man walked in.

“ The officers on the stoop told me
about it,” he said. “ My name is Meade,
and | own this house. If there are any
questions to ask, I am ready to answer
them. | am at your sendee.”

CHAPTER IV.
THE AFFAIR BECOMES A MYSTERY.

Mr. Meade Was a square-built man
of middle age, having the appearance
of one who had seen hard work, met
with hard knocks, but who had conquered
every obstacle by sheer will power and
endurance. Yet he was not a rich man.
Comfortably situated, perhaps, but that
was all.

“We have here,” | said, “ a great
mystery on our hands. | suppose you
knew this Gilbert Gainette very well? ”

“N—no, | can't truthfully say | did,”
was the reply. “ He had his rooms here
with the Willingtons. So far as | know
he was a sober enough fellow, although
I remember seeing him a few times when
| thought he had taken a little too much
—of something.
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“ The Willingtons have not been my
tenants very long— about four months.
Gainette came soon after they took the
rooms.”

“ Was Willington poor, that they were
compelled to rent rooms?” | inquired.

“ 1 don't think so. Willington is a sales
agent for several importing houses, and
did, | had thought, a very good business.
But you see, there were only two of them,
and this is a large floor. There are
seven large rooms. Mrs. Willington had
a servant at first, but could not get along
well with her, and then said she would
do her own work.

“ She did so for a short time, and then
said there was too much room for two
people. 1 don’t know how they found
Gainette, whether he had been an ac-
quaintance or just came in answer to an
advertisement. | never inquire into those

things. | have enough to do in this
world to mind my own business. |
think we all have.”

“ If that is a fling at us—" began the
lieutenant, but Meade interrupted.

“ Not at all,” he went on. “ You mis-
understood me. It is your business to fer-
ret out wrong-doing. Without you we
should be at the mercy of every rogue
and cutthroat. But to get back to
Gainette. As | said, | can tell you little
about him.”

“ Well, how about Willington?
wife accuses him of the murder.”

“ His wife?”

His

“Yes. At least they claim to be man
and wife.”
“ Oh, they are. | wasn't thinking of

that. But it is so unusual a thing for
a wife to accuse a husband of murder. |
thought the law provided against that.”

“ Not exactly. A wife cannot be com-
pelled to testify against her husband if
she refuses to do so.”

“ Ah!”

Meade's face grew somber. He was
evidently trying to understand things as
they should be explained. There was no
doubt that he was trying to help us.

“ How did they act together— the man
and wife?” asked the lieutenant.

“ Why—in public they were always
clearly attached to each other. Wailling-
ton was very solicitous concerning his
wife’s health and comfort.”

“ Did they ever quarrel? ”
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“ Sometimes | heard high words, but
never knew the cause.”

I 1s Willington what you would call
a jealous man?”

“ He was an ordinary man. All ordi-
nary men are jealous, and so are all
ordinary women.”

“ Was there any evident cause for this
jealousy?"

“ None that | ever saw. Mrs. Wil-
lington is a little high-strung, and likes
a good deal of gaiety. But as for flirt-
ing or anything like that | should say
no, most decidedly.”

At this juncture the physician came
from Mrs. Willington’s room.

“ Here is the address of Gainette's
brother,” he said. “ Mrs. Willington
gave it to me, and | wrote it down. |
can't quite make her out. She fainted
when Willington was placed under ar-
rest, and now remembers nothing about
it. She wants to see him.”

“ Is she calm?”

“ She seems calm and collected, but
you'd better leave her to herself till to-
morrow. She ought to have some one
with her through the night. | suppose
Willington will be kept locked up?”

“ Over night, at least,” replied the
lieutenant.

“ My own wife will attend her faith-
fully,” said Mr. Meade.

We thanked him. The coroner wrote
out a permit to have the body of the
victim cared for by his brother, and said
he would send a letter to him explaining
the tragedy. He lived only a short dis-
tance from New York in the country, and
I believed the letter would reach him as
soon as a telegram at that hour.

There was nothing more to be done
in the house, and placing the body of
Gainette on the table, we left, with the
two officers, one man, however, remain-
ing there on duty.

| left the others to go their several
ways, and proceeded on my interrupted
trip to headquarters, where | reported
what had occurred.

The captain at the head of the homi-
cide bureau listened attentively while |
went all over the ground.

“ 1 was going to detail you on another
case, Tuller." he said, ‘‘but since you
saw the affair from the first, or almost
the first. | shall leave the matter in your
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hands. Of course, you will work in
unison with the captain of the Tremont
Station.”

“ Certainly, sir,” | replied.

“ Now, how good a look at the two
faces did you get from the station at
West Farms?”

“1 didn't get a very good look at
either face. It was growing dusk, and
the distance was considerable.”

“ Well—you have seen Gainette's face.
Could you identify it as one of the men
who were fighting?”

“ 1 could not.”

“ Would you be willing to stake your
reputation—would you be willing to say
under oath that he was one of the two
mho were fighting?”

This nearly made me gasp.

“ Why—how can there be any doubt
of it? There he lies, dead from a pistol-
shot.”

“ True enough. But will you swear
that it was the pistol you saw fired that
killed him?”

“ 1 would be willing to do that.
else could | do?"

“ Well, I am not putting you to the
test. | am merely speculating on the
peculiar phases of the case. There is
something very strange in the fact that
Mrs. Willington accuses her husband, and
then faints when he is arrested.”

“ We all thought that.”

“ What was her name before she mar-
ried Willington? ”

“ 1 don't know. We gave her till to-
morrow to rest.”

“ Learn that to-morrow. Go deep into
this, matter of the Wiilingtons. In a
neighborhood like that, where everybody
knows everybody else, it ought to be
easy to learn something.”

“1'll learn something.”

“ And go into the habits of the young

What

man Burnell. Does he live in West
Farms?”
“That | don't know. | didn't ques-

tion him much. | wanted Maline to
hurry to the station and report, and also
telephone for the coroner and the ambu-
lance. I'll see Burnell to-night.”

“ 1 will leave the matter with you. |
will not hamper you with"abstruse orders.
Go ahead and ferret the thing out, and
don't let it get written up as one of the
unsolved murders of New York. We

Though
that the

have enough of them already.
God knows we are doing all
human mind can think of.”

This was about all the conversation
| had with my chief. | left headquarters
and boarded an Elevated train for Tre-
mont.

CHAPTER V.

A STUBBORN PRISONER.

I had learned from experience that
night was the most favorable time in
which to question persons accused of
crime. | am not a scientist to explain
the psychology of the matter. But |
know that in the dark hours a person
kept awake by fear, or conscience, has a
more active mind, is more impression-
able, and more likely to tell the truth.

In the bright daylight the good re-
solves we make through a miserable
night, rendered burdensome by insomnia,
take wings. The hobgoblins of intro-
spection and retrospection do not fly in
daylight as they do at night.

I found a lieutenant at the desk in the
Tremont Station, and at once asked about
the two under arrest.

“ You've got two prisoners so far
apart in character, or at least in tempera-
ment,” he said, “ that it seems strange
they are both accused of the same crime.
Burnell, who is nothing but a boy, for he
gave his age as eighteen, has almost had
strokes that would carry him off. He is
inclined to brace up; and then, when he
seems calm, he will go to pieces again,
break down, and cry. Cries like a baby,
and mumbles somebody’s name.

“ The other prisoner, Willington,
seems puzzled. He wrinkles his brow,
tries evidently to think of something, but
refuses to admit that he shot Gainette.
Which do you want to interrogate first? ”

“ Burnell. He was arrested first, and
there is more against him at the present
time than against Willington. Wailling-
ton was accused by his wife, who was,
according to both of them, down-town
shopping, and did not see the shooting at

all.  On the other hand, it would seem
that we caught Burnell almost in the
very act.

“ He was standing with a revolver in
his hand, and the bullet we extracted
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from the wall was about the caliber for
that revolver. I'll have a talk with Bur-
nell first.”

“ Want to talk to him in his cell? ”

“ Place does not matter. You'd better
be in at the interrogation.”

“We'll have him in the captain’'s
room. Pie told me to use it if it was
needed.”

Burnell, walking between two officers
on reserve, was pale and trembling when
he was brought before the lieutenant and
myself. He looked at me particularly in
a frightened way, because | was the one
he feared most, having discovered him in
the position that would prove so prejudi-
cial to his case.

Still, the house uniform of the lieu-
tenant had the effect of inspiring in him
an awe that also weakened his tongue.

“ Burnell,” 1 said, “ what animosity
had you against Gilbert Gainette?”

“ By Heaven, sir! | swear that |
never saw the man before.”

“ Ever hear of him before?”

Never.”
Where do you live?”

“ On East Fifty-Third Street.”

“ Where were you bound for when you
saw the struggle — as you claim you
did?”

“ 1 was on my way to the Subway sta-
tion at the corner of Boston Road and
Tremont Avenue.”

“ From where?
this afternoon?”

If it was possible, he seemed to turn
even paler than he had been before.

“You don’'t answer. Where were you
this afternoon? ”

< In the park.”

“ What park? ”

“ Bronx Park.”

“ What part of it?”

“ Why— all parts of it I went
through most of the zoological gardens,
then a little way in the botanical gardens,
and then took a row on the Bronx River
in a boat.”

“ Where did you get the boat?”

“ At the lower end of the park—the
boat - house opposite the West Farms
gate.”

“ Were you alone
bling? ”

He kept his lips resolutely closed.

“ 1 am asking, Burnell, if you went

“

Where had you been

in all this ram-

through the several portions of the park
and on the river alone.”

Still the white lips were pressed to-
gether, and no reply came from them.

“ Let me assist your memory,” | went
on. “You and Gainette were together.
It doesn't matter much whether you and
he had been acquainted before or not.
But you and he might have met by
chance, and then he asked you to his

rooms. You quarreled, and he got the
worst of it. How's that?”

“ It is all wrong. It's a lie!'”

“You use harsh language, but iivV

won't quarrel about it. What did you
and Gainette quarrel about?”

“ Nothing. | had never seen him till
I reached his room. | saw him lying on
the floor just as you found him. Near
the door at the head of the stairs | saw
the revolver. | was frightened and ex-
cited. | picked up the revolver, and
stood with it in my hand, wondering
what | ought to do, when you came in.”

“ Now, let us get back to the little
roaming you did in the park. Calm your-
self, and tell us all about it.”

“ Why, there isn't so much to tell. 1
did just what hundreds of others were
doing.”

“ Did you enter the park by way of the
lower gate on Boston Road?”

“ No. | entered the park by way of
the Crotona gate on the Southern Boule-
vard.”

“ How did you reach the Bronx?
Come on the Subway?”

“Yes.”

“ Then what induced you to go to the
Crotona gate, quite a distance, when in
little more than a stone’s throw you could
enter the gate on the Boston Road? ”

“ 1—1 took a walk that way.”

“ Burnell, you were not alone at that
time. With whom did vou enter the
park?”

Again that tightening of the lips, and
silence.

“ Was it Gainette?”

“ No.”

“ Was it anybody? ”

“ Look here. 1 don't know much about
law. | don’'t know much about anything.
I'm only a student in college. But |
know this. | am under arrest for com-
mitting a murder because you found me
with the man who was killed, and a re-
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volver in my hand. All right. Jf I am
to be convicted of a murder I had no
thought of committing, then I'll try to
stand it. But | can’'t see what difference
it makes who was with me in the park.
It's a free park—five days a week, any-
way. And | won’t tell you now or any
other time who was with me.”

“ You admit some one was with you? ”

“ 1 admit nothing.”

The color was returning to his cheeks.
His face, when not so unnaturally white,
was handsome and manly. His eyes
were blue, and looked steadily at me in
the utmost frankness. There Was no
stubbornness nor any seeming effort at
concealment, except on that one subject,
his companion in the park.

“ That's enough now,” | said. *“ Has
he had his supper? ”
“Yes,” answered the lieutenant. “ We

don’t starve people up here.”

The two officers led the prisoner away.

“ Now we are up against a totally dif-
ferent proposition,” | said. *“ Let's have
out Willington. Between you and me, |
don’t blame the boy for not wanting to
drag the girl into this thing.”

“ The girl? What girl?”

“The girl he had with him in the
park. Of course, it was a girl if it wasn't

Gainette. And | don’t believe it was
Gainette.”
“ Neither do I,” replied the lieutenant.

“ Here comes Willington.
can make out of him.”

See what you

CHAPTER VI.
LIGHT BEGINS TO FILTER IN.

W illington wore a gloomy, downcast
look when they led him in. He seemed
to be a man who had drunk the dregs-of
the cup of bitterness, and felt that noth-
ing else would count. He squared his
shoulders a little, and then fell away
again and slumped down into the chair
we indicated.

“ Willington,” | began, “you have
had an opportunity to think over things.
Is there anything you want to tell us?”

“ No, unless you can lead up to it by
questions, which I am willing to answer.
But 1'd like to have somebody tell me
something.”

“ Well, you lead up to it with a ques-

tion to start with.
be told? ”

“ Who killed Gilbert Gainette?”

“ That's what we are going to learn.
According to your wife, it was you.”

“ And that's another thing 1'd like to
have explained to me. Why did my wife
accuse me?”

“ Probably because she knew or be-
lieved you were guilty. Now, let me ask
a few questions. What was your wife’s
name before her marriage? ”

“ Bengby.”

“ Live in New York?”

“ No, her family lived in New Ro-
chelle.”

“ New Rochelle, eh?
the family well? ”

“ No, and | don't yet. They are not
my kind. My wife did not always live at
home, and | never went to see her there.
She boarded on West Thirty - Fourth
Street, and | met her there. We spent
our time going to theaters, roof-gardens,
and such places.”

“ Were you married without her pa-
rents’ consent?”

“ I've never seen her parents. Never
have seen any of her people. Once in a
great while she went to see them, but
only for a day. There seemed to be a
gulf of some kind between them. |
never asked much about it, because |
didn't care.”

“ How long have you been married? ”

“ About a year. A year and a month,
to be accurate.”

“ Now tell us all you know about Gai-
nette.”

“That's it. | don't know anything
about Gainette. When we first moved
up from Manhattan and took the top
floor in Mr. Meade’s house, we were both
delighted with the rooms. They were
large, airy, comfortable. I -furnished
them well, as you have seen. | make
plenty of money, and we had a servant.
Then, suddenly, my wife took a dislike
to this servant and began to find fault
with little things that before had passed
unnoticed.

“ This culminated in a downright
quarrel, and the servant was dismissed.
Then my wife vowed she would have no
more servants, but would do the work
herself. This only lasted a couple of
weeks, when she discovered that we had

What do you want to

Did you know
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too many rooms for us two. She insisted
on'renting out a furnished room, and
somehow Gainette showed up as our ten-
ant. | don't know whether my wife ad-
vertised or not. Anyway, he had the best
room in the flat, and a small bedroom.”

“ What was Gainette’s business ? ”

“ Well, for a time he worked for a
surface-car company in Manhattan, and
then got a job as checking-clerk in a big
wholesale housé.”

“ Was he industrious? Pay his rent
promptly ?”
“ | suppose so. That was a matter be-

tween him and my wife. It was her
money— pin-money.”

“ Had you any cause to be jealous of

Gainette? Was he paying attentions to
your wife?”
“ Oh, | don't know that | had any

good reason. But | am so deeply in love
with my wife that any attention paid to
her by an outsider does make me feel
queer, I'll admit. You see, I'm a sober
old fudge, almost twice as old as she is,
and like to take my ease. She. scarcely
more than a 'girl, likes fun, frolic, the
lighter side of life.”

“ And so, | suppose, did Gainette.”

“ Oh, yes! He was inclined to musicg,
and so is my wife; and they used to play
and sing together. Their voices seemed
to harmonize somehow extraordinarily
well, and they knew about the same
songs.”

“ Anything worse than that?”

“ Well, they were out together a good
deal. | don’t mean mysteriously, but go-
ing about among the stores around where
we lived. And, after a few weeks, Gai-
nette began bringing in things he liked
to eat—for the table. This, of course,
galled me, because he was supposed only
to have the rooms. But he complained
of the restaurants, and liked to have din-
ner with us on Sunday; and in the after-
noon we would all three go somewhere
for a little outing.”

, “ Did you ever make any threat against
the life of Gainette?”

“ Not that I remember. Toward the
last my wifé and | quarreled a good deal
about it, and | finally told Gainette his
presence was making my home life very
unpleasant, and suggested he'd better

0.

“ What did Gainette say to that? ”

5 A

“ Why, lie laughed.”

“ That is, he laughed— derisively?”

“ Just that.”

“ Did he refuse to go? ”

“ He gave me to understand he would
remain till my wife told him to go. He
had rented the rooms from her.”

“ Then what took place? ”

| said | would pitch him out if he
wasn't out by Saturday.”

“ Next Saturday?”

“ No, last Saturday.
out.”

“ Did you pitch him out?”

“No. | wish I had. <He wouldn’t
have been killed in my home then.”

“ Was it your intention to pitch him
out?”

“ 1 wanted te have a good talk with
my wife first. But she had become ex-
citable of late, and wept when | spoke
about it.”

“ And yet — you say that there was
nothing but the merest friendship be-
tween them?”

“ There was something — not friend-
ship—some mystery that my wife knew
about. | never could get it from her. |
did not shoot Gainette. | never had any
reason even to think of such a thing.
The only trouble was that whatever they
knew between them was causing my wife
to lose her health. And | wanted her
more to myself. The fellow was pleas-
ant enough, but was always around eve-
nings. We played cards a good deal in
bad weathef, and that was pleasant
enough. But it didn't suit me— exactly.”

“ Now, how much of what you told us
this afternoon about your own actions
was true?”

" All of it

“ Then you claim you left your house
at about four o’clock and took a walk.”

“ 1 can readily prove that. At five |
was talking with a friend in Van Nest.”

“ Can you produce this friend if you
are held for trial ?”

“ Yes.”

“ That's all now.”

Willington was led back to his cell.

“ What do you think of that one? ” 1
asked the lieutenant.

“ More complicated than the other

And he wasn't

case. There is something here to work
on. | knew he was puzzled. And he is
puzzled yet. There is evidently some-
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thing about Gainette he can’t get through
his head.”

“1I'll see Mrs. Willington to-morrow.
She may give us a little light.”

We walked out to the desk, and | sat
with the lieutenant while he disposed of
one or two minor cases brought in. Then
—it was almost midnight—a tall, thin,
anxious-looking man came in.

“ I—beg your pardon— for disturbing
you,” he said haltingly. “ But my daugh-
ter— she hasn’'t been home for supper—
she was never out so late before— 1 fear
something has happened.”

“ What could happen?”
lieutenant.

“ She—she may have eloped. Or she
mav have been drowned in the Bronx.
She was there—with a young man— row-
ing this afternoon.”

“ What was the young man's name?”

“ Fred Burnell.”

The lieutenant and |
other with narrowing eyes.

asked the

looked at each

CHAPTER VIE
ENTER THE GIRL IN THE CASE.

asked the
ink and

“What is your name?”
lieutenant, dipping a pen ih
drawing the blotter before him.

“ David Carne.”

“ Where do you reside? ”

“On One Hundred and Eighty-First
Street, near the Southern Boulevard.”

I caught a quick, intelligent glance
from the lieutenant's eyes. Burnell had
told us that he had entered the park by-
way of the Crotona gate, which faces the
Southern Boulevard a little north of the
street Carne said he lived on.

“ What is your daughter's name?”

“ Winnie— Winifred Carne.”

“ When did you see her last?”

“ Early this morning at breakfast.
My wife is out of town, and Winnie gets
the meals. We have no servant.”

“ Were you away all day?”

“ 1 am away almost every day. |
a bricklayer.”

“ How was she dressed at breakfast? ”

“ In a simple morning frock, such as
anv poor man’s girl would put on for*
work around the house.”

“ Not what she would wear outside?”

“ No. She has good clothes.”

am

“ How old is she?”

“ Almost seventeen.”

“ Have you examined her wardrobe?”

“Yes, There are several things miss-
ing. The places where she kept her
clothes seem to be all tumbled up. You
know what | mean—as if somebody had
gone through the drawers and closets in a
hurry and picked out what was wanted.”

“ Anything missing that you can de-
scribe? ”

“ Of course, I don’'t know much about
a girl's clothes. Her mother could tell
you better than I. | shall telegraph for
her.”

“ But vou would know if such things
as dresses and shoes were missing.”

“ 1 couldn’t find a new gray suit, with
a coat to match, nor a light blue one.”

“ How about shirt-waists?”

“ Oh, the house is full pf them. I
wouldn’t miss a few.”

“ And you think she has eloped witjj
this Burnell. What makes you think so? ”

“ Because | know she thinks a lot of
him, and | had forbidden her to have
anything to do with him.”

“ Bad lot, eh?”

“ Well—"

The man’s hesitation was so evident
that the lieutenant looked up from the
blotter and keenly studied him.

“ Do you know this Burnell ?”

“ Slightly.”

“ 'What do you know about him?
us everything.”

“ Well. | know he lives on East Fifty-
Third Street, just a little way from
Fifth Avenue. =And | know he is a col-
lege student. | know his father is rich.
I don’t know his father’s business.”

“ Now, you say you forbade your
daughter to have anything to do with
Burnell. Yet what you say about him.
as far as it goes, seems to portray a young
chap whom almost any father and mother
would be glad to have pay attention to a
daughter. You must know something
worse about him than the mere fact that
his father is rich.”

“ As a young man there is nothing to
be said against him.” replied Mr. Carne
earnestly. “ So far as | know, lie has no
very had habits. | never saw any signs
of intoxication about him. although at
times he has taken a glass of beer when
| happened to have it in the house.”

Tell
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“ You treated? You drank with him?”

“ Certainly.”

“Well, ~hv did you forbid your
daughter to hive anything to do with
him?”

“ In the first place, l.considered them
both too young to be seriously in love.
He can’'t be more than eighteen, or per-
haps nineteen.v He is still a student In
college, and has not made up his mind
what work he is going to do in the world.
Naturally, he will take up a profession,
or go with his father into business. The
other reason was—"

“ Go on,” said the lieutenant.

“ He is too rich. A young man like
that, with plenty of money, even before
he earns it, would hardly want the daugh-
ter of a bricklayer for a wife.”

The lieutenant looked me in the face,
but I knew he was not thinking of me.
His face was blank. He was thinking
deeply.

“Young fellows like girls who are
pretty, know how to dress neatly and
prettily, and are lively — good com-
pany,” he said, returning to Mr. Carne.
“ And my experience has been that young
meir of that age, if they are healthy-
minded, unspoiled boys, don’t care much
what the father of the girl does for a

living. Has he ever said he wanted your
daughter for a wife?”
“ Yes.”
“To you?”
“ Oh, yes, to me and to Winnie, both.”
“M-m! Did you tell Burnell you

'didn’t want him to call on vour daugh-
ter?”

“ 1 explained the difference in their
stations in life, and said it was not wise.”

“ In other words, you did just the
thing to cause them to meet clandes-
tinely.”

“ 1| fear they have.”

“ Is your daughter pretty? Blonde or
brunette ?

“ She is called pretty.
blonde, but not the
bleached kind. Brown,
her hair, and she has brown eyes.
rather tall.”

“ Is she lively? Entertaining?”

“ She plays the piano and sings.”

The lieutenant stretched himself.

“ You have no idea what time she left
the house?”

She is rather
straw - colored,
I always called
She is

“« No.”
The lieutenant nodded to me and shot
a glance toward the door that led to-
ward the cells. *
“ Come with me, Mr. Carne,” | said.
The man followed me.
“Is that Burnell?” | asked, pointing
to the prisoner.
He had been sitting on the edge of the

steel slat with his head buried ip his
hands. When | spoke he started to his
feet.

“ Mr, Carne!” he gasped.

For a moment the father of the miss-
ing girl could not speak. He glanced in
a helpless way at me, and then again at
the prisoner. He swayed on his -kgs as
if he would fall.

“ It is Burnell, is it? ” | said.

He did not answer «16. He began to
wring his hands.

“ Fred Burnell,” he cried, *“ what
have vou done with Winnie? Where is
she?™

“ How do 1 know where she is? I've
been locked up here since about half past
five.”

“ Where was she when you saw her
last?”

“ On the front stoop of your house.”

“ Are you telling the truth, Burnell ?”

“ As God is my judge.”

“ Then—then—" queried Carne trem-
ulously, turning to me, “ where is she
now? And what is he locked up for?”

CHAPTER VIIL.

AN IMPORTANT REVELATION,

| exprained the charge on which Bur--
nell was there, and led Mr. Came back
to the desk.

“ He identifies Burnell,” 1 announced.

“ What does Burnell say about the
girl?”

“ Says he left her on her own front
stoop. That must have been about ten
minutes before he was found in the house
owned by Meade.”

The lieutenant swung again toward
Carne.

“ Did you know anybody by the name
of Gilbert Gainette?”

“ l— have seen him.”

“Where? ”

“ At mv house?”



68 THE ARGOSY.

“ What took him there?”

“ Winnie had a little party once, a
few weeks ago. He was there.”

“ Was he there alone? ”

No, Mrs. Willington was with him.”
“And Mr. Willington?”

Mr. Willington was not there. It
was a young people’s party, and | under-
stand Mr. Willington is a middle-aged
man.”

“ Did you notice anything like a flirta-
tion between Gainette and Mrs. Willing-
ton at the party?”

“ No. Whatever attempt at flirting
there was seemed to be on the part of
Gainette.”

tried to flirt. With whom?”

“ My Winnie.”

| saw the lieutenant draw in a quick,
sharp breath. | -confess the answer given
by Carne sent a chill through me, though
I was accustomed to painful scenes and
disclosures. This led directly up to a
motive Burnell might have had for shoot-
ing Gainette.

“ Mr. Carne, you may be called upon
as a witness in this case. | advise you
to say nothing to any person about the
matter until you hear from the district
attorney’s office.”

“ But about my girl—Winnie! Can't
| search for her?”
“ Certainly, and we shall do our

utmost to find her.
as a material witness. You may be of
assistance to us in the matter. Try to
ascertain from neighbors if any one saw
her leave home after Burnell went away,
and what dress she wore.”

“ 1 will, and let you know in the morn-
ing,” said the grief-stricken father, who
had walked into a murder mystery so un-

We may want her

expectedly.

The lieutenant told him he was not
needed further, and he left.

“ Tuller,” said the lieutenant, “ the
plot thickens. What do you think now? ”

“1 think I'm sleepy,” | answered.

“ This needs a clear -head, and not a
tired one. I'll see Mrs. Willington early
in the morning and show up here im-
mediately after.”

“Very well.”

I did not go back to headquarters, but
left the general alarm 1 knew would be
sent out with the lieutenant. | went
home and to bed.

Early in the morning | hurried
through breakfast, and tljen went to see
Mrs. Willington.

| found no trace of the tragedy of the
day before. Mrs. Willington was busy-
ing herself about the flat. She was neatly
dressed, pale, and when she saw me, she
became greatly agitated.

“ How is he?” she asked abruptly.

“ How is who?”

“ My husband.”

“ Why, the last time | saw him he was
well, and probably is now. Somewhat
upset, of course.”

“ | suppose so. | know you have come
to question me, or perhaps arrest me.
Which is it?”

“ 1 have come to ask some questions.
Whether the other follows depends on
your statements.”

“ Well, sit down. You may ask me
all the questions you like, and 1 promise
to give you truthful answers.”

“ Mrs. Willington,” | began, *“ last
night you made a very serious charge
against your husband. Were you quite in
possession of your senses when you ac-
cused him of shooting Gainette?”

“ 1 was excited. | hardly knew what
I was saying.”

“ Yet, even in your excitement, there
must have been some foundation for your
accusation. What was.it? Was he jeal-
ous of Gainette?”

“ He may have been. Or, he may not
have been exactly what you would call
jealous. But my husband is much older
than | am, and as Mr. Gainette and |
liked ta sing and play together, my hus-'
band thought | gave too much of my
time to his company.”

“ Did you know Gainette before he
came to hire rooms here?”

She looked at me full in the face and
opened her lips as if to answer my ques-
tion. Then her glance fell and she said
nothing.

“ You. answer my question almost as
well as though you had spoken,” | said.

Her face, though, did not show what
a woman's face does under such a line of
questioning. Instead of flushing and
looking confused, she turned deathly-
white and seemed about to faint.

“ 1 knew him—years ago.”
falteringly.-

“ Remember, you promised to tell me

she said
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the truth. | do not wish to alarm you,
nor ask unpleasant questions. But when
a man’s life depends on our knowing the
truth we have to learn all we can. Just
how long have you known Gainette?”

“ Since—since the day he was born.”

“Then his people must have been
neighbors and friends of your people.”

She shut her eyes and faintly nodded.

“ 1 fear you are getting dangerously
near the edge of not telling qu™te all the
truth. Now— | am going to put a ques-
tion that I must ask. Unpleasant though
it may be, 1 am compelled to ask because
we must know the truth. Was there any
reason for your husband being jealous of
Gainette? ”

“ Possibly there was an apparent rea-
son. No real one.”

"“You were together a great deal?”

“Yes.”

“ You went to parties together without
your husband ? "

“ Only one, Miss Game’s.”

“ You sang and played the same songs
and tunes.”

“ Yes.”

“ Wouldn’t that make a husband jeal-
ous? ”

A gasp caught her breath.
her hand to her throat.

“ Not—not if he knew the truth.”

“ The truth? Was there more?”

“ 1 had not told— 1 had not told my
husband the truth.”

Even a detective, though he sees so
much of the seamy side of life in a city
like New York, has a heart in him. And
mine just then felt deeply for Mr. Wil-
lington. | fear | became q little sterner
in my manner toward his wife.

“ You do not, then,” | said, “ love your
husband.”

“ 1 love my husband as no other wo-
man that | knofv loves hers.”

| grew puzzled.

“ i don’'t think,” 1 said, “ | quite fol-

She put

low you. You say you love your hus-
band? ”

“ Dearly. He has been wonderfully
good to me.”

“ Yet, in almost the same breath you
admit that a strong attachment existed
beween you and Gilbert Gainette, and
only yesterday you accused your husband
of murdering your— Gainette.”

She leaped to her feet.

“ 1 must tell you the truth to save my-
self. | will not live with false interpre-
tations on my words or actions. | do
love my husband. Yet there was a long
and natural affection between Gilbert
and me. And the reason of this | never
told— I never dared tell my husband.”

“ Dare you tell me?” | asked.

“ Yes— now, or my husband. The rea-
son for secrecy has been swept away by
the hand of A\ murderer. Nothing that
can be said now will hurt Gilbert.”

“ Go ahead,” | said.

“ Gilbert Gainette was not Gilbert
Gainette. He was Gilbert Bengby, my
brother.”

Having said this, she gasped again and
fell back weakly in her chair.

CHAPTER IX.
A VISION IX GRAY.

| rushed to help the woman. With
water handy 1 soon had her back in con-
dition so that she could continde.

“ It must all come out,” she said, “ and
there is no use keeping anything hack
from you» My brother was a fugitive
from justice. My own parents and |
have quarreled and separated about it.
Gilbert was always wild. He went from
the farm to 'Boston, where he had a fair
position, but his salary was not sufficient
to give him the gay life he craved, and
he committed a forgery. He got away,
however, but his money was gone, and |
was the only one who would help him.

“ He went home and my father and
mother, who are very rigid church people,
turned him out. | received a letter from
him telling me all about it, and | got
up the furpished-room idea just to have
him under my care. | did not dare tell
my husband. Of course, | did not expect
that the presence of my own brother was
going to wreck the happiness of my
home.

“ You see what a fool I am. / knew
he was my brother. | never thought so
far as to realize my husband would look
upon our friendship hs that of his wife
and an outsider. Things grew black. My
husband and | quarreled, and then I
dared not tell him the truth.” /

“ And that was why you accused him
of killing your brother? ”



70 THE ARGOSY.

“1 am sorry | said so. | do not now
think he did. Mr. Willington would
never do any person harm.”

After hearing her story | understood
the puzzled expression the lieutenant and
I had noticed in Willington’s face. And
he had reason enough to be puzzled. It
was one of those matters that would prob-
ably have been amicably settled had the
wife and husband sat down to a good con-
fidential chat about it. But deceit hav-
ing poked its head in, nothing could be
done to shut the door and keep the entire
hideous body out.

I thanked Mrs. Willington, and went
back to the station where 1| found the
lieutenant, relieved from duty, but wait-

ing for me. | told him what | had
learned,

“ Worse and worse.” he said. “ This
is getting to be a regular labyrinth.

We'll fiiid~the way out. though.”

It was stilTearly. At nine o’clock both
Willington and Burnell would be taken
in the prisoners’ van or “ Black Maria "
to the Morrisania court, where the
charges would -be laid before the magis-
trate, who would conduct a preliminary
examination. Before that hour arrived,
an automobile honked up to the curb and
a well-dressed man came hurriedly into
the station-house.

He carried a morning paper
hand. | had not yet seen one.

“ My son 1” he exclaimed in an excited
manner. “ My name is Burnell. 1 read
in this morning’s paper that a Fred Bur-
nell was arrested late yesterday afternoon
on the charge of murder. Is he here?”

“ He is, sir,” said the officer at the
desk.

“ May | see him, to ascertain if it is
my son? He was not at home last night.”

“ Certainly. Lieutenant, will you at-
tend to this identification? And Tul-
ler? ”

We accompanied the agitated man to
Burnell’s cell.

“ Fred!” he cried. “ How did you get
into such a terrible scrape? Your mother
is prostrated, and | am almost crazy.”

“It's all right, pater,” replied the
young fellow. 11 am innocent. Cir-
cumstances look black against me now,
but when the detectives dig up the facts
I'll walk out without a stain on my good
name.”

in his

“1 hope to God you are telling the
truth,” said the agonized father.

“ | am, dear old dad. Tell mother so.”

The father swung round to the lieu-
tenant and me.

“ 1 am unacquainted with the proce-
dure in such a case,” he said. “ Is there
not such a thing as bail? ”

“In a murder case we could not ac-
cept bail here,” replied the lieutenant.
” Anyway, when we asked him last night
if he wished to communicate with any
one the prisoner said he did not.”

“ That's like Fred. But now what will

be done?”
“ There are two arrested on the same
charge.” | explained. “ They will be

taken to court at nine, and the question of
bail will come up before a magistrate."

“ What court?”

We told him how to reach the place.

“ 1 will be there, and give bail if 1 am
permitted to do so,” he said.

“ Don’t look like the father of asuur-
derer.” remarked the lieutenant.

“ 1 haven't seen anybody in the affair
yet who looks like a murderer.” |
answered.

“ That's right, too.” he said. “ But—

duty is duty— | have heard that some-
where. 1 think.”
“You and 1. lieutenant, and several

thousands of us in this complicated ma-
chinery of a big city, are not supposed to
have hearts or sentiment. We are here—
well—because we're here.”

He nodded, took a few strides round
the room, and came back to me.

«“ 'Fuller,” lie said, “ what sort of evi-
dence would,you call this?”

“ Circumstantial—all of it.”

“ So do I. What about finding Burnell
with the revolver, a bullet in the wall of
the same caliber as that revolver, .32, and
the murdered man on the floor? ”

* Circumstantial evidence, but mighty
strong. If 1| could identify Burnell as
the man | had seen point the pistol and
shoot Bengbv. it would be direct. But
| can't.”

“ And of course the evidence against
Willington is all circumstantial.”

“ Certainly.”

“ There's a good deal of mystery to be
solved yet. Is there a third party? ”

“You mean—somebody besides these
two who shot the man?”
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a“ Yes. That's what | mean.”

“ Why, how could there be?” | asked.
“ Where would he be? What could have
been the motive?”

“ We don’t know the motive if it was
a third party. |If it was 'Burnell, the
motive was jealousy. Gainette— or.
Bengbv—had flirted with his girl, Win-
nie Carne. If it was Willington, the mo-
tive assuredly was jealousy. A third one
might have had the same or a totally dif-
ferent motive.”

“ But how* could there be a third
one?”

“ | don't know. You were first on the
ground, you and Maline. | haven't been
there except when | went over at your
call. Now, about how long was it from
the time you saw the man in the room
aim the pis'tol till you and Maline entered
the room?”

“ 1 should say— three minutes,
haps four.”

“ Bengby was dead when you got
there? ”

“ Dead as a door-nail.”

“ And Burnell, who was there with the
the .32 revolver, claimed that in his ex-
citement he had picked it up from the
floor? ”

“ He said that, but it doesn't cut any
ice,” | answered. “ If he did the shoot-
ing he could have thrown the revolver
into another room, or out the window,
and claimed he knew nothing about it.”

“ But., he didn't do either of these
things.”

“ He didn't.”

“ My belief is there's a third party.
The coroner’s physician said the wound
was probably made by a .22 caliber re-
volver.”

“ He said the wound looked like it.
But he also said bullet wounds were de-
ceptive. And | found a revolver— Wil-
lington’s.”

We fell silent as the Black Maria rat-
tled up to the door. We were both going
to court.

At that moment there tripped up the
stoop of the front entrance a vision. A
tall, extremely pretty girl, dressed in
excellent taste in a light gray suit, with
coat to match. Her hair was a sandy-
brown. and there was lots of it, clearly
all her own.

Her great brown eyes were like the

per-

eyes of a frightened fawn as she stood
irresolutely looking at the various of-
ficers. Then she stepped quickly to the
lieutenant with whom | had been talking.
| suppose she thought the man at the
desk, to whom she should have gone, was
too busy.

“ Mr. Policeman,” she began, trying to
keep her voice steady, “'was there a Fred
Burnell arrested last evening for mur-
der?”

“ Yes, there was.”

“1 saw it in the paper and hurried
here as fast as | could. Set him free at

onfe. It was / who Kkilled' Gilbert
Gainette. And here is the pistol 1 did
it with.”

She handed him a revolver. With a
peculiar face the officer accepted' it,
looked at it, and handed it to me with
a stare, but no words.

| took .it, looked at it and thrust it
into my pocket.

It was a neat little silver-mounted
weapon, and its caliber was .22

CHAPTER X.
HOwW SHE CAME TO DO IT.

I w.tfc fairly knocked off my feet. The
lieutenant let out a gasp'that ended in
a peculiar gurgling sound. Every man
in the room turned to gaze at us.

The girl with the brown eyes looked
about as dangerous as a frightened Kit-
ten. | tried to speak. The lieutenant’s
lips moved, but what he was trying to
let loose | couldn’t tel. He made no
sound.

“ Don’'t you want to arrest me and let
Fred Burnell go?” asked the girl.

She was looking straight at me. |
suppose the act of the lieutenant in pass-
ing her silver-mounted revolver to me,
and my own act of slipping it into my
pocket made her look upon me as the
police authority in the case. It clearly
was up to me to answer, and | had a
queer feeling dancing round my heart.

“ Because,” added the girl after wait-
ing a moment, “ | did it, you know.”

| glanced at the lieutenant at the desk.
He motioned with his thumb toward the
door of the captain’s room.

“ Come in here and sit down,
Carne.” | said.

Miss



72

Led by me, and followed by the still
wondering lieutenant, the- girl walked
steadily into the room.

“ Please sit down.
said.

“ Why—how did you know | was ever
a Miss Carne? ” asked the girl.

“ Why, your father was here last night
and reported your absence from home.
His description of you, and the fact that
you want to set Fred Burnell at liberty
both prove that you are Miss Carne.”

“Yes, but I am not.”

There was the faintest suspicion of a
smile on her face.

“ Then what is your name?” | asked.

“ Mrs. Fred Burnell.”

..I gasped again. The case was begin-
ning to be a succession of gasps for the
lieutenant and me.

“ Then—you were with Fred Burnell
in the park yesterday.”

“Of course.”

“ But he told your father and me that
he left you on your own front stoop.”

“ So he did. That is, he left me on my
father’'s front stoop. It isn't my front
stoop any more.”

“ Well— where weré you married?”

“ Must | tell that? | have the certi-
ficate, you know.”

“ 1 don’t know, not having been a
witness or a guest at the wedding. You
haven't produced any certificate.”

“ It's here.”

She opened, a little black bag, such as
women carry nowadays, containing purse,
and— well—if you're married you know,
and if you don't you are just as well
off. Anyway, she opened the bag and
produced a certificate. | examined it
It was regular enough, and the name of
the officiating clergyman was one who
was well known.

“ That's all to the good,” | said, pass-
ing it to the lieutenant. He looked it
over, nodded, and returned it to the girl.

“ Now, tell us all about it,” | went-
on. “ You claim that you actually shot
Gilbert Bengby?”

“ Why, no! | don't know any Gilbert
Bengby. | shot Gilbert Gainette.”

“ Same man,” | said. “ Bengby was his

Miss Carne,” |

right name. He was Mrs. Willington’s
brother ”
“What! Her brotherOh. but I'm

glad.”
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“ Glad you shot him? ”

“ No. | had to do that. But I'm glad
he was her ..brother.”

“ Why? ”

“ Oh, because—because | am.”

“ So are we. Now, go ahead and tell

us why you shot him. You were ac-
quainted with him, | suppose.”

“ Slightly acquainted with him, but
better acquainted with Mrs. Willington.
| gave a party a short time ago and in-
vited her and Mr. Willington, and she
spoke to me about her—no, she didn't

say brother, but Mr. Gainette. 1 ex-
tended the invitation to him.”

“ And he tried to flirt with you.”

“ How did you know that? Oh. you

police!”

“ Your father told us.”

“Welll But it wasn't anything like
that that made me shoot him. I'll tell
you all about what Fred and | did yes-
terday. You know— maybe you do, papa
has told you the whole family history, |
suppose— that Fred was forbidden by my
father ever to see me again. Fudge!
That only made- us cling to each other
the more. Nobody can say a word against
Fred.

“ But papa has funny ideas, and
thought | was too young and Fred ought
to have a business. He doesn’t need any
business. And mama was only about as
old as I am when she was married. Well,
Fred and | did meet. And yesterday he
came to the house because he knew mama
was away and papa would be at work.

“1 went with him to the park. We
wandered around in the Zoo till we got
tired of that. Then we went a little
farther to the Botanical Garden. Then we
went back to the boat-house, at the lower
end of the park, and Fred hired a boat.
We spent about an hour on the river. And
oh, it was a lovely afternoon, and he did
look just fine—so handsome—and we
talked— we talked about things and our-
selves and—oh. you know. We talked
about love.

“ And Fred said he had told his father
all about me, and showed my picture, and
his father smoked two big cigars while
he studied it. He knows a lot, Fred's
father does, and he asked some questions
about me. He wanted to know if | was
rich and if we kept servants. Fred said
no to both. Then Mr. Burnell asked if I
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could bake and cook, and Fred said he'd
bring down one of my loaves of home-
made bread and one of my pies for his
father to test for himself. Then his
father said: 1Well, if she can keep house,
and cook, and sing and play, and she's
nice looking, go ahead and marry her.
If you employ a cook she'll have to be a
good one.’

“ Of course, what F'red’'s father had
said made us happy, but | knew my
father wouldn’t consent. So we made it
up to get married anyway. We went to
that minister—you saw his name—and
after a lot of questions he consented to
marry us.

“ Then Fred walked home with me.
He said he'd wait for me at the West
Farms Station of the Subway. | went in
the house. 1 wanted to get my suit-case
and some clothes for a change. We were
going to Niagara Falls. | was to write
my father when our train had reached
Albany.

“ Well, | got the suit-case all packed,
and was just putting my revolver in the
top— Fred gave me that revolver— when
| heard a noise. 1 knew papa wasn't
home, so | crept softly tothe door of the
dining-room and there was the man | had
known as Mr. Gainette packing up some
of my mother’s old silver wedding pres-
ents. | gave a yell. He jumped, but
instead of running away as | thought he
would, he came straight for me.

“*You'll never give me away, my
beauty,” he said, and he took something
from his pocket. | think it was a bottle
— perhaps chloroform.

“ 1 was dreadfully excited, and | still
had my pistol in my hand. | didn't know
whether it was loaded or not, and aimed
straight at him. It ivas loaded, and went
off. Mr. Gainette clapped his two hands
over his breast—where the pistol was
aimed—and then he yelled, 1You have
killed me!’

“ Then he ran from the house. | was
awfully nervous thinking | had shot him,
but he could run, so | couldn't have
killed him then. 1 went to the Subway
Station, and waited. Fred didn't show
up. | was worried, and a little angry.
I went to a friend’'s house and stayed
there all night. Then this morning I,
saw the account of Mr. Gainette’'s death
and Fred’s arrest for the murder. | knew
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I had been the one who killed him, and
came straight here to tell you.”

The lieutenant and | stared straight
into each other’s eyes.

CHAPTER XI.
PRISONERS GALORE.

“ Got any thinking machinery
Tuller?” remarked the lieutenant.
confess this thing has got me tangled.”

“ Me too,” | assented.

“ But why? ” asked the pretty girl with
the brown eyes. “ Didn't | make every-
thing clear? ”

“ You—you told a remarkably straight
story,” | said. “ But— it needs investiga-
ting.”

“ But why? Oughtn't | to have shot
a man 1 saw stealing mama’s things,
especially when he was going to attack
me?"

“ You. ought, you ought,” | assured
her. “ The only question is, did you?
Are you sure you didn’t invent this pretty
little fairy tale to save your husband?”

“1? Invent a fairy tale? Whit non-
sense 1”

“ But look here! There is more to be
explained. You say Fred had left you on
the front stoop. How long a time elapsed
between the parting with Fred and the
discovery of Gainette, or Bengby, taking
the silverware?”

“ Oh, about fifteen minutes.”

“ And Bengby reached his room before
Fred? Fred claims he saw Bengby and
another man fighting and went inside to
stop it.”

“ If Fred said that, it's true.”

“ But how could Bengby pass Fred if
Fred had fifteen minutes headway?”

“ Oh. Fred isn't in a hurry always. He
was in a hurry to marry mme, but he
wouldn’'t rush to the station when he
knew 1 would take the same route a
little later.”

“ But Bengby must have taken the
same route.”

“ Not necessarily.
streets.”

“ Another thing, Fred had a pistol in
his hand when we found him.”

“ But Fred never carries a pistol.”

“ Why did he give you one? ”

“ Oh. it was a joke. We had a little

left,
“

There are other
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spat once, ancf then we made up. And
he said he wanted to give me something.
And 1 said if we ever quarreled agairi 1'd
shoot myself. He asked what with. |
said papa’s old army carbine. He said
I'd get blood poisoning if | shot myself
through the heart with that, so he gave
me the silver pistol. And he has one
just like it, only he doesn't carry it
Sometimes we shot at a target.”

“ Is his pistol just like that?”

“ Exactly. They are twins.”

L The pistol he had was a .32.”

“ No, the only one he owns is a .22
like mine.”

“ Didn’t the coroner’s doctor say the
lower part of the heart was pierced? ” |
asked the lieutenant.

“ That's what he said.”

“ Now the question is, could a man
run from One Hundred and Eighty-First
Street and the Southern Boulevard, to
Meade’s house in West Farms, with a
heart like that?”

“ 1 shouldn’t think so.”

“ But he did,” insisted the pretty girl
with the brown eyes. “ Or else, he got
a ride with somebody. That would ac-
count for Fred not seeing him.”

“ Well, we'll have to let the magistrate
thrash it out,” | announced. “ We'll let
Burnell and Willington go in the wagon
and we’'ll take Mrs. Burnell down in the
car.”

This was done. The program suited
her very well, and we took good care she
did not see her young husband getting
into the Black Maria.

The magistrate was disposing of some
common drunks and a few cases of do-
mestic trouble, and we waited. The dis-
trict attorney’s office had been notified,
and two officers were out with subpoenas
to round up the witnesses whose names
had been given. Soon there, was an as-
sembling of the talent in the case, and
among them all Mrs. Fred Burnell sat
calm, collected, determined.

As Burnell had been first arrested he
was examined in the preliminary pro-
ceedings first. | told the entire story as
I have told it here. Maline told his, ancl
corroborated me.

Then Mrs. Willington was examined
by the magistrate and .gave a straight
story, but fainted when it was over. Mr.
Meade had his little say. Burnell swore

*
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he had done just what he told Maline
and me.

Willington stuck to his story of a walk
to Westchester and a chat with a friend
in Van Nest, and the friend was present
and swore that Willington had told the
truth. Mr. Burnell was there and tes-
tified to the good character of his son.
and then Mrs. Fred took the thread of
the mystery in her own hands.

“ Mr, Judge, I've told the truth,” she
said. “ | shot that man.”

Then she went over the story again
and didn't vary a hairbreadth from
what she told the lieutenant and me. In
a clear, sweet voice she had that magis-
trate hypnotized in no time. He looked
into her brown eyes, and he drank in
every word she fired at him.

“ The only thing that seems irrefu-
table,” he declared, when she finished, “ is
that the man is really dead. Burnell,
how long did it take you to reach Mr.
Meade’s house after leaving your wife—
there on the front stoop?”

“ About fifteen or twenty minutes,”
answered Burnell. “ 1 knew she would
come along later, and | walked around
several blocks on the way.”

« “ What was your idea in that? To Kill
time?”

“ N—no, not entirely,” answered Bur-
nell, turning red. 11 knew Winnie and
I would have to live somewhere, and we
wanted a place by ourselves, and | was
looking at—"

“ What? ”

“ Houses for sale.”

“Had vou and Bengbv ever quar-
reled?” -

“ Never. | had seen him but once.”

“ At the party where he tried to flirt
with  your sweetheart? Were you
angry?”

“ Not at all. Judge, | go fishing. If
| had the finest trout on my hook, good
and hard, would | care if the other fel-
lows cast their green, artificial flies at
it? ”

The magistrate put his hand over his
mouth.

The coroner’s physician testified that
in his opinion the wound was made by
a .22, but it was impossible to be certain.
In the case of a strong and muscular man
there would be a contraction of the mus-
cular tissue around the wound.
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“ This is no ordinary case,” said the
magistrate. “ It is one in which | feel
reluctant to use any other authority than
to hold all the parties to the crime thus
far arrested, without bail. | confess, in
view of the fact that two reliable of-
ficers of police actually sato a fight in
Bengby’s room, | place little credence in
the young, wife's story. You see that
she makes out a case which would, even
if accepted, set her free, as what she says
she did would be justifiable homicide.

“ 1 shall accept no bail, but hold all
three for the result of the coroner’s in-
quest, and the action of the grand jury."

The scene that followed was pathetic.
Mrs. Willington threw her arms around
her husband’'s neck and wept bitterly.

“ Oh, can you ever forgive me?” she
moaned.

“ Oh, cheer wup, Kkiddie,” he said.
“ This will all come out straight. You
were doing what you thought was right.”

Anyway the testimony of Mrs. Fred
Burnell had reunited- two hearts that
seemed bound to split asunder.

Then Mrs. Fred Burnell hugged and
kissed her husband, and she said that she
told nothing but the truth.

Fred looked puzzled. Everybody
looked puzzled. There was still the .32
revolver to be accounted for.

CHAPTER XllIr
THE WAY OK IT.

I was still on the job, and just™as much
puzzled as ever. In fact. | was more
puzzled than | had been at any time
since | had witnessed the fight between
the two men on the third floor of Meade's
house.

I was also keenly eager to bring the
matter to a satisfactory conclusion, and
no conclusion then in sight could pos-
sibly be satisfactory.

1 pondered over the mysterious case all
the way back to the ‘'Fremont police
station. The 'lieutenant had a few other
matters to claim his attention. Then he
must return to his own home and get
some sleep. | knew | would not see him
until he took the desk for the night.

I went through the street in which
Meade’'s house was situated, made in-
quiries here and there— in grocery-stores.

liquor-stores, butcher-shops, every place
I found where information could be pos-
sibly expected concerning people who
had lived in the neighborhood only a few
months.

And | gained little information. Had
I made the same inquiries before the
tragedy occurred in Meade's house |
probably would have learned that none of
the persons involved were known at all.
But the newspaper reports had stirred
public interest, and everybody was
anxious to have it known that "he was
acquainted with Willington, Gainette, or
Bengbv, and had seen Fred Burnell and
Winnie Carne together many times.

I was accustomed to this universal
brushing up of memories. It takes place
invariably after a tragedy, no matter
where it may happen.

| had learned that seventy-five per cent
of the information thus obtained can be
thrown away as the result of stimulated
imagination, and the other twenty-five per
cent is not worth talking about. | learned
that Willington was a quiet gentleman,
always took a train on the' Subway at
West Farms at about the same time each
morning, and arrived there at about the
same moment each afternoon. He was not
a drinking man as a rule, but he had been
known to stop in and have a glass of
beer.

Mrs. Willington was well known at
a grocery-store and a butcher-shop. She
was a shrewd purchaser, always wanted
the best and knew when she got it, and
always paid cash. The tradesmen with
whom she dealt were unanimous in de-
scribing her as a nice, quiet, modest lit-
tle lady.

The man known as Gainette drank
more than Willington. They had never
been seen together, and there seemed to
be a great difference in the mental caliber
of the two men. It was evident that
Gainette was no favorite.

“ He seldom spoke to anybody," said
one man behind a bar. “ He seemed to
have no friend except Mrs. Willington.
Some of us thought it was rather queer,
but now, of course, that is no mystery.”

Nobody knew anything about Fred
Burnell except that he was a fine-looking
young fellow, always well-dressed, and
evidently much in love with “ Carne’s
pretty girl.”
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All this not only failed to assist me in
fastening the crime on any of the three
now in custody, but weakened every
argument that could be brought to bear
showing any of the three to be the mur-
derer.

I was glad when | saw the lieutenant
behind the desk.

“ Anything new, Tuller? ” he asked.

“ No. Taking the few words | have
heard regarding Willington and his wife
and Fred Burnell I might have been
hunting for a lost scarf-pin in a Sunday-
school. There isn't the slightest taint of
wrong living attached to anybody in the
case except Bengby, and he's dead.”

“ What are you going to do? ”

“ I'm going here in the retiring-room
and make a summary.”

“ Sit down here and make it.”

| sat down with him at his desk.

After writing for a time | leaned back
in the chair with a grunt.

“ Got it finished?” asked the lieuten-
ant.

“ Yes.”

“ Get a line on anything? ”

Worse and worse.”

“ Read it.”

Anybody who reads the accounts in the
daily papers of great mysteries in New
York knows what a summary.is. In a
paper it is usually headed “ \hat is
really known in the--------- case.”

“ Well,” | said, “ to begin. m

“ Gilbert Bengby, alias Gilbert
Gainette, is known to have had a fight
with a man in his own room. Undeni-
able.”

The lieutenant nodded. i

“ Bengby’s opponent was seen to draw
a pistol and shoot. Officer Maiine and
Detective Tuller rush to scene and find
Fred Burnell with .32 caliber revolver, in
dead man’s room.”

The lieutenant nodded again.

“ Mrs.  Willington ‘confesses' that
Bengby was her brother and she was pro-
tecting him from the law for a crime
committed in Boston. She accuses Wil-
lington.  Willington and Burnell ar-
rested. Burnell had married Winnie
Carne, who claims she shot Bengby as
he was committing burglary in her house.
Question whether the wound from which
Bengby .died was inflicted by a .22 or .32
caliber revolver. Two .22's and one .32

now in the hands of the district attorney.
Bullet from a .32 found* embedded'in the
plaster of wall. Bullenof-,22 admittedly
fired by Winnie Carne not found.”

“ Did you search?” asked the lieuten-
ant. *

“ Yes. | have just come from Carne'’s
house. The shooting was done in the
dining-room. There is a good deal of
glass there. The sideboard or buffet has
a large mirror. Then there is consider-
able glassware on a shelf above it. There
is also a fine glass and china closet, the
sides bowed glass, the front a large, flat
glass door. The shelves are glass. In
this there is some fine china and a few
cut-glass dishes.

“ There is also a wall mirror at one
side of the room. There are three win-
dows—two on the west side of the house
opening into a narrow yard, and the third
at the rear of the room facing the back,
in the angle formed by the dining-room
and the kitchen extension which is on the
east side of the house.

“ There is not a crack nor a small
puncture in any of this easily broken
glass or chinaware. There is not a trace
of any bullet in the woodwork or walls.
The ceiling is perfectly dear, being newly
decorated.

“ The floor is covered by a rug. | felt
over every inch of this with my hands,
but found no bullet. | took it up and
movedlill the furniture in the room. The
floor is of hardwood and shows no scratch
or hole made by a bullet.”

“ What is vour deduction, then?”

“ Tfflfc Mrs. Fred Burnell has made up
a neat story to protect her husband, or—"

“ Or what?”

“ She told the truth and if she did fire
at Beiigbv she hit him.’

“ Any blood?”

“ No.”

We sat there, the two most perplexed
police officers in New York at that time.
The captain called me into his room
where | rehearsed all 1 had done. He
was making, out a report.

When | came from his room there was
a thin, clerkly looking man standing *ftt
the desk.

“ Here's a man wants to have a talk
with you, Tuller,” said the lieutenant. |
turned to the stranger.

“ My name,” he began, “is Martin
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Grattan. | live next door to William
Meade. | wish you would come with me
to my house.”

“ Discovered something?”

“1 don't know. I'll let vou decide
that.”

I accompanied Mr. Grattan. He led
me through the side yard to the garden
in the rear.

“ Now, you see,” said Grattan, Ilthere
is Meade's house. Between his yard and
mine there is that high, tight board
fence.

“ It was an ordinary tight board fence,
the boards running perpendicularly, and
needing paint.

“ Now, come here.”

He pointed with his finger.

Along the fence, about two feet from
the top, was a row of old nails driven
but a short distance into the fence. These
he told me had been put in the fence the
previous summer to tie strings on as a
support to some vegetable-vines. On one
of these nails was a fresh piece of cloth
such as is used for men's clothing. It
was a piece of Scotch plaid with a gold-
colored thread running through it

“ And that,” said Grattan.

Under the piece of cloth, about two
feet from the fence, was a fresh indenta-
tion in the soil. It was the mark of the
heel of a man’s-shoe, showing that he
wore a well-known make of rubber heel
in which the punctures for screws shows
plainly.

“ This is a valuable clue,” | exclaimed,
taking the piece of cloth. “ It seems now
I want to find a man who wears rubber
heels and lacks this piece of cloth from
his coat or trousers.”

But time had given the fellow ample
chance to get away from New York if he
wished. And, after all, an exchange of
shoes and clothes would make the clue |
possessed perfectly useless.

| took a trip through parts of New
Y ork where thieves congregate, and about
two o'clock turned up at headquarters.

“ Where's the chief?” | asked one of
the detectives present.

“ Private room. Consultation.
body from Boston.”

“ Boston!”

Somehow the name struck me with
force. Yet almost every day there were
consultations with people from Boston.

Some-
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'But Bengby had come to New York from
Boston.

The private telephone rang. The lieu-
tenant who had relieved the chief took up
the receiver. The captain was speaking
from his private room. | was near enough
to catch the words.

“ Telephone to the Tremont station
and have Tuller come down here.”

“ He is here now.”

“ Send him in.”

I walked into the private room. A
police officer in one large city can usually
tell a police officer from another large
city. | knew the man ”vith the captain
was a Boston detective.

He was introduced by the chief.

“ 1 am after a man named Bill Hen-
ter,” he said. “ He was at one time a pal
of Bengby, who was known in Boston as
Bengbv, his right name, but who took
the name Gainette when he came to New
York.

“ This Henter is a bad egg all the way
through. He is wanted- on several
charges, and now | think you can add
murder to it.”

“ You think he killed Bengby?”

“ 1 am almost sure of it. The police
department in Boston is now in posses-
sion of a letter from Bengby. It was in
its way a confession, but the leadership in
several crimes the two committed to-
gether was laid on Henter. In some way
the crooks got wind of this letter and
Henter left Boston. | traced him far
enough to be sure he came to New York.
His probable motive was to silence
Bengby. Bengby promised to turn State’'s
evidence if we promised him immunity
for his sister's sake.”

“ Do you know what sort of clothing
Henter wore?” | asked.

“Yes. He wore when he left Boston a
Scotch plaid suit, rather showy, and with
a gold thread running through it, these

threads being about an inch apart. He
also was addicted to rubber heels.”
“ There's a piece of his coat,” | said,

handing over the piece | had taken from
Grattan’s nail. “ And the imprint of the
rubber heel is in the ground near the
fence this hung on, next door to the
house in which Bengby was Kkilled.”

“ That's the man,” cried the Boston
detective, “ He has punished Bengby at
last.”
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The chief now got busy, and a general
alarm was sent out with a full descrip-
tion of Henter obtained from the Boston
officer.

New York never had such a scouring.
The beauty of Winnie, the reconciliation
of the Willingtons, Winnie's confession,
and BumeH'’s love and romantic marriage
had made the whole city deeply interest-
ed in the outcome.

At eight o’'clock the next morning— or
that morning rather—a crestfallen,
down-cast fellow was hauled before the

chief. It was Henter.
LYou've got me, Rotter,” he said to
the Boston <?ttective, “ but | guess

they want me worse in New York. The
jig’s up. | shot Gainette or Gil Bengby.
No use denying that now.”

ATell us all about it.”

“ 1 knew you had a letter from him. |
knew he was going to turn on me, and my
rage got the best of me. | came here
and lay around a day or so watching be-
fore | had a chance. | saw Meade leave
his house and | saw the woman— Mrs.
Willington, leave in the morning. But
Willington didn’t leave until four o’clock.
| noticed that he absent-mindedly left the
front door ajar. | crept inside, but the
inner doors were locked. | knew Bengby
was out. | had left the front door ajar
just as | had found it. | waited in a
dark hallway, and heard him come in.
I went in his room almost as soon as he
did.

“The meeting wasn't very friendly,
you can bet. We quarreled, then we
clinched, and 1 pulled my gun and fired.
It was a .32. Just as | fired | heard
somebody yell in the lower hall and a
man came rushing up-stairs. Bengby fell,
and | hid in the back. Then when a
young fellow came in | went down-stairs,
out the back door, and jumped a fence.
| got away. | don’t know how you found
me.”

“You left part of your clothing. Here
it is. And you also dropped your re-
volver.” <

“ 1 did that when | ran, -and couldn’t
go back after it. 1 only fired once. |

had used one bullet before. There were
three good cartridges.”
Everything tallied so well. This

cleared Willington, and Burnell, who, of
THE
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course, was the fellow Henter had heard
rushing up-stairs. Burnell's story was
completely corroborated.

But what about that yarn Winnie had
told? She certainly was a fine romancer.

I went at once to the district attorney’s
office. After | had reported the confes-
sion of Henter, the assistant district at-
torney in charge said that the three per-
sons previously arrested would be set free
at once.

“ The man was shot with a .32,” | said.
Let me see the .22 | gave you— the one |
got from Winnie Burnell.”

He took -it from some receptacle, de-
voted to the exhibits in the case. | had
not given it a thorough examination.

The cylinder held four good cartridges.
One of the rive bullets had been dis-
charged.

I “ broke ” the pistol, and in an effort
to judge if the little weapon had been
fired since it bad been cleaned and oiled,
I made an attempt to look through the
barrel.

I couldn’t It was plugged.
a long lead-pencil and rammed it.
came the bullet.

“ See that?” | said. *“ Winnie Bur-
nell did fire at Bengby. The bullet
jammed. Bengby’s own excitement must
have frightened him into thinking he was
shot. So that lets her out.”

“ What's the use fussing any more?”
remarked the assistant district attorney.
“ Bengby was shot by a .32. It was Hen-
ter's .32. Bengby is dead, and you've
got Henter. The others will be at liberty
in half an hour.”

And they were.

To me the most satisfactory part of the
whole thing was that Willington and his
wife were completely reconciled, and are
now Nappy. Winnie and her father got
together. Fred's father shoveled money
as a stoker does, coal, and now Mr. and
Mrs. Fred Burnell are happy in their
own home.

As | said in the beginning, the life of
a New York detective is not a merry one.
But in such cases as the Bengby mystery
we do see shining among the black
clouds of crime and mystery once in a
while the bright sunshine of innocence
and beauty resplendent after a temporary
shadow.

END.

| seized
Out*



Algernon of the Kind Heart.

FORREST

HALSEY.

A Sunday Experience that Began with Sympathy
for Misfortune and Led to the Station-House.

E was a kind-hearted young man.
That was his trouble.

As a boy, when the Italian’s apple-cart
had upset, he, with the rest of the fellows,
had grabbed some of the rolling fruit and
hastened away.

But, as he ran, the thought came to him
how hard it was for the poor Italian to
lose his apples, and how mean he was to
take advantage of the man’s misfortune.

So he had turned back, nobly intend-
ing to restore the fruit, but before he could
do so the Italian had taken it from him
and given him an awful kick.

When he grew up and went to parties,
he felt sorry for the homely, deserted girls
with whom nobody would dance, so he
danced with them because he was kind-
hearted.

The homely girls would hasten home,
make chocolate with whipped cream, and.
putting on their best clothes, sit in the
parlor waiting for him to call; because
they were sure he was in love with them.

He did not call, and the homely girls
shed tears, and their little brothers ate the
whipped cream, and their mothers said
nasty things about him at sewing societies,
and he got the reputation of being a cal-
lous brute : but he went on being kind-
hearted.

His name was Algernon. His mother
had given him that name because his fa-
ther wanted hint to be called Peter, and
she thought his Uncle Algernon might
leave him some money. But his Uncle
Algernon, who was extremely proud of
this name, heard how young Algernon
had treated poor Eliza Bitter, and not
only cut him out of his will, but would
not speak to him when they chanced to
meet.

“ Because a girl is homely.” wrote Un-
cle Algernon, “ is all the more reason why
a gentleman should treat her with Icind-
"ms. Her mother informs me that you
have behaved like a heartless scoundrel ;

I

s0 never speak to me again. You are
not worthy of the name of Algernon G.
Betts.”

When Algernon G. Betts, Jr., received
this letter, he was very much cut up about
it. He was kind-hearted, and he loved his
uncle. It hurt him.to learn that his un-
cle thought badly of him. Also, he had
counted on his uncle's help in getting a
new cleaner he had invented patented.

He had called this invention the Al-
gernon G. Betts Cleaner, because he hoped
that his uncle’s pride would be touched,
and that he would loan him the hundred
dollars he needed to complete and patent
his invention. But now that hope was
gone.

Algernon received only eighteen dol-
lars a week, and it takes a long time to
save a hundred dollars out of that small
salary, especially as the firm for which he
worked took pride in employing only ele-
gantly dressed clerks.

l.ong before he could save that amount
other cleaners would be upon the market,
and all hopes for the Algernon G. Betts.
Cleaner would be gone. The invention
was the pride of Algernon’s heart, and
thoughts sad and bitter thronged his
mind as he paced through the deserted
park on his early Sunday morning walk.

It was bitterly cold. The river shone
like steel through the hare trees. The
walks were empty and wind-swept.

Where could he get that hundred?

And what, oh, what, had made Eliza
Bitter imagine that he was paying her se-
rious attention just because he had ta-
ken her out for every dance at the church
sociable? If he had not done so, the girl
would have remained a wafT-flower.

Oh. how could he get that money?

Call on Uncle Algernon? He shiv-
ered at the mere thought.

Were there any others he could go to
for a loan? The cleaner was sure to
make monev for him.
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Men on small salaries could keep their
clothes nice and fresh by just a few
minutes’ work at night with it. It was
just the thing for the hall-room man.

But how could he convince any one
of this if he could not show the cleaner?
And how could he show the cleaner with-
out the hundred dollars to pay for its
patenting?

Algernon groaned and walked faster.

Suddenly the cry of a child arrested
him. A little boy, very nicely dressed,
was sobbing bitterly a few steps away.

Algernon’s kind heart prompted him
to hasten to the child.

“ What's the matter, little man?” he
asked.

The youngster looked up, and, seeing
the benevolent beam in the other’s eye,
stifled his sobs. .

“ A feller came along and stole my
dog,”, he explained.

“ Where is he?” demanded the young
man.

“ Went that way.” The child pointed
down a side-path.

The kind-hearted one was off in an
instant. He dashed around a turn in ‘the
path, and saw a rough-looking fellow
leading a wire-haired terrier.

At the sound of pursuing steps, the fel-
low began to run. Algernon ran also. He
was athletic, and soon came alongside of
the tough, who looked at him in surprise.

“ Give me that dog, you scoundrel!”
cried Algernon, grasping the other’'s arm.
- “ Nix on that!” returned the tough.

They paused and faced each other.

“ What do you mean by stealing that
dog from the little boy?” demanded the
angry Algernon.

“it's a lie!” shouted the other.
my dog.”

Algernon cast aglance over the other's
torn clothes and dirty face, then looked
at the aristocratic terrier with its carved
silver collar.

“ Give up that dog! You're caught!”
he cried.

“ 1 tell you, it's my dog, yuh mutt!”
exclaimed the other.

“ You thief !'” returned Algernon, glar-
ing through his glasses.

All his troubles had driven away his
accustomed good nature, and he was mad
clear through at being called a “ mutt”
by a thief who stole dogs from children.

“It's

“ Yuh can’'t work dat bluff wit' me!”
shouted the thief. “ Gwan, or I'll break
every pane of glass in yer head!”

Algernon had lived a quiet life; but
that life had included boxing at the Young
Men’s Christian Association. With one
hand he removed his glasses; with the
other he smote the thief. That fight was
his first; but the tremendous exhilaration
of finding that he could handle himself
and hurt some one raised the every-day
Algernon into another being. At last,
when he saw the tough running from him,
he could not realize that he had con-
quered. .

Then, with the realization,
most perfect moment of his
felt himself a god. He tasted
joy—and then—

A fierce pain shot through his leg.

He uttered a loud yell and jumped, but
the terrier still clung to him. A second
jump, and another yell. The terrier hung
on.

Then Algernon bént down and tore the
dog loose. The terrier struggled and
growled. Algernon was afraid to re-
lease him. but held on tightly by the
scruff of the dog’s neck. The growls and
yelps grew terrific.

“ Let go that dog at once,
cried an indignant voice.

And a portly woman, evidently on her
way home from church, advanced toward
him.

“ How dare you treat a poor animal
like that? Release him at once, you
scoundrel!” she insisted.

Other churchgoers came up. Algernon
became the center of an indignant crowd,
who drowned his protests in angry cries.

“ Are you going to release that dog?”
repeated the woman.

“No!” cried the Kkind-hearted youth
furiously.

The dog struggled, yelped, and growled
some more.

A huge matron pushed forward, waving
her umbrella.

“ Let that dog go, or I'll hit you,” she
threatened.

“ Why, he'll bite me if |1 do.” protested
Algernon. n

“ It would serve you right for abusing
the poor creature,” said the first woman.

“ 1 wish all animals would bite when
brutes abuse them.” put in another.

came the
life. He
the battle

brute!”
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“ Listen a minute, can’'t you? ” begged
Algernon pitifully.
There came a louder yelp from the

dog.

Whack." came the umbrella over the
kind-hearted man's shoulders. Whack!
Whack!

“ Quit! Stop 1 I tell you, he'll bite me
if 1 let him go!” cried Algernon, whirl-
ing about.

The dog yelped, the women screamed,
and the umbrella descended resounding-
ly.

“ He stole my dog,” bawled a shrill
voice, as the child came crying up to the
group. “ I want my dog.”

“ Give the child his dog,” shouted the
crowd.

The dog was torn rudely from him
and handed over to the child.

The huge woman ceased to beat Al-
gernon, but she still threatened him, while
the angry crowd hedged him in.

“ You sha'n’t escape,” she said angrily.
“ My husband has gone for a policeman.”

And the thin woman added: “ The idea
of stealing a dog from a little child!”

Just then a familiar voice cried out
hoarsely:

“ Dere's de crook dat stole my dog. 1
want him pinched.”

Algernon stood in dazed amazement as
the thief who had robbed the child shoul-
dered his way through the crowd,- fol-
lowed by a policeman.

The officer grasped the arm of the kind-
hearted one in an iron clutch.

“ Here, you—come on down to the sta-
tion-house,” he commanded.

Algernon turned to him in relief.

“1 am glad you have come,” he said.
“ | took the dog from this man. who had
stolen it from this child here.”

“ Come on.” The officer began to shake
and drag him. “ A likely story, that,” he
went on. “ He's brought that dog into
the park every day for three months. His
business is exercising dogs for the swells
on the avenue. Come with mev or I'll let
daylight, into your brain.”

“ He knocked me out and swiped de
dog,” explained the dog-exerciser. “ It's
Mr. Mason Willings's two-t'ousand-dol-
lar turrier dat’'s been stole fer de last
week. De pup knowed me and run up
to me de minit he see me. Dere was a kid
pattin’ it. but | tuk it along. Den dis

6 A

guy ran after me and soaked me and tuk
it away.”

“ And abused the poor animal shame-
fully, officer,” added the large woman.
“ Here is my card. Twill appear against
hint in court if necessary. 1 am a member
of the Society for the Prevention of Cru-
elty to Animals.”

1 But the child told me that the dog
was stolen from him,” protested Alger-
non. “ Where is the child?” He looked
wildly about him, but there was no small
hoy to be seen.

“Trying to implicate a little child,”
sneered another woman in the crowd con-
temptuously.

Without a word the officer dragged
Algernon away, followed by a mob, to
whom the dog - exerciser explained the
crime as they proceeded.

To the suffering youth in the grasp of
the law it seemed that he walked miles
through walls of eves—curious eyes, cyn-
ical eyes, cruelly amused eves, contemptu-
ous eyes— hut never a glance of kindness
for the dust-covered, blood-stained crim-
inal who was being pushed along to his
doom.

The doors of the station-house were a
welcome relief, for they shut out the bat-
tery of stares.

But inside, locked in his cell, the full
horror of his situation grew and grew
upon him until it was only by clenching
his fists and pacing the narrow path be-
tween the board couch and the stone wall
that he could prevent himself from cry-
ing aloud.

He had refused to give his name— the
sacred name of Algernon G. Betts must
be saved from disgrace — so a heartless
sergeant had entered him on the book as
Mike Moke.

His best clothes were all soiled and
blood-stained front his fight; his new der-
by was crushed and mashed by the um-
brella of the friend of the animals; he
looked as if his name might well be Mike
Moke.

What could he do? If Itis name got
in the papers, farewell to his job,; fare-
well to all hopes of relenting on the part
of Algernon G. Betts, Sr. What could he
do?

He asked himself this question through
all the long, slow hours of Sunday, The
guttering gas - jets in the dim corridor
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were lit, and still he asked himself what
could he do.

He swore never to he Kkind - hearted
again.

Some faint comfort came with the fall
of night— the hope that the dog-exerciser
would not appear against him." He clung
to this hope as he joined the motley
crowd that waited for the patrol-wagon :
he nursed it as, crammed between a bib-
ulous gentleman and a pedler who had
peddled without a license, he was jolted
through the coldly lighted streets: he
nursed it as he stood, jammed in by po-
licemen and prisoners, in the hot, gas-lit
corridor which led to the night court.

A particularly severe magistrate was
sitting that night, and a continuous line
of sullen prisoners trickled back from
the court through the unsentenced throng
toward the waiting patrol-wagons. At
last, with the slowly advancing stream
of victims. Algernon entered the court-
room.

Oh. if only the dog-exerciser would not
appear!

He scanned the wire netting which sep-
arated the prisoners from the witnesses,
and his heart sank.

Right in the front row against the
netting, one eye swathed in bandages, the
other fixed viciously upon him. stood the
dog-exerciser.

Algernon’s heart sank into his boots,
then leaped into his throat and stayed
there.

He was pushed forward like a sheep to
the slaughter.

He had not heard the white-mustached
court officer shout “ Mike Moke!” In
fact, he did not know his name had been
called until he heard the dog-exerciser be-
gin to testify.

“ Yes. yen honor.” began that individ-
ual. “ about a week ago 1 was exercisin'
Mr. Mason Willings's wire-haired prize-
winner, Gentle Joy. when this young fel-
ler come along and asked me about him."

“ It's a lie! ” cried the astounded Al-
gernon.

The judge rapped sharply.

«“ Hold your tongue, prisoner!” he
commanded.

The witness grinned broadly and con-
tinued :

“ Anudder dog | had wid me slipped
his leash and run away. | asked de pris-

oner here to hold_Gentle Joy until | got
de pup.

“ He said he would. When ! got back
he had beat it, and dat was de last | seen
of Gentle Joy until 1see a kid pattin’ him
dis mornin’ in de park.

“ When | takes de dog and begins to
run to give him exercise, up comes dis
mutt— 1 means dis prisoner—and bums
me lamp.

“ Den he takes de dog away from me.
1 goes and gets a cop. and, when | come
back, he was chokin’ cle life outen de
poor pup. and a lady was handin' it to 'im
fer doin’ it."

Algernon was so staggered by this tes-
timony that, for a moment, he almost be-
lieved he was the desperate criminal who
had really stolen Gentle Joy. Then some-
thing in the one venomous eye that the
dog-exerciser turned on him convinced
him that the man had determined to make
him pav dearlv lor his victorv over him
in the morning.

“ It's a lie. judge! " he cried.

“ Is that all you have to remark? ” in-
quired the magistrate.

His tone froze Algernon's marrow.

He stammered a few words, hut the
judge turned a black-silk covered shoul-
der toward him, and Algernon believed
that his doom was sealed.

“ Who is the owner of the dog?" in-
quired the judge. “ That must be proved
here."

A gentleman stood up.

“ 1 am the owner." he said.
is Mason Willings.”

The judge smiled at him and bowed.

Mr, Willings was known the city over.

“ Do you hear, prisoner?’ said the
judge.

“ One moment,
speak ? "

A man of middle age advanced to the
bar.

“ Are vou a witness?"
magistrate.

“ Yes, sir,” replied the man. *“ It was
mv little boy who was with the dog this
morning. When he returned home with-
out him. | went to the park and made in-
quiries of a policeman, who told me that
a young man had been arrested for steal-
ing the dog.

“ This man ' he pointed to the dog-
exerciser— “ says that the prisoner stole

* My name

your honor! May |

queried the
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the dog a week ago. One week ago | was
in the park with my little hoy, and | saw
a man come along with several dogs.

“ He was such a rough-looking char-
acter that | thought he had the dogs for
sale; so | stopped him and asked him if
it were so. He said it was, and 1 bought
the dog they call Gentle Joy from him
for twenty dollars.

“ | gave the dog to my little boy, and ”
—he again pointed to the dog-exerciser—
“ that was the man who sold it to me.”

Ten minutes later, as Algernon stood
outside the court-house, shaking the hand
of his rescuer, a gentleman accosted them.

I am Mr. Mason Millings,” he said,
“and it is through you, gentlemen, that
1 recovered my dog. | have offered a re-
ward. To whom am | to pay it?”

Algernon’s friend drew himself up
haughtily.

“ Sir,” he said. “ 1did not restore your
dog to you. It was this young man who,
out of the kindness of his heart, tried to
recover it for thy little boy.”

“ In that case,” said Mr. Mason \Vil-
lings. turning to Algernon, “ I must pay
the reward to you, young man. Come to
my office to-morrow and | will give you
a check for one hundred dollars.”

IN THE WRONG SHOES.

BY GARRET SMITH,
Author of “ On the Brink of 2000,” “ Riches Thrust Upon Him,” “ A Peck of Trouble,” etc.

What Came of a Friendly Attempt to Smooth the Path for a Railway Seat-
Mate Temporarily Incapable of Looking Out Satisfactorily
for Himself.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Morris Appleby, just appointed head-chemist for the United Wood Pulp Company, is
startlng out to spend a two weeks' vacation with his friends, the Powells, at Hampton
Lake, before entering on his new duties. The only vacant seat in the train is next to a
young man rather the worse for liquor, who becomes unpleasantly chummy with Appleby,
tells him that he is David Grant, from Horton, on his way to teach school in Milton Center.
He even shows him the picture of a pretty girl, explaining that she is Eloise Donnell, to
whom he has been engaged for a long time. He is about to tell more, when the brakeman
‘calls out " Milton." Appleby precedes Grant with his bag, thrusting the photograph into
his own pocket. But Grant, too fuddled to care, remains on the cars, leaving Morris, with
Grant's luggage and the picture, on the platform. There is no other train that night.

Pitying the girl, and eager to save her the humiliation of having her fiance’s condition
exposed, Appleby resolves not to correct at once the mistake of being taken for the new
school principal when the stage-driver deposits him at David Graham's house in Milton
Center, where he is evidently expected. Here there is a sort of reception, and. half for
the adventure of the thing, Morris suffers the masquerade to continue, feeling that it will
give the real David Grant time to sober up, although he is made rather uncomfortable by
the piercing black eyes of a Miss Mercer, who is introduced as one of his assistant teachers.

He gets up early the next morning and starts to walk to the station, thinking to escape
from the predicament. He is reflecting what fun he will have telling of his experience at
the Powells’, when he falls in with Miss Mercer, under whose guidance his walk is con-
tinued, bringing him at last, not to the station, but to the school building, where he finds
Mr. Kennedv. the school commissioner for the district, also Mr. Graham, by whom he is
half dragged, with shaking knees, out upon the platform before the assembled pupils.

high school within a radius of ten miles.
It had established a reputation for itself,
and drew pupils from a half dozen small

CHAPTER V.

BURNING BRIDGES BEHIND HIM.

THE Milton Center school was large
out of all proportion to the size of
that modest little town. It was the only

* Began March Argosy.

towns around.

There were some three hundred schol-
ars in the school ; and to Morris, as he
Single copies, 10 cents.
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looked at them through swimming eyes,
there seemed to be at least three thou-
sand. There were little youngsters from
the primary, girls with beribboned pig-
tails, and barefoot boys. There were big
country boys who had driven in from
the farm ; young village dandies, who
viewed the whole affair with an air of
condescension, and higit-school girls of
the senior class, many of the pupils nearly
as old as their supposed principal.

They were singing their morning hymn
under the leadership of the preceptress
as Morris and his two inquisitors entered
the room. A moment later the singing
ceased, and Mr. Graham arose and
looked expectantly at the helpless Ap-
pleby.

He realized then that his time had
come. It seemed to him. as he was
pushed forward on the platform, before
that sea of upturned, curious faces, that
he was looking down into the infernal
pit. from which grinned the countenances
of thousands upon thousands of little
imps.

As in a dream, he heard a hurst of elo-
quent introduction from Mr. Graham.
He dimly noted phrases of eulogy, quoted
by the speaker from the unknown Bron-
son, in recommendation of the absent hut
much-longed-for David Grant.

“ Some of the board seemed to think
we was a little hasty about hiring a man
we'd never seen.” wound up the intro-
duction ; “ hut now we've seen him. and
we're satisfied. | leave it to you hoys
and girls to And out we ain't made any
mistake.”

The sound of Graham's droning, nasal
tone died away, and Morris rather felt
than heard or saw that the president had
resumed his seat and that he was stand-
ing there alone.

A speech was expected from him. He
found himself trying to make some pre-
liminary sound, tuning up as it were.
His throat felt as if an ancient spider
had been industriously spinning webs
therein since the days of Cheops.

He remembered the tale he had once
read—a merry little bit of literature-
entitled. “ Confessions of an Executed
Criminal.”  Morris now seemed to he
standing on the death-trap, with the
eager populace waiting for him to he
strung up.

TIHK ARGOSY.

The sensation of having a rope about
his neck was so real that he involuntarily
ran his fingers within his collar, which
was rapidly wilting under an outpour-
ing of nervous perspiration.

In the story, the hoof-heats of a
horseman hearing a pardon from the Gov-
ernor were heard coming down the road
just before the trap was sprung. In the
present instance, after the strenuous hand-
clapping of the three hundred pupils
had died away, the condemned criminal
stood rigidly on the platform in tense si-
lence, listening for the footsteps of his
expected rescuer, who could be no other
than the belated David Grant.

He pictured the possibility of that per-
son arriving at this dramatic moment,
and he came to the conclusion that the
only thing he could do in such an event
would be to make a grand dash down the
stairway and break all previous Mara-
thon records for Milton Station.

But no footsteps of a rescuer smote
the quiet air. The low rumble of the
flour-mill in the distance came through
the open windows. From a tree in the
school-yard sang the dreamy, monotonous
rasp of a locust.

Appleby felt as if he had been stand-
ing there already for at least an hour.
Why not confess before he got in anv
deeper, and have it over with?

But how could he excuse himself now?
He had just told the school commissioner
that he was David Grant. Then think
of the excitement it would cause in the
school! Besides, he'd keep on the look-
out for the real Grant, who might still
arrive some time during the forenoon,
and there was still a chance to see him
and fix up their mutual story.

Besides, to confess now would mean
a public avowal of the fact that the man
who was really their principal had been
delayed by a drunken spree. Appleby
had gone through all this trouble to pre-
vent the village finding that out. He'd
stick it out a little longer.

Then, as if some good fairy had taken
possession of his senses and guided his
tongue, Morris suddenly found himself
talking he hardly knew what, but he
could see that his words were being well
received : and, apparently, he was not ma-
king too much of a mess of it

He could only recall afterward telling
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an utterly irrelevant story supposed to be
funny, at which everybody laughed kind-
ly. Then he had assured them three or
four tiines how glad he was to be there,
told them what a fine fellow his prede-
cessor was, and wound up by saying he
hoped they'd find him just as satisfac-
tory.

At length the apparently interminable
exercises were over, and the involuntary
masquerader watched the pupils file out.
Through every one of those painful mo-
ments he kept rolling his eyes incessant-
ly toward the hall door, expecting to see
his seat-mate of the train step in and
claim his own.

He wondered how Grant would look

when sober. But so firmly had the face
of Grant drunk been seared into his mem-
ory that to picture him otherwise proved
too much for his imagination.
m Horrors! What if the fellow should
come back still intoxicated! Morris de-
termined that he must get out. at all
<hazards, and meet that stage which was
due about ten o’clock.

After a few well-meant compliments,
the miller returned to his flour, and Ap-

pleby was left with the commissioner
and preceptress. Now was the time to
act.

“ Miss Mercer,” he began. “ I'll let
you manage things to-day just as you
did yesterday, and I'll spend the time
getting my bearings, watching the
glasses, and running over the records.
Commissioner Kennedy, I'll leave you in
Miss Mercer’s care for a few minutes, if
you'll excuse me. | must meet the stage,
as | expect it has some of my belated
baggage aboard.”

“ Don’'t you mind me,” roared the com-
missioner. “ I'm a lot more at home here
than you are.”

A few minutes later, Morris was in his
room at his boarding-house, which hap-
pened to face on the Street, watching
eagerly for the stage. Soon it came rat-
tling along. There were two men
aboard who looked as though they might
be commercial travelers. There was no
one, though, who, by the wildest stretch
of imagination, appeared in the least like
David Grant, either drunk or sober.

What could have become of Grant?
That was the question that now began to
harry Appleby's soul. C-ould he still be

immersed in that splendidly developed
case of intoxication? Perhaps that was
only the beginning of a protracted spree.

Then, possibly, the man had arrived,
and was coming by livery, instead of by
stage. Morris waited for. some time on
this possibility, but at length gave it up.

Then he stood and debated a few mo-
ments longer whether to return to the
schoolhouse and make an effort to bluff
out the day, or simply disappear through
the back lots, leaving as little trail be-
hind him as possible. The dilemma
which confronted him summed up as fol-
lows :

If lie should flee without any explana-
tion of his conduct, there would be a hue
and cry. He would be caught, his im-
posture discovered, and he would un-
doubtedly suffer arrest and possible im-
prisonment.

On the other hand, suppose he did
make a clean breast of it, he had irre-
vocably committed himself to the sham.
His explanation would sound very feeble.
In the end, he would probably be arrest-
ed anyhow. There was but one solution,
and that based on a hope, which now, to
Morris, began to look like a dubious one.

If Grant were still intoxicated, it
might be some time yet before he would
come to a realizing sense of the situation.
Then he might be afraid to come back
to Milton Center. If he should return
within the day, and Appleby had an op-,
portunity to see him- in time, then the
involuntary practical joker could escape
quietly, leaving Grant to give an explan-
ation and Milton Center to make the best
of.it.

So, on this dwindling hope the miser-
able Morris returned to the school
building. He found Commissioner Ken-
nedy just beginning a tour of the various
departments, and he accompanied him.

He was rather relieved than otherwise
that this was so. It freed him from im-
mediately getting down to business, and
demonstrating that he knew nothing
about teaching, and also gave him an
opportunity to ask the commissioner a
great many questions about past condi-
tions in the school, incidentally getting
much information about the school busi-
ness which might be of great help in case
he had to act as a professional for a few
hours longer.
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He flattered himself that he had been
very clever in these questions; and by
the time he had gone the rounds of the
various rooms, he thought that he was
pretty well coached for action.

As they returned to the office, the com-
missioner, in the course of a dissertation
on primary methods of teaching, made
some uncomplimentary remarks about
the present State system of public in-
struction. Morris, knowing as little of
that particular State system as the aver-
age polar hear does about raising grape-
fruit, began to ask what he thought
guarded questions.

In a moment he discovered that the
commissioner was eying him with aston-
ishment. Whereat Mr. Appleby became
confused, and rapidly changed the sub-
ject. He did not realize until some
weeks afterward that he was asking ques-
tions which had been thoroughly thrashed
out by every teacher in the State for the
last two years.

At the dinner-hour, Morris had ex-
pected to escape from his unwelcome
guest, but as lie. left the building and
turned to say a polite good-by to the
commissioner, he found that functionary
prepared to follow along with him. Mr.
Kennedy did not stop at the village hotel,
as Morris rather expected he would.

“ Where are you boarding. Professor
Grant?” be asked as they neared the
Grahams'.

“ Ah,” he remarked, when Morris told
him, “you have a very pleasant place.
| congratulate you. | can testify that
the meals are very good, for | went there
several times to dinner with Professor
Green, who was here two years ago.”

That was sufficient notice for Appleby
that Commissioner Kennedy- expected, as
a matter of course, to be invited to
dinner, Morris acted accordingly, and
endured another very unhappy hour.

The conversation turned upon personal
topics during the meal, and several times
Appleby found himself skating on a very-
narrow margin of safety in trying to re-
member what had already been told
around town about the real Grant. They
had nearly finished, and Morris was be-
ginning to feel easy in his mind, when,
in the course of an anecdote he was re-
lating, he let slip the expression, “ When
I was at Yale.”

“ At Vale?” exclaimed Mr. Graham.
“ | thought you were a Colgate man.”

Morris felt the blood rush to his face,
and for a moment he could only choke
and look at his inquisitor in speechless
helplessness. Then he collected himself.

“ Oil. to lie sure!” he hurriedly ex-
claimed. “ 1 am a Colgate nmii. |
meant when | was visiting Yale | have
a cousin who graduated in Yale, and T
used to visit him frequently.”

That closed the incident; but Morris
had the feeling through the rest of the
meal that his explanation, had not been
entirely satisfactory. Just as the board
president was about to leave, he made a
remark which thoroughly frightened Ap-
pleby. and made him more than ever re-
gret his unfortunate slip of the tongue.

“ By the way,” said Mr. Graham, “ we
have a hoard meeting to-night at seven
o'clock. It's customary for the principal
to attend ; and* some of the board seem
to think, just as a matter of form, that
you ought to show us your diploma and
other credentials. You know, you wrote
you'd bring them along.”

As Morris returned to the school, he
couldn’t help wondering whether it was
“ just a matter of form,” or if there was
lurking in the mind of the hoard presi-
dent a vague suspicion. Could it be pos-
sible that his “ enemy ” the preceptress
did, as he feared, harbor malicious sus-
picions. and perhaps mysterious knowl-
edge? She might have dropped a hint
in the ear of Mr. Graham.

Perhaps, however. Morris thought,
with a return to optimism, the whole
thing was merely his own overwrought
imagination. A people gullible enough
to take him on sight as principal of their
school would not be overkeen in detect-
ing such slight slips as had yet occurred
iu his conversation. Nevertheless, he
could not help feeling that he was walk-
ing farther and farther into a trap, and.
if he might be allowed to mix his figures
of speech a little, burning his bridges
behind him as he went.

CHAPTER VI.
BY SHEER NERVE.

T hat afternoon was one of supreme
nervous strain for Appleby. Every mo-
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ment a new problem had to be met, and
each one complicated by Morris's abso-
lute ignorance of his unwonted “ profes-
sion” and the necessity of concealing
that ignorance at any cost.

At each step he burned another bridge.
Each small lie, some of them white, but
most of them of the blackest sort, begot
another lie, and he could see no end to
the chain he was weaving about himself.

Appleby found a small mob of young
ideas waiting in and around his office
when he entered after dinner. His ap-
pearance was the signal for an on--»
slaught.

“ Professor Grant,” announced a
youngster from one of the rooms below.
“ Miss La Monte wants an order for
some new boxes of chalk.”

Morris picked up a piece of paper and
pencil, willing to comply, but a little in
doubt as to whether there was some par-
ticular formula that a well-trained peda-
gogue should use in sucli an emergency.
He proceeded to write, however, boldly
enough.

Then, suddenly, there came an awful
thought. David Grant had written to
the board of education probably in his
own hand. Suppose he, Morris Apple-
by. should write in a hand that as little
resembled the real David Grant's chirog-
raphy as did the track of a common gar-
den American hen the cuneiform inscrip-
tions of the ancient Phoenicians? Mr.
Grant's particular style of fist might have
been seen already bv several people in
town.

Here was a bridge Appleby had seen
just in time ; and he not only would not
burn it, but would not even cross it. He
tore the page from the pad, and tossed
it into the waste-basket.

“ Why. of course,” he said, “ there
must be blank forms here in the desk for
orders. Just wait till Miss Mercer comes
in; she will attend to that.”

Morris turned resolutely to the next
applicant, paying no attention to the
small-voiced declaration of the chalk
applicant that “ there weren't no order-
blanks. They just writes it on paper.”

Then followed a bewildering whirl of
requests. The real juvenile grievance,
however, seemed to be that of a half-
dozen girls of. the senior class who felt
that serious indignities and oppressions
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had been thrust upon them by the former
principal in the assignment of study-room
seats.

They were venturing to hope that the
new principal was not possessed of the
fiendish desire to torture his most prom-
inent pupils unnecessarily.

The more Morris questioned them, the
more lie became convinced that, however
he might settle the question, he would
make a mortal enemy of at least one of
the fair applicants.

At that moment the preceptress ap-
peared upon the scene. Appleby looked
up just in time to see a flickering gleam
of amusement dying out of her eyes.

“ 1 see you have already attacked the
problem you suggested this morning
when we went over the seating arrange-
ments,” she remarked lightly as she re-
moved her hat before the little mirror.

The girls exchanged surprised glances.
Was this new principal so quick, then,
at observing evils and so ready to remedy
them that lie:planned to give them relief
before they asked it? They were no more
surprised at this exhibition of foresight
than its supposed author.

But the various shocks he had met in
the last few hours had taught him to con-
trol his features. He only stared stu-
pidly for an instant. Then it became
apparent that he was being helped out of
a hole.

“Yes,” lie assented, “it's a rather
tough proposition, but—ah—"

“ Yes, Professor Killup couldn't settle
it; but your solution seems excellent.
How do you like Professor Grant's li-.
brary scheme, Lydia?” Miss Mercer in-
quired, turning to the most aggressive of
the girls, who had insisted on sitting
alone, and claimed a seat eagerly sought
by two others:

“ Library scheme!” repeated the girl

blankly.

Morris wondered what his library
scheme was.

“ Oh! Haven't you told her yet, Pro-
fessor Grant? Or maybe you have

changed your mind. Don’t mind me. |
merely thought when you suggested it
that T could help you more with the®
records if, as you propose, you made Miss
Porter assistant in the library.

“ You see. Lydia,” she continued to the
girl, “ Professor Grant, when he looked
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over your class record and saw your
standing in literature, at once suggested
your being made a sort of assistant libra-
rian. He thought | had to spend too
much time in there. You can study there
alone during all your vacant periods, and

help me a great deal besides. That will
settle the seat problem, too.”
During this explanation, Morris re-

covered his equanimity, and prepared to
claim the brilliant scheme that had been
ethrust upon him.

“ Yes.” he'said with an air of finality,
“ 1 think, after talking with the youhg'
ladies, that will be the best plan. Will
you attend to the details, Miss Mercer? ”

Morris, outwardly nonchalant, but
really filled with conflicting emotions,
turned to other petitioners. No sooner
had he come to the conclusion that his
preceptress was his mortal enemy than
she turned around and did him a serv-
ice.

“ And she lied like a lady to do it,
too.” he told himself.

Then it occurred to him that perhaps
the preceptress had been helping herself
primarily rather than him, and merely-
using his need as a tool to attain her own
ends. However much or little she knew
or suspected of his real position, it was
evident that as long as he stayed there,
he would be under the thumb of the lady
with the black eyes.

He had a feeling, too. that as long as
he did her will there was a chance that
she would use her resourcefulness to pro-
tect him. Yet, he could not help feel-
ing more and more like the small end of
a cat-and-mouse game. Nevertheless, his
attractive preceptress was lteginning to
have a fascination for Morris Appleby
which tended to some extent to temper
the unpleasantness and lend zeal to his
adventure.

At that moment the hell for the after-
noon session rang, and he was left alone
in the office. He immediately fell to
planning how he could arrange his after-
noon so as best to keep watch for Grant.
He had about made up his mind to use
the threadbare excuse of sudden illness.
Then a better scheme occurred to him.

He scribbled off the following note :

Mv dear Grant:
I am the man you met on the train
the other night. | am here holding your

job down for you, and nobody is wise
yet to what has happened. For some
reason they take me for von. Jam tell-
ing the bearer of this note that you are
a cousin of mine by the same name.

As soon as you get this, call up " Pro-
fessor David Grant " at the high school
in Milton Center. Do as | tell you. and
we can fix it up all right, otherwise there
will be an unholy muss. Yours.

The Other " D. G

Morris placed this note in an envelope
addressed to Mr. Grant, then around it
he wrapped a note for the ticket-agent
at Milton Station, describing the real
David Grant, explaining that he was a
cousin coming to visit him. and asking
the agent to watch the train and give
the note to the person described. Morris
promised the agent a box of the best
“citv ” cigars for his trouble.

He went down to the post-office where
the stage started and delivered the note
into the keeping of the old driver. He
then returned to the schoolhouse breath-
ing more freely, in the belief that all
immediate danger had been headed off.

The *“ principal ” spent the fore part
of the afternoon watching the other
teachers hear classes, as Miss Mercer
suggested, “ getting a line on his own
work.” which teachers in the high-school
department had temporarily divided
among themselves. He learned that the
real Grant had specified by letter the sub-
jects he would teach, and it had in-
volved some shifting in the work of the
preceptress and her associates.

To his amusement. Morris observed
that the very subjects about which he
knew absolutely nothing were the ones
Grant had particularly selected. Chem-
istry. his own specialty, had been handed
over by Grant to another teacher.

Appleby’s amusement ceased suddenly,
however, when Miss Mercer, in running
over the program, just before the after-
noon session, remarked:

“ Here's Greek, the last division—
Miss Carter, the assistant preceptress,
was teaching that; but you specified it
was your specialty, so she, of course, has
given it up. | said you'd take that this
afternoon, as there is no other work you
will be interested in, and the poor girl
was nearly scared to death at the idea of
teaching the class before an expert.”

The real Grant might be an expert in
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Greek, but his unfortunate understudy, a
scientific student, didn't so much as know
the Greek alphabet, outside of the three
letters that stood for his college fra-
ternity.

“Why. | don’'t want to be insistent,”
he hastily exclaimed. “ Maybe Miss
Carter dotes on teaching Greek ; I'll let
her teach it. By all means, have her
take it to-day. | won’t even visit the
class, if she is embarrassed.”

“ Oh,” laughed the preceptress, “ it's
not so serious as that. | felt so sure
you'd want that class this afternoon, after
what you wrote the board about it, that
| arranged with Miss Carter yesterday
to take up elocution at that hour.”

“ Professor Grant,” in a cold perspira-
tion, was about to speak, when it oc-
curred to him that he didn’'t know what
he “ wrote the board.” So, to avoid fur-
ther complications, he let it go at that,
and began to wonder what he would do
with the confounded class when he stood
before it

He would have enjoyed a nice, con-
venient shock of paralysis or apoplexy—
anything violent and sudden that would
remove him from the building. Unfor-
tunately that relief was cut off.now by
the necessity of being on hand in case
Grant should telephone from the station,
as he had directed in his note.

Meantime he watched the different reci-
tation-room clocks tick off the fatal min-
utes pending the arrival of that dreaded
Greek - class hour, hoping against hope
that he would get a call from Grant first.

He spent as little time as possible in-
specting classes in unfamiliar subjects.
He sat through the whole session in chem-
istry, however, and fancied he had made
himself quite solid as a man of learning
by practically taking the class out of the
teacher’'s hands and leading it forthwith
into a maze of formulas that made it
gasp.

As he turned to the teacher afterward,
however, his little bubble of vanity was
suddenly pficked.

“ Why. Professor Grant.” she said.
“ the board told us you wrote them that
vou had never studied the sciences at
all 1”7

“ Why.” gasped Morris. “ why— I— 1
—didn't mean to imply that! | have a
smattering of laboratory knowledge. |

meant 1 had never taken it up from a
pedagogical standpoint.”

Then he tore himself away in confu-
sion, and before he recovered he was sur-
rounded by the terrors of that Greek
class.

No call from Grant. What in the name
of sense could he do? Suppose they asked
questions? He had completely lost his
presence of mind and helplessly watched
the class file down to the front of the
main room, where the recitation was to be
heard.

He found himself utterly unable to de-
vise a scheme to escape. Well, at the first
embarrassing incident he simply would
have to indulge in a coughing spell or
nose-bleed or something equallv hack-
neyed.

Then Miss Mercer, who had a vacant
period, deliberately entered the study-
room and stayed there, ostensibly assist-
ing some of her old pupils with their
work. Perhaps she was. Appleby could
not help wondering, however, if she was
not particularly interested in his method
of teaching Greek.

” Where's the lesson to-day?” he be-
gan bravely, taking up the copy of “ Ana-
basis ”— the first time he had ever recalled
having had the book in his hands. “ I'm
glad the confounded pages are numbered
in good old United States.” he reflected.
“ Vou may begin.” he announced, indi-
cating what he thought was the brightest-
looking boy in the class.

“*And Cyrus—'”" Then the Jmy
stopped, helpless.  “ | couldn't find that
word.” he explained.

Alas! “ Professor Grant.” the “ Greek
expert.” had never looked for the word
in question : wouldn’'t have recognized it
if he’'d met it on the street in broad day
light.

“Who can tell him?” asked Appleby
in despair.

A dozen hands rose.

“ Well, you.” lie nodded to a girl in the

front seat.
At her answer only half the hands

dropped. There were dissenting groans.
Here was a difference of opinion at the
outset.

The “ expert” must decide it.

Miss Mercer, in the back of the room,
suddenly stood erect and looked at him.

Morris laughed hysterically.
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“ You remind me of a story they used
to tell in college,” he ran on, desperately
wondering what the deuce the story was.
Then, by special favor of his guardian
spirit, he recalled some merry old college
jest, and told it with elaborations that
captured half the division, it had no
connection with the matter in hand, but
it proved highly entertaining to the class.

Then he recalled other incidents, and
told them, and at length the period grad-
ually wore away, till there were only some
ten minutes left. His ingenuity was fail-
ing him. when suddenly there came a
knock.

One of the pupils on the front seat,
apparently a habitual monitor, went to
the door and returned in a moment, say-
ing :

" A voung man wants to see you. Pro-
fessor Grant.”

As Morris rose, his blood ran cold at
the thought that this might be Grant, who
had arrived from the station in some way
without getting his note. He felt him-
self almost reeling as he went out and
closed the door behind him.

It turned out, however, to be only a
messenger from the village store, with
some school supplies. But Morris was
so overcome with his reaction that he was
forced to sink in a chair in the office
and remain there for some moments, ut-
terly unable to control himself suffifcient-
ly to reappear in the class - room. He
stayed there till it was time for school to
dose, then returned and dismissed the
class.

After the pupils had tiled out of the
building, Miss Mercer entered the office
where Appleby had retreated, and found
him making a pretense of going over the
records.

He was wondering whether she had
discovered what a thoroughgoing Greek
humbug he was. Her first remark did not
reassure him.

" The class and you seemed to enjoy
the Greek recitation greatly,” she ob-
served.

He dared not look her in the eye to see
if she was making game of him. She
stooped and opened a drawer in the bot-
tom of the desk.

“ By the way, here is a book that Pro-
fessor Killup took away from one of the
pupils.  You may be interested to know

that such things are around. Of course,
you can have no use for it yourself.”

Morris took the book, and discovered
that it was a literal translation of the
Anabasis.

He was saved from further remarks on
this embarrassing subject by the entrance
of Miss Lydia, the girl whom he had ap-
pointed assistant librarian that afternoon.
In her hand was an old-fashioned auto-
graph album—a thing that was still in
vogue in some of the country villages.

“ Miss Mercer.” she asked shyly,
“ you haven't written in my album yet,
have you? "

“ No. | haven't,” replied the precep-

tress, taking the book from her, and, after
a moment’'s thought, writing one of the
customary bits of verse used on such oc-
casions and signing her name. " | think
Professor Grant ought to be invited, too.”
she said.

Morris started visibly. It looked as
though he were going to be committed to
an exhibition of penmanship, after all.

There seemed to be no way out of it
however, so he took the book. Miss Mer-
cer had picked up another volume front
the desk and stood by his side, apparently
paying no attention to what he was do-
ing.

After some fumbling in his brain, lie
recalled another line of verse, wrote it
on one of the pages, and then, swallow-
ing hard, deliberately forged the name of
David Grant.

At that instant Miss Mercer reached
out to lay the hook she was reading back
on the desk, and in so doing jarred his
elbow. The result was a large blot of
ink in the middle of the page. The pre-
ceptress apologized profusely, seized the
album, and tried to erase the blot, while
Morris looked on helplessly.

“I'll fix that so nobody would ever
know it.” Miss Mercer exclaimed. Ta-
king a penknife from the desk, she neat-
ly cut out the page and threw it in the
waste-basket.

“ Now, Professor Grant,” she added,
“if you will please write that all over
again, and charge it to my account, it
will be all right.”

So Morris did as he was bidden, and
again forged the name of the absent
Grant.

At that moment he was called to an-
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other part of the building, and by the
time he returned to the office he had al-
most forgotten the incident. After all,
forgery was only another step to which
his rapidly searing conscience had been
gradually led.

As he opened the door, however. Miss
Mercer suddenly sprang up from the chair
where she had been bending over the
waste-basket. She seemed greatly con-
fused.

In her hands were two scraps of paper.
Morris could not help noticing that one
of them was the page she had herself
cut out of the autograph album, and that
the other was a bit of note-paper on
which he had started to write the order
for chalk that afternoon.

The woman, in her confusion, seemed
for a moment to lose her wonted self-
poise.  Hastily crumpling up the two
scraps in her hand, she slipped them into
a book on the desk, then, tucking it under
her arm, hade him good night and started
out.

Then she stopped an instant and looked
at him closely, as though she expected an
accusation.  Morris appeared, however,
to have seen nothing. As if satisfied, the
preceptress seemed to have recovered her
calm, and departed, taking the book with
her.

Morris watched her go in silence, con-
vinced now, if never before, that his chief
source of danger lay in the mysterious
mind of this young woman with the black
eyes.

CHAPTER VII.
IMPENDING DISASTER.

Just as Morris Appleby had come to
the conclusion that this 'first day of arch-
humbug had been brought to a safe close,
without any particular harm being done,
aside from the singeing he had given his
own conscience, new disasters began to
loom up ahead.

In fact, he found himself facing an
entire bundle of climaxes, each armed
with a sharp point. Miss Mercer’s little
juggling at handwriting was merely a
curtain-raiser.

“ What the deuce is her game, any-
way?” Appleby muttered, as from the
office window he watched his preceptress
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disappear up the street. “ If she knows
the truth, why doesn't she expose me?
Also, why has she been so kind? If she
doesn’t at least suspect something, why is
she stealing my handwriting? Where in
the name of sense is that man Grant?
There is my own lost baggage, too, and
1 don’t dare to make a move to trace it
Suppose somebody should identify it, and
send it home. Father and mother will
think T have been lost for sure.”

With that, it occurred that he must
write at once to his parents, and to the
Powells, explaining his failure to appear
at the lake on time. He picked up pen
and paper to carry out this idea, when
the question arose, what explanation could
he give that wouldn’'t make things look
worse than they really were? At length,
however, he completed two letters to his
satisfaction, explaining that he had been
unexpectedly detained on a little busi-
ness out in the country. One mor», lie
to his credit, but Morris saw no way now
to avoid stretching the truth at various
points in order to save himself and oth-
ers from yet more serious evils.

“ That girl's certainly fascinating,” he
exclaimed aloud, after a few moments of
cogitation—and it wasn't of the girl in
the photograph he was thinking, either.

The black eyes of Miss Mercer were
dancing before him at that moment.

“ By Jove. | think | see it! She's been
just foolish enough to be attracted by a
new man, meaning me. That accounts for
her getting mixed, and thinking she told
me the right-hand road when she led me
back to town this morning. That's why
she pinched that signature, too. | fum-
bled around so much to-day, she's sus-
pected | am not quite up to snuff, but if
| keep on the right side of her she’ll help
me through. I'm sure. Well, I'm sorry
if the poor girl’s deduded. but I'll take
advantage of it by giving Grant a chance
to the end of the week.”

So once more did the fatuous vanity of
the male animal arouse in his breast a
feeling of false securitv. This qualitv of
vanity, by the way. had hitherto been lit-
tle manifested in a normally modest Mor-
ris Appleby,

He was by no means in love with his
preceptress, as yet, but there is no doubt
that, all unconsciously, he was manifest-
ing dangerous symptoms ; and that was
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the real reason why. when he left the
building an hour later, he was whistling
gaily.

He had put in that hour in the office
coaching himself, a sort of “ How to be a
School - Teacher in One Easy Lesson.”
There was a copy of the school laws of
New Ytirk State in the school-desk, and
he had skimmed it over eagerly, gathering
up points where he had been made pain-
fully aware of ignorance during the day.

He noted also a lot of topics it would
be well for him to avoid till after further
study. He coached himself on the differ-
ent grades of teachers’ certificates, and
prepared to talk glibly about it when he
should discover which particular one he
was supposed to hold.

Consequently he now felt that if the
real professor did not show up that eve-
ning. he could not only appear at the
board meeting with confidence, but con-
tinue the work of the school for a day or
two without being discovered.

“ Hallo, professor, did you get your
message?” came a hail from across the
street as he turned the corner.

He was being called by the village bar-
ber—a portly veteran whom, arrayed in
frock coat the night of the social, Morris
had supposed must he a local capitalist or
statesman at least.

*Phone message from the station.” he
explained, as the other crossed over to
him. “ Sent a boy to find you. They,
rang off. and said for you to call then!
when you came back.”

“ Grant, at last!” thought Morris, as
he followed the man into the shop, which
was also the long-distance-telephone sta-
tion.

He nodded to the little group of loung-
ers about the tiny room, many of whom he
had met the night before. Then he wait-
ed anxiously while the barber-operator
struggled with the switchboard.

“line's busy now.” he reported, after
a moment, turning hack to a half-sheared
countryman who was craning his neck at
the newcomer .front the barber’s chair.

There was nothing for Morris to do but
wait, though the suspense was extremely
nerve-wearing under the scrutiny to which
he was being subjected.

He selected a vacant chair, and. tilting
back against the wall according to the ap-
proved fashion, remarked to his neighbor
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that it was a “ -fairly pleasant day, after
all.”

“ What part of the country do you
come from, young man?” queried an old
fellow, whose long, ragged gray beard
trailed over the top of the hickory stick
on which his chin was resting. He looked
much like the proverbial oldest inhab-
itant:.

“ I'm from Horton, this State,” replied
Appleby, recalling hastily his supposed
origin.

“ Well.
the old man.

1 want to know!” rejoined
“ | used to visit in Horton
when | was a young fellow. You ain't
old Dave Grant's son. be you? Used to
know a Dave Grant in Horton when |
was"visiting there. He was a young fel-
low then, and his dad was sort o’ queer.
Remember your granddad, do you?”

The old man had taken it for granted
at once, without waiting for an answer,
that any one named David Grant, hailing
from the village of Horton, must be the
son of the David Grant he knew. So
Morris let it go at that.

“ Oh, you know my old town, do you? ”
he answered. “ Tell me something about
the old days there when grandfather was
alive,” he hurried on, anxious to avoid
further questions directed at himself.

“ 1 remember your old granddad well.
His name'was Dave, too, wa'n't it? Queer
old chap ; had a lot of money, they said.
I seen some one from Horton, spell ago—
| forget now who it was; some traveling
man through here. | think. Pie was tell-
ing me about the old fellow. | hadn’t
heard nothing about him in years—hadn't
been in Horton nigh on twenty years.

“ This feller tells me your granddad
left a queer will, and your father’'s dead,
too. now, he says. Guess if you got any
considerable slice of old Dave Grant's
money, ain’'t no need of your being a
school-teacher for a living, less you're
doing it for your health.”

Just as Morris was becoming decided-
ly interested in this unexpected sidelight
on tire family history of the man whose
name he was using, the telephone - bell
ran<f, and he found the wire was clear to
the station at last,

“ Hallo! This you, Professor Grant?”
came the voice over the line. “ This is the
agent at Milton Station. Mr. Bronson
was in here to-day. Just stopped long
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enough to get a rig to go over to the In-
dian school. He tried to get you on the
phone, but you wa'n't around, .so he left
the message with me. He’ll be back this
way Friday, and asked me to tell you he
expected to be up to the Center Friday
forenoon and spend the day with you.
| ain't seen no sign of that cousin of
your'n. I'll keep my eve peeled for him.
though.”

Morris turned away from the telephone
with his heart beating violently. He had
no inclination to remain under the gaze
of the curious villagers, so, announcing
that he would have to hurry over to the
house to attend to some business, he left
the group, promising to continue later the
history of the Grant family and Horton.

“ The mysterious Bronson! Well, now
I am up against it!” he said to himself.
“ If Grant doesn’'t show up before Fri-
day morning, here’s where Willie takes
to himself wings for sure! Now, who the
deuce is Bronson, anyway? He's the man
who has such a high impression of my
ability as teacher, founded, no doubt, on
years of intimate friendship,, that he's got
me this job here. When he looms up in
town and gets one look at yours truly 1
fancy there will be some little trouble in
this burg. | don’'t think | care to meet
my old friend Bronson, on the whole.”

Well, it was lucky, anyway, that the
fellow hadn’t appeared without any warn-
ing. Appleby would remain until Thurs-
dav night or early Friday morning, still
hoping that Grant would show up, and
then if worse came to worse he would
have to be afflicted with a sudden illness
and depart forthwith.

They were finishing supper, when Mr.
Graham remarked :

“ Well, professor, if you'll just dig up
your diplomas and come over to the build-
ing with me, we’ll have that little board
meeting ; then | guess you'll be duly in-
stalled and ready for business.”

Morris pushed away from the table,
thinking hard. Grant's suit-case, which
he had brought along with him, he had
kept carefully inviolate. He might take
liberties with another man’s name, but to
open his baggage seemed as dishonorable
as tampering with his mail. That diplo-
ma was probably in the satchel. Could
he in any way justify himself in taking
it out?

It involved a further deception, of
course, in that, once having presented the
diploma to the board, he would have laid
false claim to Grant's name and proper-
ty more openly than ever before.

No! That would never do! Fie went
into his room ostensibly to do as Mr.
Graham had requested, really to think the
thing out and frame up a good excuse for
not having the diploma with him.

As his eye caught the suit-case in the
corner, however, it suddenly occurred to
him that the tipsy Mr. Grant had not re-
locked it on the train that fatal evening,
and that to open it now involved no
breakage or anything that could consti-
tute burglary.

Acting on a sudden impulse, more to
prove that the valise was unlocked than
anything else, he lifted one side of it

The first thing his eye caught was a
neatly rolled sheepskin tied with a rib-
bon. Why not. after all. go only a very
little step farther than lie had already
gone? Wasn't it justifiable in Grant's
behalf ?

Without stopping to debate further, he
took the sheepskin, examined it. and found
in the roll there was not only David
Grant's diploma from Colgate Univer-
sity, but a life teacher’s certificate. Mor-
ris Appleby put on his hat and walked
out. In his hand were the credentials of
David Grant, and one more bridge had
been burned behind him.

The board meeting was a perfunctory
affair. David Grant's diplomas were
passed around and inspected, and seemed
eminently satisfactory. Then Morris, to
head off the questioning he feared might
follow, decided to take the whiphand
himself.

Accordingly he plunged into a discus-
sion of school topics based on the hour
of “ cramming” to which he had sub-
jected himself that afternoon. He asked
countless questions which completely
“ stumped ” the board members, and
seemed to impress them profoundly with
his knowledge. Then he branched into
the subject of a change of the class-work
as he had found it.

“ When | wrote you about the work |
would like to take.” he said. “ | was un-
acquainted with conditions here. | sup-
pose you'll have no objection to mv ar-
ranging with the teachers to take a little
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different line myself. For instance, I'd
like to keep an eye on science at present.
By the way, what did 1 write in that let-
ter to you which gave the idea that |
had never made a study of the sciences?
| didn’t mean to imply quite as much as
that?”

“ Why, | have that letter right here in
my pocket,” said Mr. Graham. “ Seemed
clear enough to us.”

As he spoke he drew out a bunch of let-
ters and selected the one in question. That
was exactly what Morris had wanted.
Here was a chance to see some of the
real Grant's handwriting and secure some
valuable points as to the kind of scrawl
he was expected to adopt.

Morris took the letter, studying it
carefully as he pretended to read it over
twice. It was just as he feared. His own
handwriting was absolutely unlike that
of David Grant's in every particular.

“ 1 see,” he said slowly. “ ‘1 am not
familiar with the sciences.’” | meant by
that. | had not taught them beforej but
on looking over the work | find that what
is particularly needed now is some one
familiar with practical laboratory experi-
ments. | did quite a little in college.”

There seemed to be no objection to
Appleby’'s proposal to change the sub-
jects, and -after a few profound remarks
by one member of the board, who was a
horse-doctor by profession, and another
who was a cooper, it was voted that Pro-
fessor Grant use his own judgment as' to
the subjects he should teach.

Morris was about to return the letter
to Mr." Graham, when a Mr. Porter, the
town’s only lawyer, spoke up.

* Let me see that letter, please.” he re-
quested. “ | wasn't in town when Pro-
fessor Grant was hired, and would like to
look it over now.”

Morris scented trouble. The man. how-
ever, after glancing at the letter, made
no comment, but passed it back to the
hoard president.

Appleby breathed freely again. Just
after the meeting adjourned, however,
Mr. Porter, walking beside Morris on
their way down-stairs, remarked:

“ My daughter Lydia was very much
pleased to-day at the chance to assist Miss
Mercer in the library. She also told me
with great glee she'd got you to write in
her autograph album.”
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Again the heart of Appleby stopped
heating. He looked sharply into Mr. Por-
ter’'s face, hut was unable to decide wheth-
er any guile lurked therein. He walked
home with Mr. Graham, answering that
affable gentleman only in monosyllables.
This second handwriting incident worried
him. Then, as he was bidding Mr. Gra-
ham good night, it suddenly occurred to
hint that lie hadn't found out who the
mvsterious Bronson was.

“ By the way,” he remarked, *“I
meant to tell you, Mr. Graham, Mr.
Bronson sent up word that he’d be here
Friday.”

“ Good!” exclaimed the other. “ Of
course, you'll have him here to dinner.

WVTB always glad to see Bronson— one
of our old town bovs—and we're mightv
proud of the record he's made for him-
self. They say lie's the best regents’ in-
spector in the State now. | suppose you
know more about his record than | do,
being such an old friend of his and know-
ing more about him in late years than |
Jtave.” /=

“ Well.”* said Morris to himself, “ |
may have to leave Grant to his fate un-
less he shows up before Friday. It will
be dangerous to leave before he arrives
to back up an explanation, but it's a cinch
| can't face my friend, the regents’ in-
spector.”

CHAPTER Vri-L
A BLOW IX THE DARK.

“ E scaped at last!”

This exclamation came from behind a
contjpicuous and distressing face bandage
and mingled itself with the swelling rat-
tle of the departing way-train. Outside
of the open car window was the retreat-
ing landscape of the Canasaugua Valley,
with Milton Station in the foreground.

As the train settled down to a steady
rumble, a pair of hands reached up, un-
tied, and removed the bandage. The fea-
tures thus unswathed were those of our
friend, Morris Appleby.

It was the early train for Branden-
burg on Friday morning. Morris had
worried through two more days as prin-
cipal of Milton Center school, each mo-
ment watching in vain for the appearance
of David Grant, and lacking the nerve to
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break away and run the chance of being
followed by the town constable. He had
rearranged the classes as suggested to the
board, and flattered himself that he had
made a fairly good showing as a teacher.
No more difficulties had presented them-
selves.

His little false steps with the handwri-
ting had as yet produced no results, and
the old visitor from Horton had had no
further opportunity to interrogate the
supposed native of that town. But now
had come the morning when Mr. Bronson
was to arrive, and Appleby must at last
desert the field of battle, and retreat de-
feated but fortunately undiscovered. The
furor that would follow soon would have
to spend itself on the open air. as far as
Morris Appleby was concerned.

At six o’clock that morning Morris had
emerged from his room and greeted his
astonished landlord and employer.

“I'm afraid I'm in for it, Mr. Gra-
ham,” he groaned. “ This tooth’'s been
grumbling for two weeks; gave me a lit-
tle siege over Sunday, but 1 thought |
was getting better. 1 am certainly feel-
ing down and out to-day and unfit to

teach. I'll have to leave things with Miss
Mercer and run in to a dentist in Bran-
denburg. He can fix me up so I'll prob-

ably be back by to-morrow night.”

The bandaged face, what showed of
it. was so haggard from a sleepless night
of worry that there was no doubt in the
mind of the board president that the pro-
fessor was in a bad way.

“ That's tough,” he exclaimed sympa-
thetically. “ You'll just have time to eat
a little and catch the stage. I'll break the
news to Miss Mercer.”

Now. Morris, whatever his words and
cumbersome bandage implied, comforted
himself with the thought that he was
technically telling the truth. He did have
a bad filling that had needed dentistry
for a month, and he’d have it attended
to as soon as he reached the city, though
it might have gone for thirty days longer
without bothering him particularly. He
certainly did feel “ down and out.” and
was undoubtedly “ unfit to teach.”

As soon as the train was clear of the
station, and he had made sure no one
else from the Center was aboard, he took
off his bandage and became Morris Ap-
pleby once more. It was only three days

since he had been temporarily bereft of
the right to use his own name, but so con-
gested had been the happenings of that
brief period that it seemed an age to him.

Looking ahead down the car, he casual-
ly noted two young women in animated
conversation. One turned her head at
that moment, and Morris recognized her
as Alice Forsythe, of Brandenburg, whom
he knew was a member of the Powell
house-party.

He and Alice had been playfellows as
children, and now belonged to the same
social set. He rose eagerly, and step-
ping forward, exclaimed:

“ Why, Alice Forsythe 1This is a pleas-
ure. You're not deserting the lake just as
| am going out there, though ? | hope you
are going back this afternoon, as I am.”

To his amazement, Miss Forsythe at
first looked startled, then embarrassed.

She bowed most distantly, and, after a
painful moment, turned again to her seat-
mate, who was a stranger to Appleby,
and continued her conversation. Morris
was amazed, then enraged. He stupidly
stared for an instant, then, raising his hat
with an attempt at reciprocal coldness, re-
turned to his seat.

All the rest of the way he racked his
memory to recall any possible reason for
such coldness on the part of an old friend.
Their last meeting and parting had been
most cordial.

Had the girl been alone, he would have
asked for an explanation ; the presence of
the stranger, however, forbade a scene.

As soon as he left the train in Bran-
denburg he looked up a telephone, and
called up the Powell cottage at the lake.
A servant answered, and summoned Tom.

“ Hallo, Tom,” exclaimed Morris, de-
lighted once more to talk to some one un-
der his true colors. *“ Did you get my
letter? I'm mighty sorry to have lost all
this time, but I'll be out there to-night,
and I've got a bully good story to tell
vou. too. | didn't make my reasons for
delay very clear in that letter, because
they wouldn’t bear general circulation.”

“ 1 can well imagine they wouldn't, old
man,” came back the voice of Tom. It
had a cold ring to it which struck a chill
to the heart of Morris at once.

“You needn't have bothered about
avoiding circulation, however,” went on
the voice over the wire. “ You couldn’'t
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circulate it more thoroughly if you'd been
your own press-agent with orders to go
the limit. Don’t think I'm uncharitable.
I've been in scrapes myself : but this is a
case where you were caught. | wouldn't
mind so much myself, but you know what
my father and mother think of such
things, also what a deuce of a fuss girls
make over an affair of that kind. I'm
mighty sorry, but 1 think you'll agree
with me that it would be best for you not
to come out here this week. Maybe the
thing will blow over. | don't see as
you can make much of an explanation,
though.”

Morris tried to reply, but could only
stammer and sputter. He wanted to ask
just what had got out and how it got
there; but. in his surprise and embar-
rassment. he succeeded in saying nothing
till suddenly the receiver was hung up at
the other end.

He walked away from the telephone in
a daze. Evidently his escapade had been
discovered. That accounted for the cool-
ness of Miss Forsythe. But the marvelous
thing about it was that he had escaped
from Milton Center without any one ac-
cusing him.

The suspicion arose that some one in
the Center had found it out, and for un-
known reasons had not given him awav
to the school board, but for equally mys-
terious motives had informed Appleby’s
own friends.

The whole thing was most mystifying.
Moreover, whatever trend the report of
his performance had taken, it must have
heen a garbled one. for if the exact truth
were known he would have been given a
chance to explain so remarkable a hap-
pening.

With great misgivings, Appleby went
up to his father’'s house. The letter he
had written the family that week would
not have explained very clearly why his
plans had been changed, and in view of
this apparently widely circulated story it
would seem to his strait-laced father and
mother most glaringly mendacious. He
found his father in his study. The old
gentleman turned as he entered, then
rose and stood before him in a towering
rage.

“You have brought disgrace on your
old parents, after all these years,” he
roared. “ This thing will he the death

of us both. | shall start out now and
get a new church, if-possible, and spend
my few remaining years at work. | will
not be supported by such a son. Your
mother is absolutely ill with grief. You
leave the house at once and do not go near
her.”

Morris stared at his father helplessly.
He had not supposed that this affair
would have such an effect, even were
the truth presented in its worst light. Yet
he realized that the motives, sentimental
as they were, which had impelled him to
remain in Milton Center and keep up the
deception would hardly appear valid ex-
cuses to such a rigid moralist of the old
school as his reverend father. Any at-
tempt at explanation seemed doubly cut
off.

His father at that moment was too
“ righteously indignant” to listen, and,
moreover, the truth was so decidedly bad
—stated in cold terms to another— that
the culprit could see no way at that mo-
ment of glossing it over. He must simply
wait until the reaction had set in. then
return and try to make his position clear
to his parents.

So, genuinely grief-stricken at the pain
he 'had caused, lie turned on his heel and
left the house. On his way out he passed
their old maid of all work in the hallway,
who turned to him and said:

“ There's a letter for you, Mr.
ris.”

Morris took the letter she brought in
a moment later, and at one glance in-
stinctively -knew what it contained. It
was from the United Wood Pulp Com-
pany, by which he was employed. With
trembling fingers he opened it, and read
as follows:

Mor-

Mr. Morrts A ppi.eby,
hi Trenton St.,

Brandenburg,
Dear Sir:

We beg to inform you that your serv-
ices will no longer be reovired with the
United Wood Pulp Company. We have
just learned of the unfortunate affair
with which you have been connected,
and, in view of that, it will be obvious
to you that it will be impossible to re-
tain your services. We can only employ
those who can be trusted.

Yours.
Thomas B. Zornow,

Secretary.

N. Y.
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This was the -last blow. .Morris Ap-
pleby walked down the street, realizing
dully that all his life-work up to date,
by one fell blow of circumstances, had
been put at naught.

He had toiled for years, acquiring a
reputation as a chemist and trustworthy
man of business. All this had been lost in
a moment. Again there recurred to him
the strangeness of these sudden and irrev-
ocable accusations that were being hurled
at his character from every direction. It
was more than ever apparent that they
were based on some misrepresentation of
the facts.

Could it be possible that the whole
affair had been likewise exposed in Mil-
ton Center?- Mr. Bronson had arrived
there by now and undoubtedly discovered
that he had been tricked. At any rate,
the unknown person who had circulated
the report, finding that Morris had es-
caped, would probably give the alarm
at once. Finally, if the story had such
general circulation outside, it would in-
evitably get back to Milton Center, any-
way.

Then there suddenly occurred to him
a dark suspicion that his preceptress had
been the one who had discovered and be-
trayed him. In some way she had known
of his true identity, and perhaps had
written to his friends to find out more
about him before betraying him to the
board.

Her motives were still dark to Mor-
ris, however. He suddenly resolved to
call up Milton Center and find out just
what had happened there. He waited,
however, till early in the evening, then
got Mr. Graham’s home on the phone,
and was afiswered by that gentleman ill
person.

"This
disguising his voice.
your principal. is
there? ”

“ No,” replied Mr. Graham, ‘‘ he went
into town this morning- to have an ulcer-
ated tooth attended to. We expect him
-back to-morrow, though.”

There was no hint of distrust or sus-
picion in the voice that came over the

is James Grant." said Morris,
"1 am a cousin of
Mr. David Grant

wire.

“ How is David getting on down
there?” inquired Morris, as another
feeler.

7A

” Fine,” replied the board president
heartily. “ We couldn’'t have done bet-
ter. Everybody likes him. If yon see
him, though, tell him he wants "to look
out and not fall in love with the pre-
ceptress.”

Mr. Graham broke out in a loud laugh
at his own merry jest, whereupon “ James
Grant ” bade him good-by and hung up
the receiver.

“ Well.” thought Morris, ILLapparently
1 haven't been very generally exposed as

yet. Guess I'll try that aforesaid precep-
tress on the wire and see what she bpgW
to say.”

In a few moments Miss Mercer’s voice
came over the telephone, and he told her
that he was Professor Grant.

"Oh, hallo, Professor Grant! How is
that miserable tooth? You certainly have
my sympathy. Wit! you be back to-mor-
ruw ?” ,

The voice hardly sounded like the voice
of a traitoress. Morris replied that he ex-
pected to be back the next day, and said
he'd called atp to see if Mr. Bronson was
still there.

“ Oh, Mr. Bronson didn't come, after
all,” replied Miss Mercer. “ He tele-
phoned up that he had been unexpectedly
called back to Albany and could not be
around our way again for two weeks.
Everything went all right to-day, so don't
worry about school.”

Morris could make nothing out of
things, except that whoever was wearing
the mask in Milton Center had not seen
fit as yet to remove it. Then another idea
suddenly struck him.

Some other story must have got out in
some .mysterious way. It was possible
that his baggage, wandering about the
country in the hands of the irresponsible
Grant, had been the real cause. It could
not be the tale of his Milton Center du-
plicity.

Anyhow, his reputation was damaged,
and he had lost his position thereby. The
only way to clear matters up, recover his
position and standing with liis friends,
was to return to Milton Center, and hope
to get trace of the missing principal. He
spent two hours and considerable money
telegraphing to every point down the rail-
road over which Grant had traveled that
fateful night, trying in vain to get some
trace of the young man. Then he gave it
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up. He feared he should never see the
real Grant again.

Then there came the insidious tempta-
tion to go back and resume Grant's name,
and, in case the fellow did not appear,
draw his salary until he could secure em-

ployment more legitimately. At any rate,
the only way to recover his reputation and
honorable standing was to return to Mil-
ton Center and for the time being resume
his false position in the Milton Center
school and community.

(To be continued.)

SELBY S SWAP.

BY E.

PRESTON.

A Matter oi Four Hours, a Rickety Siding, a

Bunch of Hoboes,

W HEN Herbert Selby’s father died.

and left his son sole heir and re-
siduary legatee to all that be possessed,
the administrator’'s report showed the
young man to be worth in the neighbor-
hood of fifty thousand dollars.

So is there water under the Desert of
Sahara; but one finds more or less dif-
ficulty in getting to it.

As a matter of fact, the estate
amounted to just nothing at all; for
practically the whole of it was comprised
in a judgment against one Amminadab
Green, and although this was perfectly
valid within the confines of Pennsylvania.
Green took precious good care to keep
himself and all his attachable belongings
well outside the Keystone State.

The transaction from which the claim
arose had taken place some twenty years
before when Green, an oily and specious
individual, had induced the elder Selby
to award him the contract for clearing
off a tract of timber land.

The agreement expressly stipulated
that nothing was to be touched save only
the standing pine; but once he got to
work. Green promptly developed a con-
venient astigmatism which caused all trees
to look alike to him, and when old man
Selby came to look over his property, he
found it scalped clean as a tennis-court
in July. Its wealth of valuable lumber
had been ruthlessly reaped, and all that
was left to the owner was a stump-dotted
expanse of rocky mountainside.

Mr. Selby, wrathful and indignant, car-
ried his grievance to the courts, and was
duly awarded damages; but there the
matter ended. Green, his pockets bulging
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with his ill-gotten gains, stayed on the
other side of the State line, and laughed
at any attempt to make him disgorge.

Nevertheless, the defrauded creditor,
cherishing a vain hope that in some way
he might be able to realize upon it, kept
the judgment alive ; and when he died, it
descended to his son as about the only
tangible asset left from what had once
been a comfortable fortune.

“ Don’t count on ever getting anything
out of it, though, Herbert.” counseled the
attorney who had settled up the dead
man’s affairs. “ As a matter of proper
precaution, | have had the judgment re-
entered in your name; but | tell you
frankly that | do not see the faintest pos-
sibility of ever being able to enforce it
Your father exhausted every legal avenue,
and practically beggared himself in the
attempt, but without avail: so, if you take
my advice, you'll simply regard this claim
as a dead issue, and start in with a clean
slate.”

Very excellent reasoning, no doubt:
but Herbert Selby had his own ideas in
regard to his legacy, and he was by no
means content to abandon pretensions to
so considerable a sum simply because
there were a few barriers in the road.

The lawyer coulrl speak quite calmly of
throwing the problematical fifty thousand
overboard as so much waste luggage; but
when one is holding a job at thirty-five
dollars a month as night operator at a
lonely little railroad junction, with pros-
pects of only a slow promotion, and when
one. moreover, is ardently eager to get
married to Mthe dearest girl in the
world,” one is apt to be a trifle chary
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about giving up even a dream of com-
parative affluence.

Herbert, from his connection with the
railroad, knew something, too, of which
the other was ignorant ; and this was, that
Green, grown less circumspect since the
death of his victim, was occasionally ship-
ping supplies of lumber to his mills in
western New York over the very line on
which young Selby was employed.

True, these shipments were always
made in the name of another party, and
were surrounded with such safeguards in
the way of legal technicalities that the
Pennsylvania officers were powerless to
levy upon them in transit; but Herbert
had traced several of them out to their
destination, and despite the subterfuges
employed, was more than certain to whom
they really belonged.

To put it in his own words, it was a
"cinch” that Green, and nobody else, was
the “ colored gentleman in that wood-
pile.”

Still, rack his brains as he might, he
had as yet been able to evolve no plan
whereby he could benefit from this knowl-
edge; for he was well aware-that the law
could render him no assistance—as the
lawyer told him his father had tried
every avenue of legal recourse only to
fail—and any attempt at extra-judicial
methods would simply result in landing
him behind the bars.

Yet it certainly made his blood boil
every time one of those long lumber trains
went through, billed to “ Parvin, James
& Co..” the name under which Green
masked his identity; for the shipments
were of first-grade Georgia pine, and
were being rushed forward to fill a
special contract upon which, so Herbert
had learned, his enemy was certain to
make many thousands of dollars.

Any one of those trains was worth
enough to cover his claim with all the
accrued interest, and the money which
they represented was justly and honestly
his'by every law of morality; yet he had
to stand impotently by, and keep hands
off— nay, even assist in hurrying them to
their destination. It was surely enough
to make a chap occasionally grow some-
what warm under the collar.

Especially resentful did he find him-
self one night when he came to work aft-
er an interview with his sweetheart.

~
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She had just been through a stormy
session with her parents, who were using
every argument in their power to per-
suade Blanche into giving him up for a
more prosperous suitor; and although the
girl tearfully protested that she would be
true, and that she would wait for him
years if need be, nevertheless Herbert
could not but feel that the parental ob-
jections were well founded. What right
had he. he asked himself, to hold her to
a promise of which there was so slight
a prospect of fulfilment?

Nor did the weather tend to lighten his
feeling of depression. The evening had
closed in raw, and wet, and dreary; and
when he reached the junction after his
two-mile walk, his thick boot-soles were
soaked through, and his garments soggy
and uncomfortable.

Beside the platform on a siding lay a
string of lumber-cars which the engineer
of the switch-engine informed him was to
he. sent east with the second section of
No. 14, passing the junction at midnight;
and as Herbert walked by, he noted that
the cars were all loaded with Georgia
pine and billed to " Parvin, James &
Co.”

The day agent, moreover, confirmed
this when he entered the station.

“ Nothing special to look out for,
Selby,” he remarked, handing over his
bunch of orders, Illexcept to make sure
that second 14 gets away on time. It's
another consignment of that Georgia pine
they've been making us hustle through so
fast; and, thank Heaven, the last of it.
We'll have no more worrying on that
score at least.”

Herbert made no comment at the time ;
hut after he was left alone to himself, he
indulged in some pretty bitter reflection.

Right outside there, on the tracks, lay
in concrete form the legacy of which he
had been defrauded. This was his last
chance to recover, too; for it was an open
secret that after the conclusion of this _
contract, Green intended to retire from
business, and then, good-by to any hope
of ever bringing him to terms.

In his desperation, Herbert felt capable
of risking almost any hazard : but what
could he do?

For the moment, a wild project sug-
gested itself of hooking up to the loaded
lumber-cars with the switcher—it was idle
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for the time being, and he could easily
get rid of its engineer and fireman by
some sort of a ruse—and then speeding
away with his prize into the night. But
that he knew was sheer insanity.

The wires are faster than steam, and he
would be derailed or stopped in some way
before he had progressed a dozen miles.
Or even granting a clear track and no in-
terference, for that matter, where was he
to take his booty, or what do with it after
he got away? Forty car-loads of logs
is hardly something to be hid in a pocket.

No, ponder the situation as he might, it
seemed hopeless from any view-point; and
yet somehow he could not resign himself
to the inevitable, and settle down to work.
The tantalizing possibilities of that train
of Georgia pine outside upon the tracks
kept conjuring up all sorts of freakish
fancies in his brain.

While he sat knitting his brows over the
problem and scowling at the floor, his
uncle, who had formerly run a little saw-
mill back in the woods, but was now en-
gaged chiefly in the lumber-cutting busi-
ness, stumped in, and with a wave of his
broad-brimmed hat sent a spatter of rain-
drops flying about the place.

“ Hey, Bert,” he demanded queru-
lously,- “ ain’t I ever going to get them
cars you promised me? I've been waitin’
a week for 'em now, and—"

But with a silencing gesture. Selin-
turned back to his key; for the sounder
was madly clattering the junction call,
and “ headquarters,” as he discovered,
was earnestly desiring to know whether
for the love of Mike he couldn’t scare
them up some “ empties.”

This was the third call for “ empties ”
in the past two days, so Selby judged that
the railroad's need of them was imper-
ative ; but since there was nothing on his
sidings save the forty cars of Georgia
pine, he could only answer that he was
unable to oblige.

Accordingly, the appeal went clicking
on to the next station, and the agent, shut-
ting off the circuit, turned once more to
his expectant visitor.

“You want cars, eh?” he snapped.
“ Well, that was your answer.” with a
wave of bis hand toward the instrument.

“ My answer?” stammered his uncle
uncomprehendingly.

“ Yes. Headquarters happens to be in
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the same fix. They want cars, too. and
are raking the line with a fine-tooth comb
for them. You'll be lucky, if you get
any inside of a month.”

The old gentleman
aghast.

“ But. Bert.” he quavered, “ what am
| going to do? I've got fifty car-loads of
poplar stacked up out there by the old
mill, and—"

Selby, who had paused impatiently to
listen, wheeled sharply about, and bent a
glance of quick, excited inquiry upon his
uncle.

“ Do you mean to say that you have
fifty car-loads of lumber ready for ship-
ment?” he demanded.

“ Certainly | have, right up at the head
of the switch running to the old mill.
Not that it's anything very much— mostly
culls, and seconds, and such like. 1
bought it up cheap for a little speculation.

“ But,” he added mournfully, “if I
can't get cars to carry it to market, even
the little profit 1've been hoping to make
"Il be wiped out, and the deal 'll stand me
a loss."

Herbert, however, seemed scarcely to
be listening. He was evidently not so
deeply impressed by his uncle’s plight as
he was with some other thought which
had suggested itself to him in connection
therewith.

“ Right at the head of the switch run-
ning to the old mill,” he repeated.

“ And how is the old mill? " he ques-
tioned sharply, his ideas beginning to take
form. “ In any kind of shape for work?
I haven't been over it for two years.”

“ Qil, the machinery’s all there vet. |
s'pose it could be made to run. But |
couldn’t make nothing sawing this poplar,
Bert; labor's too high around here. |
want to sell it, | tell you, as it lays.”

Again Herbert paused to consider the
inspiration to which his mind had awaked.
Thoughtfully he stroked his chin : then
nodded his head in quick decision.

The plan was feasible. Risky? Yes. be-
yond question so. But, nevertheless, of-
fering at least a chance of success.

Waxing suddenly enthusiastic, he laid
an eagerly persuasive hand upon his
uncle’s shoulder.

“ Look here,” he said. “ how would
you like to make a fortune—a fortune. |
say. instead of the few measly dollars

stared at him
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that you might wring out of this poplar
deal? If you are game to take the risk,
there’s a way you can do it, and at the
same time help me to get what's owing to
me from old Amminadab Green.”

The lumber-cutter, it must be con-
fessed. did not appear particularly im-
pressed, and when he had heard the full
details of the scheme, showed manifest re-
luctance to give it his sanction; but by
dint of decrying the hazard involved and
laying especial stress upon the richness of
the stake, Herbert at last aroused his
cupidity to the point where he yielded a
grudging assent.

“ Back to the mill with you, then,”
commanded his energetic nephew, giving
him no time to relent, “ and get together
every man you can lay your hands on.
I'll look out for the business at this end
of the line ; but if we're to pull off the job
without a mishap, you must be equally
prepared over there. And, Heaven knows,
we've little enough time at our disposal.”

Little enough time, indeed, he reflected
as he watched the other hurrying off
through the rain. Already it was eight
o’clock, and the train of Georgia pine was
due to leave at midnight. Only four
hours to work in. Was it humanly pos-
sible in that brief space to accomplish all
that was necessary to insure the success of
his project?

For a moment his heart almost failed*
him; then the thought of Blanche came
surging up to restore his courage, and
bring the fire of determination to his eye.

Luck was with him. he told himself ;
for he had won his uncle over to the en-
terprise much more speedily than he had
anticipated, and this thought brought him
a measure of comfort, although he well
realized that he had crossed but one very
small fence of the many which yet re-
mained to be surmounted.

For, before he could consider himself
even fairly safe, the forty cars of Georgia
pine had to be run out on the switch to the
old mill, unloaded, loaded up again with
poplar, and run back to the station—and
all this, too, inside of four hours, and
without the assistance, or even the knowl-
edge of any of the regular employees of
the road.

Fortunately, however, for the success
of his maneuver, the only employees likely
to be around on such a night and during
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the dull period between then and mid-
night were the engineer and fireman of
the switcher, and Herbert did not regard
it as a particularly difficult task to rid
himself of them; for the engineer’'s home
was not more than a half mile from the
junction, and it was not an infrequent
custom with him when there was nothing
doing in the yards, to take his mate and
drop over there, trusting to Selby to call
them back with a blast of the whistle, if
at any time their services were about to

be required.
Assuming, therefore, an air of non-
chalance, the agent strolled down the

platform, and clambered up into the cab
where the two men sat lounging over their
pipes.

“ Nasty night, isn't it?” he yawned.
“ Promises to be as dull as ditchwater,
Bv Jove, | wish | was like you fellows,
able to get away for a spell when things
turn quiet, and to toast my shins at a
warm fireside, instead of having to stay
here listening to the click of that old kev
whether it has any interest for me or not.
I don’t mind Being on duty, if | have
something to occupy my mind; hut this
job of loafing with folded hands fairly
gets on my nerves.”

“Well, I don't know,” rejoined the
engineer. ‘' Bill and me were talking a
few minutes ago about whether it would
Ire worth while to go over to the house for
a bit, or not; and we kind of decided
against it. As Bill says, it'd be all right
after we got there; hut it's sure to be
sloppy walking over and back.”

“ Nonsense,” protested Selby stoutly.
“ It's hardly raining at all |pw. Why,
I shouldn’t be surprised if the stars were
out inside of another half-hour.”

“ Well, maybe so;” and the engineer
doubtfully surveyed the unabated down-
pour. “ But, outside of that, I'm getting
a shade leary on slipping off this Way.
Supposing somebody should find it out
and report us : then there’'d be trouble not
only for us, but for you as well.”

“ Oh, don’t mind about me,” eagerly.
“ And as for danger?” with a scornful
snap of the fingers. *“ Foot»! There isn't
one chance in a million of anybody at
headquarters ever dropping to the game.
Or, even if somebody did, what harm
would be done? You've always been here
when you were needed. rive: worst that
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we would get would be a stiff reprimand,
and a warning not to do it again.

“ No, you take my advice, and hike.”
Selby wurged. “ I'll guarantee that it
turns out all right.”

They still hung back, however, keeping
him on tenter-hooks of anxiety; but at
last, to his great relief, his insistent per-
suasions prevailed and the pair duly
started off. And scarcely were they out
of sight before Herbert dropped his af-
fectation of bored languor, and grabbing
up a lantern from the abandoned engine
ran swiftly down the tracks.

Under and into several of the cars of
lumber he peered without finding what
he wanted; but at last he routed out of
their slumbers a party of eight or ten
hoboes who had sought shelter from the
rain, hoping that on such a night they
might be overlooked by the trainmen and
carried on for a distance without being
disturbed.

Blinking and tousel-headed. they
emerged- into the lantern-light, mutter-
ing curses at being aroused, and expect-
ing nothing except to be chased from the
yards. Consequently, Selby’s business-
like, but rather Kkindly, manner took
them by surprise.

“ Where are you all bound for?” he
queried, after he had passed them a fairly
cordial good evening.

The answers were varied. One was
headed for Rochester, another for Boston,
a third for New York, and so on.

“ Well,” said Herbert, “ suppose I
manage to slip you into a car through to
Buffalo with the assurance that you'll
not be botl~ed.and pay each of you a
dollar apiecPbesides. are you willing to do
a couple of hours’ hard work for me in
return?

“ 1 need these cars emptied and loaded
again.” he explained. “ and as | am short
of men, I've got to make a call for volun-
teers.”

. Now the hobo, from so much traveling
about on freights, is in most cases an ex-
pert at railroad mwork, and strangely
enough, he does not exhibit the disinclina-
tion for labor of this class which he mani-
fests toward other kinds of toil. Fre-
quently, one or more of them will he
found assisting a regular train crew at a
pinch, without even knowing whether or
not they will afterward be permitted to
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ride. or. the need for them over, be in-
continently kicked from the cars.

Therefore, Selby found not a single
man hanging back in the face of his pro-
posal. All accepted without demur, and
to his joy he discovered furthermore that
one of them was capable of acting as his
fireman.

This was a point which had been
troubling him not a little; for although
he himself was fully competent to handle
the throttle of the little switcher, he
needed a man equally proficient on the
other side of the cab.

Having assembled his forces accord-
ingly. he lost no time in putting his pro-
jected enterprise into execution. It was
now after nine o’clock, and every moment
of delay meant the possibility of some
contingency arising which would, balk
him of his purpose.

Hastily he leaped aboard the switch-
engine. and backing her down the rails,
hookedam to the forty lumber-cars;then,
with his hobo host scrambling aboard,
threw on full steam and dashed down the
rusty line of rails leading to the old mill.

The switch was an old and almost
abandoned one. Ordinary caution re-
quired that it be traversed with care and
circumspection; but Herbert could not
afford to include caution of any kind in
his calculations. Time was all he could
Brink of : so he spun his heavy burden
along with almost the speed of an ex-
press-train.

The unwieldy cars bumped and jolted,
the little switcher swayed and lurched like
aship in distress ; the hoboes, fearful each
moment would be their last, clung des-
perately to any hold they could find; but
he never slackened a hairbreadth until
the old mill hove in sight and the hazard-
ousS journey was over.

Then, with a low whistle for brakes,
he brought his charge to a standstill, and
was instantly down on the ground giving
orders for the rest of his program.

Luckily, the poplar was piled along a
hank next the switch, while on the other
side of the track extended a deep gully
or ravine : so it was practically no trick
to dump the pine out on the gully side,
and roll the poplar down into the emptied
cars, especially as his uncle had gathered
a force of twelve or fifteen hands to co-
operate with the band of hoboes.
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Still, even with all the fortuitous aid of
the situation, and the number of men en-
gaged upon the job, the loading and un-
loading of foity lumber-cas is no holi-
day occupation, and to Herbert it seemed
as though the work would never come to
an end.

Time was rapidly passing, the station
was being left with no one in charge, a
dozen things might happen at any mo-
ment which would result in the detection
of his enterprise.

He walked up and down the line of
cars in a perfect fever of impatience,
urging, exhorting, almost praying the
men to double their exertions.

At last, though, the pine was all off and
the poplar aboard; so, leaving his uncle’s
men to cover up the logs down in the gul-
ly with ashes, and conceal the further
traces of the night's work, he once more
gathered up his hoboes and started on the
return trip.

And, if the journey out on the switch
had been at a lively pace, the one back
was simply a runaway. Selby had some-
what of a down-grade to help him going
this way, and he received an impetus from
this which sent him fairly whizzing into
the yards.

Indeed, if it had not been for the alert-
ness of his hobo crew, the run would have
come to an end in overwhelming disaster.
Their frantic tugging at the brakes was
all that kept the cars from crashing right
into the station.

All's well that ends well, however, and
Selby, indifferent to the tramps’ clamor of
disparaging criticism, leaped from the
cab, and ran into the office to hold a con-
versation over the key with the operator
at the next station.

Then, for the first time in three hours
and a half, he was able to draw a full
breath. No calls, he learned, had come
for the junction during his absence. So
far, at least, his undertaking was free
from discovery, and it still lacked half an
hour of midnight.

His heart restored to something like its
normal beating, he returned to the yards,
shunted the lumber-cars along the siding
to the position from which he had taken
them, ran the switcher back to its station,
and with a blast from its whistle sum-
moned back her truant engineer and fire-
man.
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Then there was nothing to do except
to wait with such equanimity as he could
muster for the arrival and departure of
“ second 14."

Would the conductor in making up his
train note the exchange of poplar for
pine? Had he done anything: to the cars,
or left something undone, which might
call attention to his daring escapade?

Such conjectures were idle, Selby knew,
and yet he could not keep them out of his
niind. He stammered and stuttered, and
betrayed such guilty confusion when the
expected train at last arrived and the crew
came to him for orders, that if they had
had an ounce of suspicion in their souls,
they must have seen that something was
wrong.

The conductor especially he followed
about like a dog, dreading each moment
to hear from him an exclamation of sur-
prise and a demand to knowhow the con-
tents of the forty cars had been so
miraculously transformed.

But naturally nothing of the kind oc-
curred. All that interested the conductor
was to see that the car numbers agreed
with those upon his running cards, and
on such a night, as may well be imagined,
he did not waste much time in the process
of checking up.

It seemed hours and centuries to Selby,
but it was really only a brief few minutes
until the cars of poplar were duly shifted
out on the main track, attached to the rest
of the train, and the conductor gave a “ go
ahead ” swing of his lantern to the en-
gineer.

The big driving-wheels up ahead be-
gan to revolve, the train moved forward,
gathering momentum with every foot, and
at last the tail-lights of second 14 whisked
past the station and twinkled away into
the darkness.

The trick was turned.

N ext day began a scene of activity at
the old sawmill out in the woods the like
of which had not been seen in that mill
for years.

The old engines were coughing and
panting under the unaccustomed pressure
of steam until it seemed as though they
would shake themselves to pieces. The

old saws were shrieking and groaning in
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complaint at being disturbed from their
long repose.

To any chance questioner, Uncle Selby
carefully explained that in despair of ob-
taining any cars from the railroad, he had
decided to saw up, himself, the poplar
which he had purchased, and color was
given to his statement by the ten or
twelve car-loads of that wood which still
remained piled on the bank in open view.

But, as a matter of fact, tried and
trusted men were all the time rushing in
through a concealed runway, which had
been improvised, the big logs of Georgia
pine hidden under -a mass of wet leaves
and ashes in the gully.

For about a week this state of affairs
continued, and then Herbert, obtaining a
leave of absence, took a train for Buffalo.
An hour after his arrival, he presented
himself at the offices of Amminadab
Green, and announcing that he had a
quantity of Georgia pine to sell, asked
for an interview.

No time was lost in granting him the
desired audience; for that past week had
been a period of storm and stress to the
great lumber merchant. He could gain
no trace of his missing pine, nor could
he get hold of any to take its place, and
unless he could make a deal of some sort
within the next three days, he stood to
forfeit an immense contract, and lose
double the value of his lost lumber. Con-
sequently, he was ready to snatch at
almost any chance.

“ You say you have Georgia pine to
sell ?” he questioned eagerly, when his
visitor—a stranger to him—was shown
into his private office, “ How much is
there of it?”

“ About forty car-loads cut and ready
for delivery.”

Green could hardly believe his ears.
Was it possible that he had struck such
amazing luck?

“Is it first-class?”

tiouslv. .
“ You can send your inspectors over to

look at it. I have it on cars down here
in the yards.”

“ And what are your terms? ”

“ Fifty thousand dollars for the lum-
ber, and" fifteen thousand for mill work
and transportation expenses. Say, $65,-
000 in all.”

Amminadab could not afford to haggle.

he demanded cau-
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“Very well,” he responded quietly.
“1I'll have my men go over the stuff at
once, and if it is as represented, you can
call in at three o’clock this afternoon, and
we'll close the deal.”

And. accordingly, at three o’clock that
afternoon a certified check for $65,000
was duly made out to Herbert Selby, and
handed over.

“ Selby ?” observed old man Green
reminiscently. “ Selby? 1 used to know
some lumber people of that name out in
Pennsylvania. Any relatives of yours,
may | inquire?”

“ Only my father. | guess you knew
him about fifty thousand dollars’ worth,
didn't you, Mr. Green?” laughing pleas-
antly. “ At least, | fell heir to a judg-
ment against you for that amount. Here
it is, if you'd like to have it. We dis-
covered long ago that there was no legal
way of collecting it.”

Amminadab glanced up at him sharply
from under his grizzled eyebrows. There
was something about the other's tone
which aroused his suspicions.

“ No, there was no legal way to col-
lect ”— his visitor answered the unspoken
question— “ but sometimes there are
methods of doing things just a shade out-
side of the law. The judgment is fully
satisfied, Mr. Green: for the lumber
which you just bought is nothing more
nor less than your own identical Georgia
pine.”

For a second, the victim almost reeled
from his chair, so unexpected was the
blow ; then, wily old rascal that he was.
the cleverness with which he had been
“ done ” awoke in him a sense of admira-
tion.

“ By Jove,” he exclaimed, “ 1 must see
more of you, young man. There are
mighty few people in this world who can
boast that they ever got the better of me.
Suppose you come over to my club with
me to dinner to-night, and explain to me
just how vou went about to accomplish
the trick?”

“ Sorry,” replied Plerbert; “ but that
will be impossible, as | am taking the first
train back to where | came from. If it
were anything less important, | should
stay over to accept your invitation; but
you see—" he paused a moment, “ er—
the fact is, | am to be married to-morrow
noon.”
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The Strange Fashion in Which Fenton Came to Meet the Young Woman

at the Hotel, and the Remarkable Experience They Went

Through Together.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Isabel Grayson, Walking out with her fiance, George Tracy, remarks upon the broad
shoulders of a young man in front of them, whom she presently recognizes as stopping at
the same hotel as herself. It is Jack Fenton for whom this same stroll is destined to be
most eventful, for, happening to pass through a side street, he sees a well-dressed small
boy crying on the stone base of an iron railing. He appears to be lost, doesn't answer to
any name except “ Bobbie,” but Fenton finds a piece of paper on which an address is scrib-
bled. He hires a cab. takes the boy there, and leaves him with a woman who opens the
door in response to his ring.

Meanwhile, that same evening at the hotel, Miss Grayson suddenly manifests a desire
to go to the theater but, being without an escort, asks the clerk whether he can suggest a
way of supplying the def|C|ency Fenton happens to be standing by, is introduced, and the
two have a pleasant three hours at the play. On the way out, they hear a newsboy crying
an extra in regard to a kidnaping. Miss Grayson asks Fenton to buy a paper for her, and,
on opening it, holds up the picture of the stolen boy, and asks: “ Didn't | see you rldlng
in a taxicab to-day with this child?”

Fenton explains the circumstance. Miss Grayson seems almost incredulous, and finally
requests that he take her to the house in question. To this he readily agrees, but they have
considerable difficulty in finding the place. Finally he locates the dwelling by a cut in
the steps, but it is tightly closed. A night-watchman is called, and he tells them that the
house belongs to the Vandergrists, who are now in Europe, and are offering the place for
rent, unfurnished. The name of the kidnaped boy is given as Bobbie Holt. * Well, Mr.
Fenton,” remarks Miss Grayson, " evidently there is something wrong with your story "

“ Thank you,” said Fenton. *“ But
what about you?”

“ 1 will stay here for a little while.”

“ Wait around the corner,” he ordered,
handing the chauffeur some money.

“ All right, sir,” responded the driver,
who thought the whole proceeding queer,
but decided it was none of his business.

Why a young man and a young woman

should choose eleven o’clock at night to

CHAPTER VII.
THE FACTS AGAINST HIM.

AS the watchman disappeared down
the street, Fenton and Miss Gray-
son stood still, each looking at the other
as if in the hope of receiving some sug-
gestion which would clear up the mys-
tery of the empty house.
The footsteps of the private policeman

became fainter and fainter. At last-they
were heard no more.

“ Evidently, he doesn’t consider us sus-
picious characters,” remarked Isabel
lightly, in an effort to break the spell.

To tell the truth, Fenton was stupefied
by what the watchman had told him.

The chauffeur was becoming impatient.

Isabel noticed this, and called Fenton's
attention to the fact.

“ Tell him to wait on Fifth Avenue,”
she said. *“ It will be less conspicuous.”

*Began March Akgosy.

settle an innocent dispute over the num-
ber of a house was more than he cared to
investigate. Besides, lie was well paid.

“ 1 don't know what to say,” began
Fenton as the last sound of the taxicab
died away.

Isabel said nothing.

“ 1 never was so completely mystified
in my whole life,” Fenton went on. “ It's
the biggest puzzle | ever tried to figure
out. | never was very good at puzzles,
anyhow. But this affair—~

Single copiei, 10 centi.
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He paused for lack of words.

“ 1 can swear to you, Miss Grayson,”
he continued then. “ that all | have told
you is the truth. 1 found the child as I
said. The poor little chap was quite
alone— there wasn't a soul in sight. 1
couldn't leave him on the street there all
by himself. Heaven only knows what
would have happened to him! He cried
so pitifully that he touched my heart.”

“ And you had no idea of his iden-
tity?” queried Miss Grayson.

“ Absolutely none.”

“ | thought perhaps the bov might have
told you his name.”

“ Oh, no. He is only three years old,
and could furnish me with no information
concerning himself except that he was
‘ Bobbie.””

“ Then he didn't tell you that he was
Bobbie Holt, the sole heir to the \Holt
millions? ”

“ | assure you he did not.”

“ And you merely thought that you
were befriending an ordinary, every-day
child? The question of whose child he
might be never entered your mind?”

“ Not for an instant.” asserted Fenton.
“ Why, there was nothing else for me to
do but to look out for him, | didn’'t want
to take hint to the police station, and 1
didn’t want to leave him there in the
street. So | just searched him. and was
fortunate enough to find his address.”

“ And you are positive that this is the
house at which you delivered him?” asked
Miss Grayson.

“1 will take an oath to that effect.”
answered Fenton. " Look! Here is the
cut on the steps to prove it. 1 told you
about this peculiar mark before we came
here.”

“ Yes. | remember you did.” said Miss
Grayson, who was evidently thinking
hard as she examined the steps.

“ There is no mistake about the house,”
went on Fenton. “ You see, there is no
other just .like it on the block. |
couldn't have picked out the wrong
place.”

“ How do you account for the number
being different from the one you origi-
nally gave the chauffeur?”

“ 1 must confess | can’'t account for
that at all,” said Fenton frankly. “ f re-
member distinctly the number was fifty-
two. This number is ninety-four. It's
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confusing. 1 will admit. Nevertheless,
this is the house.”

“ What about the information the
watchman gave in regard to the house
having been unoccupied for several
months ? ” persisted Miss Grayson.

“ That only makes matters look worse,”
rejoined Fenton. “ Nevertheless, Miss
Grayson, | am telling you just what hap-
pened. There is something about this
whole affair which | don’t pretend to un-
derstand. | brought the child here, to
this house. A gray-haired lady received
me at the door in answer to my ring. She
seemed glad to get the child back, and
said that she had been worried about
him.”

"Was she in tears?” inquired lIsabel.

" Oh. no. But she seemed nervous and
upset. In fact, she was so ill at ease that
1 didn’'t bother to prolong the conversa-
tion.”

“ Did she say anything else?”

“ Now that you speak of it, 1 believe
she did ask me if | had had any trouble,
or some trouble. | don’'t exactly recall
the words. 1 didn’t pay very much at-
tention, for the reason that—"

He paused, and apparently wished to
terminate his explanation.

“ But why? Why didn’t you pay atten-
tion,” interrupted Isabel. “ Why don't
you remember things that may prove so
vital in this affair? ”

“ Do vou insist upon knowing why?”
answered Fenton.

“ 1 most certainly do,”
replied Miss Grayson.

“ Then f will tell you. Remember that
you insisted upon knowing.”

“ Yes, yes; | insist,” declared Isabel.

“ Well, then,” went on Fenton, “ the
real reason why | paid so little attention
to the conversation, and all the rest of it
concerning the child, was because my
mind was full of a woman.”

“ A woman,” began Miss Grayson in-
nocently ; but she stopped short as a faint
suspicion of the identity of the lady in
question began to dawn upon her.

“Yes,” said Fenton. “ You didn't
know it, but | walked several blocks be-
hind you down the avenue this afternoon.
| tried to keep up with you, but somehow
vou disappeared in the crowd. When 1
lost vou, | turned into a side street and

came across Bobbie.”

emphatically



THE ESCORT.

“ Yes,” assented Miss Grayson.

“ Then, naturally, after | saw him
safely home, | began thinking of you
again—and, and— that's the whole story.”

“ Mr. Fenton,” said Isabel, holding out
her hand. “ | believe every word you have
just said.”

“ Then you did doubt me? "

“ 1 must be truthful. Yes. | did doubt
you. | can't tell you all | thought about
you and your connection with this kid-
naping case. | did believe, however, that
it was you who had abducted the child? ”

“ Do you mean that?” said Fenton.

“Yes. | do. | hate to say it, but I
acknowledge my mistake. Since you have
told me the whole story. | am completely
convinced that you know nothing in re-
gard to this crime—that you were an in-
nocent party in the matter. What you
did, you did purely from kindness.”

“ Thank you, Miss Grayson.”

I Many an innocent man has been con-
victed on circumstantial evidence,” she
went on. “ One shouldn’t put too much
faith in such stuff.”

“ | admit that there seems to be noth-
ing to prove the truth of my statements.”
said Fenton. “ You are forced to accept
my word, which is that of a stranger.”

“ 1 understand all that,” replied Isa-
bel. ‘“'Nevertheless | do believe you."

Once more she held out her hand to
him. He pressed it gratefully.

“ 1 trust you will never have occasion
to regret your confidence in me,” he said.

“ Don’'t worrv about that.” was the an-
swer.

She stood for a moment looking at the
big house in front of them. Not a soul
was in sight.

“ Now,” she exclaimed impulsively. " 1
propose that we clear up this mystery.
Gome 1 | will help you.”

Before Fenton could recover from his
astonishment, she had picked up her
skirts and started toward the house.

“ First,” she answered, “ we will ex-
amine all the windows and doors. May-
be we can gain admission somewhere.”

CHAPTER VIII.
BY MATCH-LIGHT.
Fenton needed no further urging.

Without stopping to argue with Miss
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Grayson regarding the discretion of her
sudden plan, he followed.

Tire lithe, graceful figure tripped dain-
tily up the white marble steps. Just as she
reached the top she turned and stood there
for an instant silhouetted against the im-
posing background of the deserted house.

She waited there until Fenton could
join her, for she had gone quite rapidly,
and was out of breath with the effort of
the climb.

" Listen.” site said, holding her finger
to her lip.

The two stood silent for an instant.

“ | think it best to be on the safe side,”
said the young woman.

By this time Fenton had had an oppor-
tunity in which to consider the dangers
of their adventure.

"Now. Miss Grayson—" lie began.

Did you hear anything?” she asked,
without noticing his protest.

“ Not a sound,” he answered.

“ Look at that shadow over there,” she

continued. ” Do you think it is some
one?”

Fenton followed the direction of her
glance.

“ No.” he said. “ It's only caused by

that ornamental figure which supports the
door.”

8O h:" she exclaimed. *“ | see now.
Let's be sure that the pojiceman is no-
where around. The chauffeur is out of
the way. so we needn’t worry about him.
You don't see any of the neighbors look-
ing out of the windows, do you?”

* Not a soul to be seen,” Fenton assured
her. *“ Besides, most of the people that
live around here are out of town at this
season of the year.”

" Of course,” said Miss Grayson.
“ How stupid of me. The coast seems
absolutely clear. Now. hurry!”

With these words she ran quickly
around to the side of the house.

“ It would look pretty black for us if
we were caught here,” suggested Fenton.

” Yes. 1 know that; but we can't afford
to worry about it. We must take a chance.
Nothing ventured, nothing won, you
know. And we have # great deal to win
just now.”

Fenton could not controvert this argu-
ment. He was lost in admiration at her
courage.

Isabel bv this time had reached a small
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side door, -which she tried to open, but it
resisted all her coaxing.

The two then went around to the back
and tested the various doors, but they were
all (irmly fastened.

“ Not much hope of gaining an en-
trance here, |1 am afraid.” Miss Grayson
said. “ We must get in, however. We
must.”

She stood looking up at the house.

Fenton looked, too, but he had little
hope of getting in; and, worse than that,
he had no idea if they did succeed in gain-
ing admittance that the result of their
investigation would he worth the risks
they ran.

. “ See here, Miss Grayson,” lie said
finally, “ if anything happened to you to-
night 1 would never forgive myself.”

“ Rubbish!” she exclaimed, taking a
still firmer grip on her dainty skirts, as if
getting ready to start forward again.
“ What could happen to me?”

“ Why, if that detective should re-
turn? ”
But he won't,"” she said. " Luck is

bound to be on our side now. There it
is,” she exclaimed, with a tone of delight
in her voice. “ | thought so."”

"What have you discovered?" asked
Fenton, who could find nothing over
which to'be so pleased.

" Do you see that window on the third
floor? ” she asked excitedly.

“Yes. What of it? It is dosed
all the rest.”

“ Closed.” she replied: “ yes. but not
fastened. Don’t you see that the bottom
of the window is about one inch above the
sill?”

“ | believe you are right,” he answered.
“ But how does that help us?”

“ Don't vou see that narrow balcony
running around the third floor?"”

“1 see it. but there seems to be no way
of reaching it.”

" Oh, yes, but there is,” said Isabel,
“ In the back of the house is a fire-escape.”

“ Which extends to the top of the first
floor, and doesn’'t reach farther, because
vou are supposed to let down the ladder
in case of fire. ®The ladder can't be
reached from the ground.”

“ Never mind about that,” retorted Isa-
bel. “ Follow my directions.”

She led the way to the rear and halted
in front of a luxurious wistaria vine.

like
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Fenton looked at the vine, then at the
fire-escape one floor above.

“ | understand,” he said.

“ 1 will go in the house with you,” said
Isabel.

In another moment he had climbed up
the twisted wooden rope, after first trying
it to see if it would bear his weight. Upon
reaching the first platform of the fire-
escape he detached the ladder and let it
down.

In another instant Isabel stood beside
him. Then they finally reached the iron
balcony and walked around to the win-
dow.

Fenton had no difficulty in raising it

“ 1 hope no one saw us,” he said, look-
ing cautiously around. “ And | trust there
are no burglar-alarms attached to this par-
ticular window.”

“ Have you plenty of matches?” in-
quired Isabel anxiously. “ 1 never thought
of them before.-

“ It happens that | hav.e, very fortu-
nately,” answered Fenton, striking one.

They went from one room to another.
Their footsteps echoed through the de-
serted house, which was completely bare
of furniture.

“ It doesn't look as if we would be re-
warded by anything in the shape of a
clue here,” remarked Fenton.

“ Wait,” protested Isabel. “ We haven't
been all over the house yet. This is only
the third floor.”

“ There hasn't been a soul here for
months. | can see that,” went on Fenton.
“ Look at the dust.”

Isabel," however, made no reply. She
was too busv scanning every nook and
cranny as best she could by the fluttering
light afforded by the matches. She peeped
into every closet, determined to leave no
place uninspected.

They left the third floor and went down
to the main one, containing the parlor,
dining-room, reception-room, and library.

“ Nothing here.” commented Fenton.
“ My matches won't last much longer.”

“ Some one has been here,” said Isabel
triumphantly. “ See, the footsteps ill the
dust! Look! Any number of them.”

“ So there arel” exclaimed Fenton.
“ But,” he continued, in disappointed
tones, “ they are all large ones. No child
has walked here evidently.”

For a moment Isabel's face bore a de-



THE ESCORT.

cidedly crestfallen expression. The next
instant, however, a thought struck her.

“1 have it!” she exclaimed. “ Why
should there be a child’s footprints, when
you say the boy was asleep when you
brought him here?”

“ So he was,” answered Fenton.

“ Well, if he was asleep, he couldn’t
walk,” finished Miss Grayson triumph-
antly.

“ What a quick intelligence you have.”
remarked Fenton in admiration. “ Now.
I would never have thought of that—
never!”

He couldn’t get over the way in which
she seized points which escaped him.
Truly, she was a wonderful woman, and
he was becoming so fascinated by her
method of investigation and her accurate
reasoning that for the moment he forgot
everything else.

Suddenly she laid one small, soft hand
on his.

“ Look !'”
is!”

“ What? ” he asked, seeing no cause for
such excitement, although he was vividly
conscious of the pressure of her hand.

“ We've won,” she went on. “ | knew
it. | knew we would find something.”

She walked rapidly across the room
and picked up a child’s cap of some dark
material.

“ That's tfie one Bobbie wore.”
Fenton, examining it.

“ Oh, Mr. Fenton,” said Isabel, taking
his hand impulsively in both of hers, “ 1
can't tell you how glad I am. | am so
glad— for your sake ! ”

she exclaimed. “ There it

said

CHATTER IX.

FENTON LF.ARNS SOMETHING.

Isabel’s unexpected burst of enthu-
siasm was too much for Fenton.

“ Do you mean it?” he asked, hardly
believing what he had heard.

“ Yes, | do,” answered Isabel.

They were standing together in the
darkness. The match had gone out, and
Fenton forgot to light another. Uncon-
sciously, both moved toward the open
window through which the moon now
sent a pale light.

“ You mean that you are glad for my
sake? Did you say ‘glad’?” He re-
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peated the word as if fearful that he had
made some mistake.

Isabel nodded her head in assent.

“ But | don't understand,” began Fen-
ton.

“What is it that you don’'t under-
stand?” asked lIsabel shyly.

“ Why, that you should care one way
or another about—about—” He hesi-
tated for a word. He started to say
“ about me,” but stopped just in time
from making so clumsy an error. That
would have been too absurd for words.

“ About my part in this kidnaping af-
fair,” he finished finally.

“ It is rather strange,” said Isabel,
Iconsidering that | have been acquainted
with you only a few hours.”

“ Do you know.” rejoined Fenton. “ I
had forgotten all about that. Really,” he
added with an amused laugh, “ it seems
to me as if | have always known you.”

“ It is odd how near you feel toward
certain people,” remarked Isabel, “ and
how far away from others.”

“Isn't it,” answered Fenton signifi-
cantly, for he realized how very much
attracted he was by her.

“ 1 can't begin to tell you how much
| appreciate all your interest in this af-
fair,” he said warmly.

“ 1 am interested,” she replied simply.

And | am so glad that things have
turned out as they have.”

I Look here.” said Fenton impulsively.
“Why do you take such an interest in
me? | am an utter stranger to you. |
may be an impostor!”

Isabel shook her head.

“I'm not afraid of that being the
case.” she said.

“ But, then, you must admit things
look black for me.”

“ They did look that way,” she replied.

“ 1 can't see that they are any brighter
now,” he observed gloomily.

” But the finding of this child’s cap—"

LThat may convince you,” he said;
“ but what about other people? ”

“ | feel that everything is coming out
all right,” she said, laying her hand en-
couragingly on his arm.

“You are too kind,” responded Fen-
ton; “you are just the sort of girl 1
thought you to be—only, if you will al-
low me to sav so, you are more wonder-
ful.”
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Isabel didn't answer for a moment, and
he wondered if he had offended her.

“You aren’'t angry with me for saying
that, are you?” he asked fearfully.

“ Oh, no,” she said. “It’s rather
pleasing to know that somebody consid-
ers one wonderful.”

“ Well, I mean what | say.” said Fen-
ton. ‘1 have known lots of girls, but
I never met one like you before. How
many of them would do what you have
done to-night? How many of them
would go one step in this direction in or-
der to help me. Most of them wouldn’t
have put their toes out of the taxicab.
Look what you have done. You've been
as brave as six men—coming into this
empty house. And whv did vou do it
at all?”

“1 will be frank with you.”, she re-
plied. “ I must admit it is rather un-
usual for a girl to do what | have done,
and to place herself in the peculiar po-
sition in which | have put myself. We
run all sorts of risks in being here. |
know that. | appreciate fully the diffi-
culties in the way of an explanation in
case—in case we were discovered in this
deserted house. | did all | have done
because | believed in your sincerity, and
| wanted to make sure of it.”

Fenton was surprised by her answer.

“ | didn't know that my sincerity was
of so much consequence,” he said.

“Yes, but it is,” she told him. “I
have always liked you from the first.”

“ Then you have noticed me before this
evening?” he asked.

“ Of course,” she said honestly. “ And
I thought | would like you, if ever we
met. Then this afternoon, while walking
down the street with my fiance— "

“ Your—" Fenton paused when he
readied the word “ fiance.” It was noth-
ing short of a blow to him. He hadn't
fully understood just how much Miss
Grayson meant to him until that moment.

His jaw dropped dejectedly.

“Then you are engaged? ” he said in a
tone of deep disappointment.

“ 1 was engaged this afternoon,” she
said. “ In fact, while | walked along
we discussed our wedding-day. Come to

think of it,” she added, “ | believe you
were in some measure responsible for the
fact that | didn't settle it then and
there.”
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asked
“Vou

“What had 1 to do with it?”
Fenton, astonished beyond words.
are joking, aren't you?”

N Not at all. You were just ahead of
my fiance and myself.”

“ He was telling me of his plans and
how he expected to make a fortune, and
then, all of a sudden, | noticed you
and—"

“ There was nothing
that, was there?”

“ No. Only”—she hesitated and
laughed a merry laugh at the recollection
—“ | praised your shoulders, | believe,”
she went on. “ and that provoked him.
He doesn't like to hear me praise" peo-
ple,” she explained.

Fenton laughed.

“ Some men are like-that,” he said.
“ 1 don’'t blame him so very much.”

” But he said some very unkind things
about you,” added Isabel.

"Oh, be did. did he?” said Fenton.
“ Would you mind stating a few of his
objections.”

“ You see i had noticed that you kept
to yourself at the hotel,” she replied.
“ No one 1 knew, knew vou.”

“That isn't so very singular. 1
couldn’t find any one who knew you,
either. | tried mighty hard.”

“ Well.” went on Miss Grayson. “ there
seemed to be a certain air of mystery
about you. Several persons commented
on it to me. Mr. Tracy also spoke of it.”

"Tracy?” queried Fenton.

" Yes. George Tracy, my fiance.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Fenton. “ So he's
the lucky man!”

“ He gave me to understand that you
weren't my kind of a man; said he knew
all about you. and hinted that you had
been connected with questionable deals.”

“ Indeed! ” exclaimed Fenton in a non-
committal tone.

if he felt angry, he did not betray him-
self.

“ Thank you for telling me all this,”
he went on. “ | will be on my guard. But
1 can’'t understand why you should toler=
ate me after hearing it all.”

“ | wanted to find out for myself,” re-
plied Isabel simply. “ What do you think
of what 1 have told you?”

“ 1 won't tell you that now,” answered
Fenton. “ Tracy and | are in the same
boat. We both need money, and we love®

remarkable in
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the same girl. At present he seems to be

in the lead. However, we will see about
that.”
Before Isabel could recover from her

astonishment, Fenton pushed her back
from the window.

He stood at one side and listened in-
tently.

“ 1 think | hear footsteps,” he said in a
low voice. “ Stay here! Don't make a
noise. | will see what it means.”

In another moment he was gone, and
Isabel was left alone.

CHAPTER X.
UNEXPECTED ARRIVALS.

Fenton had departed so suddenly that
Isabel had no time to protest against
being left there in the darkness. True,
the moon at times shed a dim light in
the room, but that couldn’t be depended
upon, for clouds covered the sky.

Instinctively she reached ‘ out her
hand. Then she smiled to herself as
the meaning of her gesture came to her.
She was groping for matches.

Fenton had all that remained of the
supply. Besides she wouldn’t have dared
strike a light.

There was nothing for her to do but
to wait patiently for his return.

The sound of voices now reached her
ears distinctly. She moved as close as
she possibly could to the window with-
out being seen and strained her hear-
ing to catch the words.

Evidently there was a heated discus-,
sion in progress.

“ What are you doing here then?”
one voice demanded.

The speaker was certainly not Fen-
ton. But there was something remark-
ably familiar in the tones.

Isabel could stand the suspense no
longer. Even if discovered as a reward
for her curiosity, she felt that she must
take the chance.

She cautiously knelt on the floor, and,

keeping her head as far within the win-
dow as she could, looked to the ground
below from which direction the voices
floated up.
“ Oh, you can't answer!”
iv remarked the first speaker.
Isabel nearly fainted. The man was

sneering-

none other than George her
fiance.

He stood facing Jack Fenton in a
threatening attitude.

Isabel feared for the result, for she
knew how thoroughly Tracy hated Fen-
ton. There were just those two men
there alone.

“ Oh. what can | do?” she asked her-
sel f.

The next moment she realized that
there was nothing she could do. To make
her presence there known was to raise
a storm of demands for explanations
from Tracy, and Miss Grayson knew
well that anything she might say in de-
fense of her position would be scoffed
at.

Tracy took a step nearer his enemy.

Tracy,

“ Stand back,” cautioned Fenton in
cool tones.
“ Oh, they're going to fight,” ex-

claimed Isabel, but she was so far above
them that neither heard her.

“ I've been wanting to get at you for
a long time, Mr. Jack Fenton.” savagely
exclaimed Tracy.

“ Take care. Tracy,” rejoined Fen-
ton. “ Don’'t make a scene. Some one
might come along, and it wouldn't be
very pleasant for either of us.”

“ Coward,” growled Tracy. *“ There's
nobody around. I'll have it out with
you !”

“1 am not looking for trouble with
you. Tracy,” continued Fenton in calm
tones with a nervous glance at the house.

He had visions of the notoriety and
trouble which the discovery of Isabel
would 'bring about and he was willing
to sacrifice his personal feelings for her
sake,

“ What are you looking at the house

for?” demanded Tracy. “ Anybody
there?” he inquired.
“ No,” replied Fenton. “ I am alone.”
Isabel nearly collapsed with the sus-
pense preceding this answer. After that,

however, she noticed that Fenton did not
glance in her direction. Evidently he
was satisfied that she would take care
of herself to the best of her ability.

However, Tracy’'s suspicions were
aroused.

He looked up in Isabel’'s direction, but
she leaned back quickly and escaped his
vision.
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“ .Maybe vyou're lying,” said Tracy.
“ However, we won’'t worry about that
now. Perhaps it's a blind to throw me
off the scent. If so it won't work.”

Fenton spoke very quietly. Isabel
could with difficulty distinguish what
he said, and she knew why he restrained
himself and took Tracy’'s attack so non-
chalantly. It tens for her sake,

“ Oh, if only I could tell him not to
mind me!” she thought.

“You're all a bluff, Jack Fenton,”
said Tracy, glaring at him, “ and | have
a good notion to punch you.”

He raised his fist.

“Why don’t you try it?” asked Fen-
ton.

“ 1'm going to tell you what | think of
you first,” retorted Tracy, retreating a
step or two. “ You're no good on earth.
You put up a fine front and think that
with your smooth manners and good
clothes you can give the impression that
you're a success. As a matter of fact,
you're a crook, and nothing more.”

His words had the desired effect.

Fenton became white with anger.
Even with the girl he loved watching
and waiting above, he felt that all pa-
tience was at an end.

Tracy was Jrer fiance. She had told
him so. They had been planning their
wedding-day only that afternoon. He
was sorry, but human nature could only
withstand so much.

“ Take that, you scoundrel,” he cried
as he shot out a powerful fist and
stretched Tracy on the ground.

As he fell there was a smothered
shriek.

“ What was that? ” asked Tracy as lie
picked himself up.

“ 1 didn’'t hear anything,” answered
Fenton, who knew from whom the sound
had come. “ Now come on, since you
will have it. There are plenty more of
that same brand waiting for you.”

Tracy leaned unsteadily against ftile-
side of the house for a moment. Fenton
waited for him, wondering whether he
cared to resume the attack or not.

‘“What's it all about, Tracy?” he
asked. “ Kindly favor me with an ex-
planation.’”

“You shall have that right away,”
responded the other as Jie recovered his
breath.
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The next instant he gave a low whistle,
and before Fenton could recover from
his surprise the dark figure of a man
appeared from around the .corner of the
house.

“ Now. Mr. Jack Fenton,” exclaimed
Tracy triumphantly, “ here’s your an-
swer.”’

The newcomer had joined the two
by this time.

“ Officer, here’s your man,” said Tracy,
pointing to Fenton.

The stranger laid a hand on Fenton's
shoulder.

“ This is the fellow,” continued Tracv,
enjoying Fenton’s discomfiture.

“ And what is the charge against
me?” demanded Fenton, trying to free
himself.

“ You're arrested for kidnaping Bob-
bie Holt,” answered the officer, with con-
siderable show of excitement over such
an important capture.

Fenton realized the hopelessness of
his situation.

“ 1 am nothing of the sort,” he pro-
tested.

" You wouldn’'t expect him to sav he
was, would you, officer?” demanded
Tracy with a sneer.

“ Well, hardly.” responded that gen-

tleman. “ He would be a new species if
he did. Come along with me,” he added
as he took a tighter hold of Fenton’s
arm. “Too bad | haven't got those
bracelets with me. | guess I- can man-
age him, though. Call the cab. will you,
Mr. Tracy?”

Tracy whistled again.

" See here, there’'s somebody— " began
Fenton.

Then lie stopped. It would have been
the height of folly for him to tell of
Miss Grayson’'s presence in the house.

He quickly thought things over and
concluded that although it would be run-
ning a risk to leave her there alone, such
a course was far better than to bring
her into the affair. By tailing attention
to her she would only be brought into
the most disagreeable notoriety.

He determined to save her from this.

“ What about somebody?” interroga-
ted the officer.

“1 only wanted to say that there's
somebody making a mistake,” explained
Fenton.
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“Oh ] Certainly, certainly.” com-
mented Tracy in ridicule.

The next moment a cab drew up in
front of the house and Fenton was
placed in it.

When the noise of the motor grew
faint, Isabel, who had been crouching
beside thé window above all this time,
rose from her cramped position. She
understood Fenton perfectly in his at-
tempt to save her.

“ Now | will try to find my way out,”
she decided.

She groped around and reached the
door, which was open.

Fortunately the arrangement of the
rooms was a simple one. She had nearly
reached the iron balcony, when an unex-
pected noise caused her to stop short with
fast beating heart.

Some one was coining up the stairs
from the floor below.

Quick as a flash Isabel hid behind the
open door.

“ We will take a good' look.” said one
of two men who entered the room, and
he flashed a dark lantern from one side
to the other.

“ Seems empty, but we'll
He might have accomplices.”

They brushed against the door, on the
other side of which Isabel stood in al-
most a fainting condition.

“ We'll begin in the front of the house
first, remarked one. “ and go straight
through.” Then they passed on.

* Detectives ! " gasped Isabel.

make sure.

CHAPTER XI.
A LOST SUPPER AND AX EXTRA.

T he discovery of the identity of the
two men left Isabel weak and frightened.

She had not until that moment real-
ized the immediate danger she ran in en-
tering the house.

Her one idea had been to inspect the
interior rapidly and then leave. When
she warned Fenton about the possibility
of detectives, she had not really supposed
that any one would follow them.

Events were developing so rapidly that
she had to think hard in order to try to
devise some way of escape.

“ There was only one man outside
when Tracy called for assistance,” she
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recollected. “ Where did these others
come from?”

When Fenton, Tracy, and the detec-
tive who had figured in the altercation
below the window drove away, her par-
ticipation in the evening’'s adventure
seemed safe from publicity. Now an un-
expected danger confronted her.

“ Oh, if they had only been burglars,”
moaned Isabel.

She clung, terror-stricken, to the door,
trying to collect her wits in order to make
her escape.

She understood that the slightest sound
would attract the attention of the men,
and decided that her only chance lay in
the detectives consuming enough time in
the front of the house to enable her to
recover her breath and a little of her
strength.

'*1 would fail if 1 attempted to get
away now,” she told herself.

In the meantime the two men went
swiftly oil their tour of inspection.
Their footsteps echoed loudly through the
empty house.

" There’s nobody here,” said one.

‘“ Don't be too sure of that,” rejoined
the other. “ It's just as well to keep your
hand on your gun. [I've been in places
that didn't promise any more than this
one. and suddenly | got a surprise.”

” 1 tell you he was all alone,” remarked
the other.

" Well, we've got him, all right.” re-
{oined the first man.

“ Yes, and they’'ll hold on to him, for a
few years too,” replied the second fel-
low. “ I wouldn't be in his shoes for a
million dollars.”

While Isabel was listening with bated
breath to this cheerful conversation, she
began to devise plans for getting away.

The window through which the men
had entered was only a short distance
from the door behind which she stood,
but she was afraid that the noise of even
her light footsteps would give the signal
to the visitors that there was a third
person in the house.

After her first feeling of suspense had
subsided, she became more courageous.

If only she could stop breathing and
reduce her weight to nothing!

"1 have it.” she suddenly murmured
as she released her hold of the door.

The next instant she reached down and
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removed one of her dainty evening slip-
pers. Then she listened to make sure no
one had heard the movement. Reassured,
she again leaned over and took off the
other one.

Once more she listened.
heard her.

The men were laughing noisily bv this
time as they flashed their dark lantern
from one corner to another down the
length of the house. Isabel noticed that
no spot was left uninspected.

“ If | stay here, | shall be caught,” she
decided. “ I must make the effort.”

The men were then on their way back
toward the place where she crouched.
There was no time to be lost.

Softly she gathered up her long, cling-
ing skirts, and. holding her slippers in
the other hand, cautiously made her way
to the balcony.

“ If these two are the only ones,” she
told herself, “ everything will be all
right. But if they have more stationed
below—"

She hated to think of the result in such
an event.

Quietly she gained the balcony. In
another moment she neared the rear cor-
ner of the house.

So far, so good! Evidently, no one
had observed her. The moon was behind
a cloud, too, fortunately.

She didn’t pause until she reached the
fire-escape. Then, slippers in one hand
and skirts held by the other, she began
the descent.

At first she made slow progress, for the
suspense of being discovered was terrible.
Then, too, she was weak, and with the
greatest difficulty kept from falling.

Since both her hands were full, she
could have no support. Then she thought
of transferring her slippers to the same
hand which held the skirt.

It was a fatal move, for the next thing
she knew she dropped one slipper some-

where in the wistaria-vine.
“ Oh, what shall I do?” she moaned.

However, she couldn’t stop to look for
the slipper now. Time was too valuable.
Once on the ground, she concealed her-
self behind a thick bush and awaited de-
velopments.

It was with a sigh of relief that she
finally decided that no one had heard her
leave the house.

No one had
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She peered around on all sides, and
then determined to continue on her jour-
ney. Maybe she would be discovered, and
maybe not.

In another instant she ran lightly to
the front of the house, where, after a
rapid glance down the street, she safely
gained the sidewalk and limped toward
Fifth Avenue.

A belated taxicab rounded the corner.

“ Taxi!” she called.

The chauffeur, who had just left some
persons in the neighborhood, answered
her signal. He was surprised to find a
young and pretty woman alone on the
sidewalk at that hour of the night, but
he waited for further developments.

“ Here,” said lIsabel, placing a gener-
ous bill in his hand, “ drive me to the
Hotel Superior.”

The chauffeur didn’t hesitate. He
closed the door on Isabel, and they were
soon whisking along the avenue.

Once inside, she sank back against the
cushions, and thanked her stars that she
had escaped so easily.

“Welll” she exclaimed when she
could breathe freely. " That was the nar-
rowest escape | ever had in my life.”

A few minutes later she reached the
hotel. She was painfully conscious of
wearing one high-heeled slipper, and be-
ing minus another. She walked with a
decided limp, but as she entered the lobby
the notion seized her to walk on the toes
of one foot. This made up for the loss
of the high-heel.

The result was cleverly accomplished,
and no one observed her predicament.

The clerk glanced up at her as she
passed him. She was thankful that he
was not the man from whom she had pur-
chased the tickets. As he handed her the
key to her apartment, she stopped sud-
denly and listened.

“ Extra! Extra! Here's your extra!
All about the great kidnaping case'
Latest developments! ”

The boys in the streets were shouting
their throats hoarse.

Miss Grayson called a bell-boy and
sent him for a paper.

“ Haven't you heard the latest? " asked
the clerk.

“No; what is it?” inquired Miss
Grayson as she waited for the return of
the boy.
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“ Mr. Jack Fenton,
mixed up in it,” replied the clerk.
had, too bad !”

“ Yes, yes!” exclaimed .lsabel, who
could hardly wait for further details.

“ We supposed that he -wes rich man,
a big club member, and man about town.
And he turns out to be—"

“ What?” breathlessly exclaimed Isa-
bel.

“ A kidnaper,” answered the clerk.
“ But here's your paper. It's an interest-
ing story.

“ They arrested him to-night at the
house where he had concealed Bobbie
Holt, the heir to the Holt millions.”

“ Indeed!” exclaimed' Isabel, trying
not to display any unusual interest.
“ Yes, the officers got him all

but—"

“ But—" repeated Isabel,

“ But he was too slick for them. On
the way to the station, there was an acci-.
dent to the taxicab, and in the confusion
Fenton escaped. That's what the extra’'s

of our Hotel, .is
“Too

right,

about. But you can read it all for your-
self.”

“ Do you mean to say that he really
got away?”

The clerk unfolded the paper for her
and pointed to the glaring headlines.

“* Fenton escaped!” vread Isabel,
scarcely believing her eyes.

CHAPTER XII.
MR. TRACY IS STAGGERED.

T here Wwas one importantl detail in
connection with the Holt kidnaping case
which the obliging clerk had neglected
to mention. Isabel understood when she
reached her room and read the paper.
The name Tracy figured in the story.

Yes. It was true. Fenton had escaped.

Isabel devoured the head-lines until
she reached one which startled her.
read:

The capture of Fenton was entirely
due to George Tracy, the Wall Street
broker, who was recently put in charge
of the Holt estate.

A thousand thoughts flashed through
Isabel's brain. George had never men-
tioned to her that he was interested in
the Holt affairs.
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She eagerly read the details of Fen-
ton’s capture, which occupied consider-
able space in the paper.

Tracy was evidently the hero of the
occasion. She saw his name in every
paragraph. He was wildly praised for his
strenuous efforts in behalf of the Holts.

By to-morrow every newspaper reader
in the country would have heard of Mr.
George Tracy. All the ot-her million-
aires in the United States would be envy-
ing Mrs. Plolt because her affairs were
in the hands of a man who evidently took
a personal interest in them,

Isabel read and read until
swam before her eyes.

Two names haunted her all through
the long hours of the night. She seemed
to see in huge electric signs first the
name George Tracy, and then that of
Jack Fenton.

Tracy had spoken in unmistakable
terms of his dislike for Fenton. He had
offered no explanation and Isabel sup-
posed that it was because she had dared
admire Fenton.

She had been rather flattered by her
fiance's jealousy. But it had gone too
far. That was quite evident.

She endeavored to recall all the con-
versation she had had with Fenton re-
garding Tracy. Fenton had said nothing
derogatory to Tracy. He had dismissed
the matter lightly.

Tracy was showing a sidelight of his
nature which she had never suspected be-
fore. And she didn't like the develop-
ment. She was sure that Jack Fenton
would not have acted in this way, no
matter how much he hated a man.

After a night of torture through sleep-
lessness. Isabel was glad to welcome the
first faint streak of dawn. Perhaps the
day would bring a solution to the mys-
tery.

“ And to think of yesterday,” she re-
minded herself. “ It seems a thousand
years since George and | walked down
the street behind Mr. Fenton.”

The subsequent events flew in rapid
succession throughout her brain.

As soon as she dared to do so without
attracting too much attention to her in-
terest in the case. Miss Grayson called
for the morning papers.

There she again read the details of
the Holt kidnaping.

the lines
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The reporters described Fenton’s cap-
ture minutely and also his escape, besides
Jelling of the thorough search made by
the two detectives in looking for accom-
plices, or clues to them. The paper gave
an interview with George 1'racy in
which he stated that for some time past

he had had his suspicions of Jack
Fenton.
Isabel lost no time in going to the

telephone, where she gave Tracy's num-
ber.

The answer came that Mr. Tracy was
out, but was expected back at any mo-
ment. A few minutes later'the bell rang
and Tracy called for Isabel.

“ | suppose you've read the news,” he
said. “ | would have been up, but have
been so dreadfully busy. Haven't had a
moment | could call my own.”

“ | understand,” said -lsabel.

“ I've just got back from another trip
to the house where the child was con-
cealed,” he went on.

“ Really 17 answered lIsabel. “ If you
can spare a little time for me, | wish
you would call at my hotel immediately.
It's rather early in the day. | know, but
I want to see vbu on some important
business.”

“ ATl right, dear,” replied Tracy. “ I
am terribly rushed just now while this
case is on, but I'll run up for a little
while. You have no idea what it is to
have a hundred reporters after you from
morning till night.”

A few minutes later Mr. Tracy jumped
out of his cab and sent in his name to
Miss Grayson.

“ How pale you look, dearest.” he
remarked by way of greeting.

Before she could frame a reply, he
continued:

“ Isn't it great? ”

“What do you
Isabel.

“ 1 mean about Fenton. It was | who
first suspected him. It was | who traced
him to the house where he had con-
cealed the child, and it was | who ar-
rested him, and—"

“And it was from you that he es-
caped,” finished Isabel. “ He must have
been dreadfully clever to have got away

mean?” inquired

from you, George, when you were so
anxious to hold on to him.”
“ Wine Isabel !” exclaimed Tracy.
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“ You don’'t seem to understand. There
was an accident, and—"

“ And instead of looking after your
prisoner, you looked after the tires, 1
suppose,” went on Miss Gray,sort in cool
tones.

“ Well, he did get away, but we will
get him again. Don’t worry about that.
He’s too well known—"

“ Why, George, | thought you said he
wasn't anybody,” remarked Isabel.

“1 say so many things,” explained
Tracy. “ But never mind about that.
We'll get him sure.”

Isabel did not.reply.

“ He thought himself so very clever,”
went on Tracy. “ Thought that his
position in town would cover up all sus-
picions of his hand in the affair. That
was where he showed his stupidity.”

“ But. George, how did you happen
to find out about all this?” inquired
Isabel. “ That's what | can't under-
stand.”

“ Never mind about that just now.”
replied' Tracy. “ | haven't time to enter
into all the why and hows of this case.
I'll explain later.”

“ Then, too,” continued Isabel. “ the
papers say that you are in charge of the
Holt estate. That isn't so, is it? Surely
you would have mentioned the fact to
me. | remember distinctly that you have
never spoken of the Holts except in an
offhand fashion.”

“ Well, that's another story, too, dear
girl,” said Holt. “ A business man
hasn’'t time to tell his fiance of all such

details. 1 never thought you would be
sufficiently interested.”

Isabel studied him carefully for a
moment.

“ Well, now. lIsabel, what do you think
of Mr. Jack Fenton?”

Before Miss Grayson could answer he
went on :

“ What did | tell you about the fel-
low? Didn’t | say he was a crook and
a scoundrel? You didn’'t believe it, evi-
dently, but now | have proved it to you.
What do you think now of the fellow
with the handsome face and the broad
shoulders? A fine specimen he is to have
a decent girl make such remarks about
him! It takes a man to know a man,”
concluded Tracy.

“ Does it?” coolly asked Isabel,
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“ Without doubt,” responded Tracy.

He was evidently highly elated over
his part in the affair.

“ George,” said Isabel, “ I should
think you would dislike all this notoriety.
It must be very unpleasant.”

“ Nonsense,” responded Tracy with a
laugh. “ It will be the making of me.
As for Fenton, he's done for. Once they
get him again it means a long sentence,
and all his money can't restore him to
his former position. He's finished and
done for.”

Then he looked at his watch.

“ 1 must be going,” he exclaimed. “ I
have an appointment with two detectives
at eleven. If you promise not to tell a
soul, | will give you the very latest de-
velopment in the case.”

“ George,” she said suddenly, “ the
whole thing is a mistake. Jack Fenton
is innocent.”

“ What*” exclaimed Tracy, infuri-

(To be i

His Mark of

IDENTIFICATION. *117
ated beyond expression. “ You are crazy!
He’'s as guilty as the worst criminal ever
sent up for life. And what's more than
that, he had an accomplice. It will all
be out in the papers, this afternoon.”.

““What do you mean?” asked Isabel.

* Look at this,” said Tracy, suddenly
producing the lost slipper. 1 There's a
woman in the case,” he added, “ and
judging from this slipper she must he
young and pretty. | found it this morn-
ing in the wistaria-vine at the back of
the house.”

That’'s my slipper,”
reaching out her hand for it.
woman in the case.”

“ Why, what do you mean? ” demand-
ed Tracy, overcome with astonishment.

“ | mean.” said Isabel, “ that 1 was in
the house while Fenton was being arrest-
ed. And | will also remind you that Mr.
Fenton is to he considered innocent until
proved guilty.”

Ttinned.)

said Isabel,
“ 1 am the
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BY LITTELL McCLUNG.

The Bolt from the Blue that Fell

Who Had Just Made Good

T last I had struck it.

I reached down into my pocket and
drew forth three crisp fifty-dollar bills.
In mute eloquence these told the delight-
ful tale of one week’s profits in my new-
ly established mail-order business.

An orphan at an early age, | had trav-
ersed most of the globe, polar regions
excepted, and had tried my hand at al-
most everything from weighing freight-
cars at a tank-town to writing Tor a Paris
newspaper. But now | had struck my
pace, and the mail-order game was the one
1 was born to play.

| had clerked in stores in half a dozen
cities, and knew well what people gen-
erally wanted, and the price they were
willing to pay.

As | glanced at the money in my hand
I smiled to think that | had finally over-
taken fleet-footed fortune in the race.

Then— the door opened.

I turned in my chair, to confront a

in the Path of a Man
in the Mail-Order Business. J

stockily built, square-chinned man with
clear, calm, gray eyes.

“ What can | do for you, sir? "'l asked
pleasantly, getting up and extending my
hand.

N This is Mr. Henry Brown, | pre-
sume? ” he said.

“You're right,” | answered. *“ Sit
down, sir, and make yourself at home.”

The man did not sit.

“ 'Thanks,” he said crisply. “ I don't

like to trouble you, but I wish you would
walk up the block a little way with me.
'The matter is important, and | must urge
you to come at once.”

1 drew away from him in surprise.

s Certainly I'll go,” | agreed;
what is it that's so important? ”

“You'll know when you go up the
-treet.” he answered, watching me with
eagle eye.

The man’s cool, unruffled manner of
making such a request struck me as queer,

“ but
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but I got my hat and followed him out at
the door. For a block we walked rapid-
ly. Then my unknown companion sud-
denly wheeled around a corner, and 1
found myself accompanying him into the
corridor of a large marble building. A
few more seconds, and | was in a room
in the presence of a man about fifty years
old, who regarded me in an offensively
searching manner.

“ Captain, this is Mr. Brown.” ex-
plained my companion, motioning me to a
chair directly in front of the man he ad-
dressed.

| took the captain’s hand warmly, but
he was no more enthusiastic in his greet-
ing than my caller had been when he first
confronted me.

“ Mr. Brown,” he said. “ you conduct
a mail-order business in the Continental
Building, do you not? ”

“Yes," | answered briskly. “ I've just
started down there, but business is very
good. | am giving satisfaction to my cus-
tomers, and I'm prepared to fill orders
for household furnishings, ladies’ dress
goods, men’s wearing apparel, crockery,
sporting goods—"

“ Aw, cut that!” broke in the captain.
“ 1 don't want to buy any of your stuff.
Don’'t you see where you are? This is
detective headquarters. Mr, Brown, and
you are under arrest! Now. please re-
member that."

I Under arrest!” 1 gasped, as the cold
chills began to crisscross up and down
'my back. Then | gazed stupidly around
the room.

The walls were plastered with posters
bearing pictures of individuals, black and
white.

On nearly all the word " Reward "
in large letters struck my eye. Before |
could recover from the blow, the captain
arose.

He laid a strong hand on my arm, and
I was drawn out of my chair as if by a
magnet.

I was led over to the wall opposite,
where an authoritative finger directed my
gaze to a particular poster:

“ Now, can you deny that you're not
the man wanted ?” demanded the captain
in gruff tones.

The face that confronted me was quite
a good deal like my own. It might have
been made from a photograph of me if
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I had been a little younger. Underneath
it 1 read ;

TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS REWARD.

The Tradespeople's Bank of Pitts-
burgh offers TEX THOUSAND DOLLARS
reward (Si0.000) for information lead-
ing to the capture and conviction of one
Walter Brooks, formerly a trusted cash-
ier in this bank. Brooks forged a check
for $35,000 and fled with the money. He
is thirty years old, and fairly good-look-
ing. Weight, about 150 pounds; is five
feet six inches tall, has sandy hair, a
smooth face, and brown eyes.

As my gaze turned from the poster to
tile captain, he was surveying me from
head to foot.

li Smooth face,” lie commented leisure-
ly. “ sandy hair, five feet six inches, and
brown eyes ; weighs about a hundred and
fifty pounds. Young man, that's you—
I'll wire Pittsburgh at once! "

In a second all my mental numbness
left me. and a rush of vigor forced words
from my lips. | threw back my shoul-
ders and faced both detectives.

“ You'll do nothing of the sort, cap-
tain.” | declared hotly. “ I know noth-
ing of this Brooks. You've made a mis-
take, and if you don’'t know it now you'll
find out pretty quick. I'm running an
honest, straightforward business, and 1
don’t intend to see it ruined and myself
disgraced by detectives or anybody else.
I warn you that you'd better be sure of
your game before you pounce down on
it.”

Tile other detective bristled up and his
eye flashed, but the captain’s calm ex-
pression never changed.

” Not so hasty, sir.” he cautioned me.
“ How long have you been in the city?”

“ Three months,” | answered.

“ Where were vou before vou came
here?”

“ 111 London.
England.”

“ What did you do over there? ”

“ Worked for a transportation com-
pany. 1 came back to America because
the company gave me a pass and | was
tired of England.”

“ Aha!’” muttered the captain. “ Have
you any relatives anywhere? ”

“ Nobody but a rich uncle somewhere
out West.” | replied.

| came here direct from
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“Aha!” from the captain again. |
never saw one of your kind yet that didn’t
have a rich uncle somewhere. Is there
anybody here who's known you more than
three months?

“ No,” | answered flatly;
think there is.”

| was expecting more questions, but the
detective only looked at me. His eyes
were kindly, indeed, but there was a steely
glint in them that told me he was one of
those men whose iron hand is always con-
cealed by a soft glove.

“ Mr. Brown, please take off your col-
lar !'” he commanded.

Again | flared.up.

“ Take off my collar?” | ejaculated.
“ Why. what do you mean, sir? I'll do
nothing of the kind— | don’t intend to be
hanged without a trial!”

This hit of grim humor was wholly
lost on the other.

“ |1 mean just what | say,” he answered.
“ Take off your collar, or I'll take it off
for you.”

Instantly | backed away and threw up
my hands to protect myself from physical
insult. But the other detective quickly
grabbed both my arms from behind. With
a deft, swift movement the captain seized
my collar, wrenched it to one side, and
peered down at my neck.

“ | thought so!” he blurted out, exhib-
iting some spirit for the first time. “ There
is a mole on your neck as big as a cent1”

“1 know that!” | thundered. “ You
don’t have to tell me. But what has a
mole got to do with such an insult as
this? ”

“ Aw. thunder!” exclaimed the cap-
tain in disgust. “ Come over here, Brooks,
and read the rest of that description about
yourself.”

Again he drew me over to the wall, and
once more | stared at the photograph that
looked so much like me. One Steady look
at the printed matter below told me that
I had missed a line of the description
down at the bottom which read :

“1 don't

Brooks lias one particular mark of
identification—a large, round mole, about
the size of a cent, on the left side of his
neck.

“ Now say you're not Brooks and a
forger,” commented the captain.
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“ 1do say I'm not! ” | declared. “ It's
strange, 1 admit, but other people have
moles on their necks besides me— I've

seen them. Send for those bank people—
they can get here by to-morrow morning
—and you'll see pretty quick that I'm
not the man you want. [I'll be at my
office, and come up here for examination.”

“ You will be back there in the room
we've reserved for you,” said the detec-
tive, with a grim smile. “ I'll have you
photographed for our gallery, and wire
Pittsburgh,”

“ Photographed? ” | thundered. “ Pho-
tograph an innocent man, before he's even
been brought to trial? If you dare attempt
such a thing, I'll—I'll—"

| paused ; but in an instant the threat
popped into my head :

" I'll not only sue your detective de-
partment, but I'll tell every newspaper in
the city all about it. Then, when you
find out you've got the wrong man, you'll
have a fine lot of trouble on your hands.”

It was a random shot, but it hit the
bull's-eye, for the detective winced. Evi-
dently the newspapers had given the de-
partment a few good, stiff raps. Quickly
| followed up my advantage.

“ 1 want a lawyer,” | said, “ and I'm
going to have one. You'll not treat me
like a common criminal.”

What the captain might have replied
1 never knew, for into the room bustled
a clear-eyed, breezy young man, who
never even knocked to announce his ap-
proach.

“ Hallo,
what's up?
to-day.”

He was a newspaper man, and evident-
ly a clever one. Here was my chance.

“1I'll tell you what's up,” | said, before
till detective could speak. “ Because |'ve
got a mole on my neck and look like one
of the pictures there on the wall, 1've been
arrested. Now they want to lock me up
and photograph me for the rogues’ gal-
lery.”

“Ho-ho!” exclaimed the reporter.
“ What you need is a lawyer, and a good
one.”

“ 1 certainly do,” | agreed quickly.
“ Won't you try to get one for me? |
would appreciate it.”

“ Sure | will,” declared the reporter.
“ Use vour phone, cap?”

cap,” he began cheerily,
Looking for a good story

“
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The detective uttered a gruff “ yes,”
and the newspaper man began talking
over the wire to a man whose name |
caught as Harry Bell.

“ He's a good one,” he assured me. as
he hung up the receiver, “ and he'll he
here in a pair of minutes.”

We waited, and soon Mr. Bell breezed
in. He was young, alert, and possessed
a degree of self-assurance that was grati-
fying.

The attitude of both detectives had
changed. When Mr. Bell asked to talk
to me alone in another room, the request
was readily granted.

In a few words | told what had hap-
pened. | protested that, despite the sim-
ilarity in appearance of my face and the
forger’s printed photograph, and despite
the mole on my neck, | was innocent.
He seemed keenly interested when |
showed him the mole that threatened to
condemn me.

“ 1 want you to defend me, Mr. Bell.”
| said. “ Get me out of this scrape the
best way and as quickly as you can. Here's
twenty-five dollars which 1| will give you
as a retainer.”

I drew the money from my pocket.
My lawyer took it and thanked me. Then
he said there would be only one way to
get out of the clutches of the detectives
‘until somebody from the Pittsburgh bank
could come to say | was not the. man
wanted— thaj was, to go before a magis-
trate and give bail.

Il But you can keep those detectives
from photographing me and having my
picture put in the papers?” | asked anx-
iously, as we went back to the- captain’s
room.

“ Sure,” he replied. “ You'll not lie
photographed— that must be prevented at
all hazards.”

Then he spoke to the chief of detec-
tives.

“ Captain, | believe this man is a gen-
tleman, and | want him treated as such.”
he said. 1 There'll be no photographing
until he's convicted—and lip's a long way
from that.”

The captain frowned, but assented. My
lawver certainly knew his business, and
the newspaper man smiled approval. |
had found two good friends on short no-
tice.

“ Then, what are you going to do?”
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inquired the captain of the detectives,
sour at being cheated out of a chance to
get another photograph for his gallery.

“ I'm going to take Mr. Brown over to
the police station and get him out on
bail,” Mr. Bell answered. “ It’'ll ruin his
business to keep him locked up here, and
you know it.”

The captain looked at his watch, and
informed us that the morning court would
still be in session for half an hour. The
details were quickly arranged. | walked
beside my lawyer, while the two detectives
walked behind.

This was at my lawyer’s request. Odd-
ly enough, the reporter had disappeared.
On this point | suddenly became anxious.

“ You will ask your friend to put as lit-
tle of this as possible in his paper, won't
you? ” | said to Mr. Bell. 1 A big news-
paper story on this might utterly ruin me
and my business.”

Mr. Bell nodded.

“ The first thing is to get bail,” he re-
minded me. “ The rest will be easy.”

As we entered the police station the re-
porter bobbed up all at once to greet us.
He called my lawyer aside and whispered
to him for a moment. Then he smiled,
nodded, and hustled in ahead of us. |
was greatly relieved, for he had agreed,
| thought, not to write much about my
being arrested on such a serious charge.

The “ trial ” did not last ten minutes.
The detectives declared that | was un-
doubtedly Brooks, the forger. Again my
collar was pulled aside and the telltale
mole exhibited.

My face burned as the judge looked at
this evidence of my guilt. | was shaking
with anger when my lawyer began his
plea. He asserted vehemently that | was
not Brooks : that 1 had never been in busi-
ness in Pittsburgh, and that | was un-
guestionably the victim of “ mistaken
identity "—a not infrequent, and some
times a terrible, thing. He ended his ar-
gument by asking that my case be sent to
court and that | be freed on bail which he
was prepared to furnish.

For a moment the magistrate regarded
me silently. Then his eye turned to the
blotter, on which | was charged with
forging a check for thirty-five thousand
dollars. When he glanced up he spoke
his decree.

My heart thumped, and |

drew in a
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full breath. Surely | had an able law-
yer and a just judge, and in live minutes
I would be back in my office. | thought
of a word of thanks to say to the magis-
trate.

But—

“ Can you furnish ten thousand dollars
bail ?” the latter asked.

The question was like a blow struck a
drowning man who has just grasped the
side of the boat.

| turned appealingly to my lawyer.

“Isn’'t that a little stiff, your honor? ”
said Mr. Bell. *“ | can furnish bond for
a thousand, but ten thousand— that's im-
possible. Can’t you make it two thousand,
your honor? ”

This angered the magistrate, and he
partly rose in his chair.

“ Ten thousand was what | said," he
declared sternly. “ If you can't get a
bondsman for your client, Mr. Bell, he'll
have to go to jail to await the action of
the Pittsburgh authorities.”

“ Then, that settles it,” rejoined my
lawyer, turning to me sympathetically.
“ But it isn't so bad. I'll have the bank

people here to-morrow morning if it's
possible to get them.”

“ Not so bad? ” | repeated. *“ It's un-
just, it's criminal, and I'll not stand
for—'U.

“ No back talk, young feller,” com-
manded a gruff policeman, clutching my
arm with a determined grip. “ You just
come with me.”

But | turned to face my attorney again.
As | did so he stepped back a few feet,
and the reporter slid in between us. From
under his coat he jerked out a kodak, and
the next instant there was a click.

“ Fine!” he exclaimed, and before the
officer beside me could intervene he dart-
ed out at the door and disappeared.

Impotent with rage, | bit my lips to
keep back the imprecation that was ready
to burst from them. Silent, | suffered
myself to be led back through a long cor-
ridor to a cell.

As the iron door swung shut behind
me | turned and glared through the bars.
There stood Mr. Bell looking at me. To
him | must have appeared like a hunted
beast.

The sight of him broke down the flood-
gates of my rage.

“You! You are a fine lawyer!” |
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cried. “ After keeping the detectives
from photographing me, you deliberately
help a reporter to get a picture. In a
couple of hours my face will be on the
front page of that paper, and I'll be dis-
graced forever. Get out of my sight, you
shyster ! | don’t want anything more to
do with you except to punch your head
when | get out of here. That'll be to-
morrow, I'm thinking.”

But | might as well have yelled at a
wall. Mr. Bell stood coolly looking at
me until 1 had finished my tirade.

“ Now, see here, old chap,” he said.
“1I'm sorry, really I am. | did want to
keep the detectives from photographing
you, but that reporter — well, that was
different.”

“ Different? ” 1 shouted, my hlood still
boiling. “ How different? It was ten
times worse—that was the only differ-
ence!”

Still Mr. Bell remained unruffled.

“To tell you the truth, Mr. Brown.”
he replied. “ that reporter is a friend of
mine. He did me a service not long ago
that | can hardly repay. When he said
he wanted a picture of you. | had to sub-
mit. Maybe you won’t believe me, but
this is the truth.”

This explanation drove my temper to
white heat.

“ Friend !” | hissed at him through the
bars. “ And so you sacrifice a client for
a friend ? That's your idea of honor, is
it? You're a liar; you're a detestable—
Get away, get away, | tell you! | never
want to see you but once more ; then I'll
make it hot for you!”

The lawver turned indifferently.

“ All right,” he replied nonchalantly;
“ if that's the way you feel about it, I'll
let you alone for a while. But I'll be
around again when we hear from Pitts-
burgh; maybe you'll be calm enough then
to' talk business, and give me a chance to
get you out of this scrape.”

I might have hurst into another torrent
of invective, but he walked down the cor-
ridor out of sight. Before | had time to
get my breath, two reporters whom | had
not seen before came to talk to me.

“ What have you got to say for your-
self?” they demanded.

Here was my chance, and | seized it.
| began by roasting the whole detective
department in general, and my lawyer in
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particular. The reporters seemed to rel-
ish my eloquence, and they, asked to see
the mole on my neck that had been the
cause of my being held.

At this 1 rebelled ; and if 1 could have
done so without seriously injuring my-
self, I would have taken my knife and
sliced the hated spot out of my flesh.

When 1 became insolent again, the
newspaper men left me alone with my
troubles. Half an hour later a police-
man obligingly thrust a copy of an after-
noon paper through the bars.

“ Thought you might like to see it,”
he remarked with a grin.

One glance at the first page and my
spirits fell. There was my picture, two
columns broad, and beside it the story of
my arrest.

The “ feature ” of the account was that
my identity rested largely on the mole
on my neck just under the collar. This
seemed to be a choice morsel for the re-
porter. for he gave this fact more promi-
nence than any other. At the bottom, two
or three lines told of my protestations of
innocence.

Then underneath these was a despatch
from Pittsburgh. It said that the presi-
dent of the bank | was supposed to have
relieved of thirty-five thousand was ill,
hut that the cashier would leave at once
to identity me. From the information
received, he was sure that 1 was Brooks.

For a little while this message cheered
me up, for | knew that as soon as | con-
fronted the cashier 1 would be a free
man.

But what about my business, my repu-
tation? Both were damaged beyond re-
pair. My eye fell upon another paragraph
in the same paper. Already here was
proof that | might be a ruined man.

A fellow' to whom | had sold some
goods only the week before complained
to the police that the merchandise was
worthless. That man, 1 know, had re-
ceived one of the best shipments 1 had
ever bought, for | had tested the goods
myself.

“ Let a man get down once.” 1 mused
bitterly, * and every dog in the street is
ready to snarl at him. it's cruel: it's
barbarous.”

With a sigh of 'despair | sank down on
the bench in my cell, my head in my
hands to still die throbbing in my tem-
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ples, 1 passed a wretched night, sleep-
ing scarcely an hour.

When 1 did doze off, it was only to
awaken with some sickening dream of
spending the rest of my days behind
round, black bars.

But next morning | felt better. Pros-
pects of early freedom made me forget
for the moment some of the indignities
1 had suffered. Eagerly | awaited the
arrival of somebody who would cut the
cords of the web that bound me. | did
not have long to wait.

About ten o'clock a policeman came
back to my cell, and with him was un-
discharged lawyer, Mr. Bell. Sight of
the latter almost drove me to wrath again,
hut I mastered my feelings and tried to
make myself as presentable as possible.

“ The Pittsburgh bank cashier is here,”
said Mr. Bell. “ 1 don't think you'll
have Mach trouble in proving yourself
innocent— if you really are innocent! ”

“ A nice way for a lawyer to talk be-
fore a policeman,” | thought.

But 1 said nothing. The officer opened
the door and | stepped out. He placed
his hand on my arm, and | was again led
up to the magistrate’s desk.

The room was full of people. The
two detectives were there, three or four
policemen, as many reporters, and a
stranger whom 1 at once took for the
bank cashier.

| gazed steadily at this man, and he
gave me a searching stare in return. The
next thing 1 knew the man had taken the
oath, and 1 was thrust about face to face
with him.

' Have you ever seen this man be-
fore?” asked the magistrate, pointing to
me.

The cashier never once turned his eyes
from me.

" Yes. 1 think | have,” he said slowly.
“ lie's changed somewhat; but his name
is Walter Brooks, and he was once em-
ployed in my bank.”

Mv muscles contracted to strike my
accuser in the face, but better judgment
suddenly warned me that | must be calm
now, whatever the banker did or said. |
was reading his thoughts, and | felt the
hated mole on my neck increase in size.

I would have given all that | had to
blot out for one minute the spot that
might convict me— an innocent man.
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But the banker gave me no time for
much thought. He stepped up to me,
and, with a quick tug at my collar, looked
down at my neck. That settled him. I
knew in a flash.

“ Yes,” he said to the magistrate. “ this
is Walter Brooks! | felt pretty sure of «t
as soon | saw him—but now | know it
No other man | ever saw had a mole like
that on his neck !”

Here my ire burst bounds.

“It's not true!” | screamed at both
banker and judge. “ A lot of people have
moles on their necks. 1've never seen this
man before in my life, and he's never
seen me. It's an outrage, a mockery of
justice to condemn me like this, and
somebody is going to suffer for it!”

“ Not so fast, young man.” warned the
magistrate. “ You're not being, con-
demned; you're simply being identified.”

“ Are you dead sure this, is Walter
Brooks, the forger?” he asked, turning
to the banker.

“ Perfectly sure of it.” replied the
man, giving me another steady look.

“ Then, Mr. Brown, or Brooks, which-
ever you are, there's nothing for me to do
but commit you to jail until the papers
can be obtained for your removal to Pitts-
burgh,” announced the magistrate.
“ Then, if, you really are not Brooks,
you'll get your freedom.”

No sooner had he uttered this sentence
than two policemen took hold of me. |
jerked violently, but they half carried me
back to the cell and locked me up again.

Crazy with rage, | saw the detectives
smile as they passed by me, and 1 knew
they were thinking of the big reward they
would get for my capture.

I raved and swore that I was innocent.
My strength gave way under the strain
and | sank down to await the next step.

It came pretty soon, for in less than
an hour | was taken out of the cell again.
This time | was escorted out of the sta-
tion-house by three policemen and put
into a big. cage-like automobile. In less
than twenty minutes | was inside another
cell—in the city jail!

I was now struck dumb by the disaster
that had come upon me.

| tried hard to realize what a wall |
was up against. But the mental strain
had been too much for me, and | wenr
off to sleep.
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1 was awakened by the jailer, who
handed me a letter and ordered me to
open it in his presence. The missive was
from Mr. Bell.

“ You have discharged me.” he wrote;
“ but | have your money, and | am going
to do what | can to get you out. You
think | have wronged you. Maybe |
have, and, if so. I am sorry for it. So
I am going to do my level best for you.”

“ Bah!” Texclaimed, handing the let-
ter back to the jailer. “ Tear it up. |
don’t want to have anything to do with
this crooked lawyer.”

Next day | heard nothing from Mr.
Bell, and gradually | became resigned to
my fate. 1 would" have to go to Pitts-
burgh to stand trial, and, whether found
guilty or not, it would make little differ-

ence. | was branded a criminal, and the
brand would remain, regardless of the
outcome.

Then there came to me an uglv deter-
mination to make good the mark that had
been put upon me. All my money would
he gone, my prospects ruined, and there
would be nothing left but to become a
sure enough criminal.

Then 1 realized what a terrible thing
it is to put a sensitive, well-educated man
in prison, even if only for a short time.
In three days | felt as if | had actually
committed some crime, and that when 1
got out the first thing to do would be to
crack a safe or rob somebody in a dark
street. Somebody, | felt, must pay fur
the wrecking of my life.

One morning, after I.had been in jail
a week, the jailer stopped at my cell.

“ The Pittsburgh people will he over
liére in a little while.” he announced.
“ They came last night, | think. So
hurry and get yourself readv.”

This was not welcome news ; but a lit-
tle excitement was better than the dreari-
ness of the narrow, iron cell. | per-
suaded the jailer to get me some clean
linen, and | dressed myself as neatlv as
possible under the circumstances.

Then the old feeling of fight came over
me. | determined to protest against my
exportation with all the strength | pos-
sessed, though protestation might lie fu-
tile.

An hour later the jailer came back to
unlock the door. Whs* was. with him but-
Mr. Bell!
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The lawyer was smiling at me. and un-
der my breath 1 cursed him. 1 was nerv-
ing myself up to the point of making a
rush to throttle him when he spoke.

“ Come out, Mr. Brown.” he said
cheerily. " You arc now a free man."

“ A free man?” | gasped, staggering
back as from a blow. “ A free man?”

Though dazed by his words, | saw his
smile, and the thought hashed through
mv mind that | was being tricked again.
My arms tense. | lunged toward him.
hatred in my e)e.

But | never readied him. for the jail-
er grabbed me. Mr. Bell retreated in
fear.

“1 mean it— | mean it! ” he insisted.
* This man Brooks was caught day be-
fore yesterday in a town a hundred miles
down the country! He's confessed every-
thing. and the president of the bank has
come here and identified him. I've got
an order for your release! ”

Mv changing emotion overcame me,

and | reached forward to grasp Mr.
Bell’s hand.
“ Stop, don't do that!” he ordered.

“ At least, till you know how it all hap=
pened. That newspaper' picture you
raised such a racket about was the cause
of Brooks being caught!”

“ The picture? ” 1 repeated, now more
amazed than ever. “ How on earth did
that catch him?”

“Well,” said Mr. Bell, “ a chief of
police down in this town saw the picture,
and he knew of a stranger in the place
who looked a lot like it. He got it into
his head that you might be the wrong
man, and so he arrested this fellow. He
found a mole on his neck like yours, and
the chap broke down and confessed every-

thing.”

“Then 1 can shake your hand. Mr.
Bell!” 1 said joyfully as our fingers
clasped.

Five minutes later | was out in the air
again. Mr. Bell asked forgiveness for
his betrayal of his client, and | asked his
pardon for the frightful things | had
said to him. Then we shook hands again.

Soon, though, | became greatly deject-
ed. | was free, but that was all. | could
never begin business again in this city.

Starting out in a new place even would
be hard, for my prison record might bob
up any time to topple me over.
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“Oh. and 1 forgot,” said Mr. Bell,
who was walking along watching me.
11 want you to go up-town with me on a
little business matter. Then I'll say good-
by and wish you best luck.”

As we boarded a car, | wondered how
much his bill would be, and whether 1
would be able to pay it. If not, I might
be jailed again, | shuddered to think.

Soon he touched me on the arm, and
we got out. Mr. Bell led the way into
a large building, and in the lobby we
were met by a dignified and perfectly
groomed man.

A word of introduction informed me
that he was the president of the bank
Brooks, my alleged double, had hit for
thirty-five thousand. | did not hesitate
to tell him of the indignities | had suf-
fered simply because | had a mole on my
neck like that of the forger.

He seemed deeply interested, and |
drew aside my collar and showed him the
cursed mole that had caused mv down-,
fall.

" 1 am deeply sorry. Mr. Brown,” he
said kindly. ” But 1 don't see why you
hate that mole so. for surely it was the
cause of our catching a man we have been
after for a solid year?”

That was his side of it—a bright one,
indeed. But my side was a black one.
Things certainly did look dark, | told
him, with the memory of prison bars
haunting me.

“ Not at all, not at all,” he protested
quickly. “ Your arrest has been the di-
rect cause of our catching this Brooks,
and you should have a reward as well as
the detectives. How does this strike
\ou ?”

From his pocket he drew a slip of pa-
per and handed it to me. | glanced at
it. and nearly fell off my chair. It was
a check for five thousand dollars!

u That ought to start you in business
again,” he remarked.

When | recovered from my amazement
enough to thank him. we had a late
breakfast together. Then 1 talked with
my lawyer.

“ How much do | owe you for your
services, Mr. Bell?” 1 asked.

“ ()ne hundred dollars,” he replied.

" I'll send vou a check for twice that
amount to-morrow morning,” | joyfully
told him.
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Captain Merrini, Of the United States navy, who tells the story, is sent out in com-
mand of the Otter to look for a dangerous derelict, but in a fog his vessel rams this same
derelict, is wrecked, and the crew put off In the small boats, while Merrill remains with the
Otter until she goes down, and then escapes at the last moment in the cutter. After a
period on the open sea he sights an island, whereon he sees a woman, dressed in the height
of fashion, standing on a rock. But the girl suddenly disappears, and Merrill can find no
trace of whence she came or where she went. He lands and finds himself among a queer
lot of people, little, if any better, than pirates, under a rough fellow, Huggers, whom they
call king, and who has a ship on which he makes frequent cruises. Huggers gives Merrill
to understand that he is a prisoner, and places him under guard, Merrill, it appears, having
once tried to arrest him in the course of his duty*

Meantime Merrill receives a note signed " Mildred Symes,” which he realizes must
have come from the mysterious woman. This note bids him get away as soon as he can
contrive to do so. But thei: is no hint of where the writer keeps herself concealed. Later
Huggers comes to him in the tent he has set up, tells him that the story about the dream-
woman he has been talking about is all moonshine, but that if there be any truth in it, he,
Huggers, will marry her am' make her queen of the islands. He ends by assuring Merrill
that he will never be allowed to leave the place, as he is too dangerous to be permitted at
large with the knowledge he has gained.

Finding a short iron bar on the shore one day, Merrill conceals it in his trousers-leg,
stuns therewith the two men who keep guard over him, possesses himself of their pistols,

and wriggles his way through a small hole he has discovered at the back of the cave. Very
shortly the orifice broadens out into a cavern trending downward, and along which Mer-
rill gropes his way with the aid of matches. At last he uses up his stock of these, and is

sitting on a ledge of rock, wondering what to do next, when far down the slippery tunnel

he sees a light moving toward him. .
"Miss Symes,” he calls out, "stay there! | am coming.”
There is a startled exclamation, and the light ceases to move.

holding above her head, a ship’s lantern,
was Mildred Symes.
The picture she made as compared to

CHAPTER XIII.

‘THE LADY WITH THE LIGHT.

W ITH something that had once been
a decently Steady heart pounding
and thumping inside me, | started to-
ward the light. It was farther away
than | had supposed, the gleams having
been carried by reflections against the
wet and glistening walls for a consider-
able distance. But guided by the in-
creasing glow | made good speed.

I cannot adequately describe the pic-
ture that was presented to me in that
great, vaulted, creepy cavern. Standing
at a distance of perhaps two hundred
feet, clad as | had seen her on the rock.

* Began February Argos .

the Statue of Liberty in New* York Bav
was like a golden eagle of the currency
contrasted with an old-time copper cent.

“ Miss Symes, | am here,” | said, ad-
vancing mincingly | must admit, even for
a naval officer, clown the slippery slope.

"I'm glad you are here—but 1—"

As | joined her and she spoke,
lowered the lantern.

“ 1 infer,” 1 went on, “ that what vou
intend to convey is that you don’t under-
stand how | got here.”

“ 1 don’'t understand how you discov-
ered the secret door.”
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“ 1 wouldn't exactly call it a door, 1
replied. What 1 discovered might prop-
erly be described as a small hole in a
large rock. | crawled through that.”

““That little hole?” she exclaimed in
something like amazement. #& With a—
with— 1 mean—"

“You mean that you can’t understand
how a man with the corpulence |
possess could get through such a hole.”

“Yes, | meant that.”

The cavern echoed with .her laughter.
And her laugh, after the raucous guffaws
of Huggers and his men, sounded like
the music of the spheres to me.

“ 1 squeezed through. A naval officer
lias to squeeze through a good many
tight places, you know, Miss Symes. I've
got the habit.”

She laughed again, and it sounded like
a heavenly carol.

“Well—is there any possibility that
they will discover which way you went? ”
she asked. “ Because if they do—"

She did not finish the sentence, but 1
felt rather than saw a tremor pass
through her form.

“ Not unless they discover the hole in
the rock between the cave and passage.”

“ | doubt if they do that. They seem
not to have discovered it in all the years
they've been here.”

“But how did you discover
inquired.

“ Oh, | have the chart.”

More and more | wondered who this
girl might be. But | knew that now we
were together | would soon learn, so
curbed my impatience and asked no more
questions.

“ Well,” she went on, “ since you are
here and .safe, we will go on to the
castle. And while we walk along you
must tell me all about it. | know your
name of course, from hearing it spoken

it?” |

above. But what really brought you
here? Was your ship wrecked?”
“ It was.” And then | related all that

had befallen the Otter, and my own sur-
prise at seeing her on the rock, and then
at not seeing her at all.

“ 1 was just as much surprised to see
you,” she said, “ but | had a secret to
keep, and dared not meet you openly.
'There are prying eyes in the village.
Now tell me just how you got away
from them.”
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m 1 found your note,” | answered.
“ Did you know you told me to do the
most dangerous thing possible?”

How ?”

" Why, to remove my tent. What was
your idea in that?”

“In the first place | could not go
through your sleeping apartment at
night. And in the second place, when
the time arrived for you to come here,
the fact that you left your tent without
being seen would surely lead to a com-
plete exploration of the spot where it was
pitched and the discovery of the pass-
age.”

" True.
side again—not while |

But you could not go out-
was on the

island. Two armed men guarded me all
night.”

" <—oh! i didn't know that,” she
said. “ I'm glad you came without be-
ing asked.”

So there was nothing supernatural
about her after all. She was just a
beautiful flesh and blood girl taking big
chances l'or some reason or other, but

not wishing to rush into unnecessary
danger.
"N o matter,” | commented. ‘‘Whether

1 would have obeyed your command or
not, the thing was taken out of my
hands. The wind blew the tent away. |
needed no excuse for the change, as Hug-
gers had told me that | was to go with
him in the ship in three days, and |
needed only a temporary shelter.”

< Well, what did you do? ”

" 1 slung the tent between two trees.
1 found an iron bar, and carried it to the
tent without anybody seeing it, and to-
night, or last night, or lastlweek some
time, 1 don’'t know when in this place,
1 hit the two guards with the bar,
cracked both their skulls, | think, took
their revolvers, squeezed through the
hole, and here I am.”

Something of a feat, I'm sure. You
see now the fact that your tent was at
a distance from the cave will not draw
their attention to it.”

“I'm afraid you are too sanguine.
Heretofore they have had no incentive
to explore the cave. But they now have
a mysteriously escaped prisoner to look
for.”

Ye*,

" The

that is true.” she said soberly.
situation is most dangerous
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here.” 1 went on. “T would advise an
immediate departure.”

She stopped in the tunnel, flashed her
eyes and the lantern at me at the same
time, and laughed bitterly.

“ You don’t think I am here for fun?”
" “ 1 was wondering,” | replied, “ what
you were here at all for.”

“You will learn,” she said. “ | came
willingly enough, and am still here be-
cause | can't get away.”

“ Are you an American?” | inquired.

“No. | don't really know what |
am. My father is an English gentleman.

My mother was a Norwegian. | was born
in Christiania.”

“ Does this island belong to Nor-
way? ”

“ No. This island belongs to me.”

The exclamation of surprise | could
not suppress was scarcely out of my
mouth when another followed it. Round-
ing a turn in the tunnel we came almost
suddenly upon what might have been
the great hall of one of the old-time
feudal castles.

And in the center of it under a
swinging lamp, a man reclined on a cot.

CHAPTER XIV.

Mildred’'s story.

“

Father,” spoke the girl tenderly,
stepping up to the recumbent figure.
“ this is Captain Merrill, who was. as |
told vou, a prisoner of our unwelcome
tenants.”

The man turned a handsome face to-
ward me, and held out his hand weakly.

“ Pardon me for a seeming incordial-
ity,” he said. “ | have been injured in
reaching here. | welcome you just the
same, and congratulate you on your es-
cape—if you have escaped. And perhaps
we are a little selfish in our congratu-

lations, for we were sadly in need of
company, Mildred and I. Is that not
so, Mildred?”

“In need of company and a good
many other things. Do you know where
you are, Captain Merrill?”

“ Well—as nearly as | can get at if,
in an enchanted cave.”

“You are sixteen fathoms below the
surface of the channel between two
islands.”
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“ More enchanting still. 1 have been
as low, but in a submarine.”

“ A boat, you mean. But you had the
freedom of the sea, and we are prison-
ers,” she reminded me.

“ It is night,” 1 said.
sleep? ”

“ 1 usually visit Faljford in the night.”

“ But why do you visit it at all? What
I- Faljord to you?”

“ My only inheritance. If you are
not too weary, and are interested. |
will tell you the history of these islands.”

“ Weary? With such a treat before
me? How can you suggest such a
thing?

“ Give the captain some cakes and
wine and a cigar,” said Mr. Symes.

“ Don’t you

& Pardon me, captain. I'm going to
sleep.”
While 1 sipped the wine the girl sat

down beside me on a long bench.

“ My grandfather’'s name.” she began,
“was Olaf Bjorgasson. At one time he
was very influential in the affairs of
Norway, being a member of the l.ag-
thing, which, you probably know, is the
higher house of the Storthing.

“ Away back— long years ago— his an-
cestors had been, | suppose, not exactly
pirates or robbers, but those were the
days when might made right, and the
rude strong men of that time did not
look at things as we do now. Anyway,
whatever they were, they controlled these
inlands. | will show you.”

She rose, went to a rudely made cabi-
]et. and brought me a paper.

“ This is a chart of my domain,” she
said with a light laugh in which 1 could
detect a tinge of bitterness. “ Here, you
see, is Faljford. Here is Najoid. We
are between the two, but nearer Najoid.
And the islands are so situated and the
mouth of the tunnel on Najoid is so
much larger and lower than on Faljford.
that there is always a current of air
providing ventilation. Then there are
other islands, as you see. some acres in
extent, and some mere rocks.

“ Now to return to history.

“ It seems that these old Norse Kings
of the sea used the harbors of these
islands, especiallv the big one between
the horns on Faljford. as shelter for
their ships. Possibly because they dared
not go to the mainland, possibly be-
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cause it saved them time. Anyway they
did. and their motives need not bother
us.

“ One of my grandfather’'s ancestors,
who seemed to be sort of a big chief
among these men, somehow obtained a
feudal tenure of these islands—the en-
tire group, although he seems to have
done nothing toward improving them in
any way.

“ After that from father to son the
papers confirming the tenure were hand-
ed down, and each one seemed to have
done nothing except one, 1 don't know
which, who saw a possible outlying fort-
ress for his country, or a refuge, or
something, and having discovered this
submarine passage connecting two of
the islands had a secret door built at the
Faljford end.

“Why he did not close the entire
mouth of the tunnel | don’t know, unless
the purpose was to leave opening enough
for a complete circulation of air. if that
was the case it has served you— us— well
to-day.

“As | said in the beginning, my
grandfather was quite a prominent man
if all | understand is true, and being a
poor one as well, had the tenure con-
firmed again, to establish forever the
title.

“ His plan was to people the islands
with sturdy, but poor folk, let them have
land at a small rental, and establish a
little domain of his own over which he
would be the master, magistrate, chief.

“ He got as far. as bringing a few
families to one of the other large islands,
where they still are. They are rather a
stupid lot, and care no more about what
goes on in Faljford than they care what
is done in London. -

“ But my grandfather enjoyed the
hunting and fishing, and | spent many
pleasant weeks here with papa and

grandfather, and so came to learn of
this tunnel. It is not a remarkable form-
ation, for the islands and rocks along

the coast of Norway 'can show many
peculiar freaks of nature as singular as
this.

“ My grandfather never lived here,
never built a house, but his old Norse
nature took a liking to this cavern so fat-
under the sea, and he had it rudely fitted
up, as you see.
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" My mother was Iris only child, and
when he died the islands became hers.
But | saw little of them during her life-
time because we were in London— papa
in business, and | at school.

But when mama died, father and 1
both thought of the islands.- As 1 was
another only child they were mine. Our
idea was something like my grandfath-
er's, and we went to Christiania, there
to fit out an (expedition to begin the
settlement. But we thought we had bet-
ter come over first and examine the place,
having heard rumors that bad men had
settled here. \Ve came in a small
yacht, with only two sailors.

“ We landed on Najtrid at night, and
the two sailors took the boat to roast
around Faljford and see what had been
done.

" They never came back. Whether
Huggers and his terrible crew- captured
them or not. we don’t know. They may
have discovered what a crowd we had to
contend with, and deserted.

" Before we landed my father, who
is not a very good sailor, fell down the
hatch and hurt his spine. And now we
are prisoners.

“ Is it not like a story out of a book?
1 am veritably a queen and yet a pris-
oner in my own domain. And you—"

mWell—and 1?” | asked with curi-
osity.

" Are the knight who lias come to
deliver me.”

And then this remarkable girl laughed
again.

CHAPTER XV.

INTRUDERS.

Bv this time, although 1 had been
greatly interested in the story of Mil-
dred Symes, 1 was a very sleepy knight
indeed.

“ 1 have about exhausted my Sir Gala-
had,” said Miss Symes, with another of
her musical laughs. “ | don’'t suppose
you really enjoyed waiting in that dark
tunnel so many hours?”

“1 have had more hilarious experi-

ences.” | answered. “ But is it day oi
night?”

Oh, it makes no difference here. No
daylight can get in here. And that is



A SUBMARINE ENCHANTMENT.

one thing that worries me. What shall
we do if our oil gives out?”

“ Has the end nearly been reached?”

“ It is almost in sight. | am not a
widow, and no miracle can continue to
keep my cruse supplied.”

“I1f we remain here long we must
supply the miracle—somehow,” | told
her. “ But, as you wisely remarked,. |
am rather sleepy, and | know you must
be.- There are many questions | want
to ask to which the answers would be
most interesting. But if | begin we shall
talk a week. | suggest that we sleep and
continue our conversation in the morn-
ing, or night, or whenever it is we wake
up.”
<A good suggestion.
yonder.”

She pointed to a dark arch in the wall
of the great cathedral-like cavern, and
peering into it I managed to make out
a small apartment, furnished a little bet-
ter, | thought, than the larger one.

Is that the guest-chamber? ” | asked.

“ It used to be mine when the hunt-
ing. parties came here.”

“Then | will not deprive you of it
notv. | see there are plenty of bunks,
and | will remain here with your father.
I'll get the run of the place. Don't
fear. It's a hard matter to lose a sailor.”

“The map of the entire cavern is
here,” she said, pointing to a well-drawn
chart hanging against the rock wall.

Examining this, after she had gone to
her room, | found the large cavern to
be merely the center of a number of
smaller ones, and not far from the open-

\our room is

ing on Najoid.
Too weary to pursue ray inquiries
further, | threw myself on a bunk and

slept soundly for hours.

When | awoke the aroma of coffee
assailed my nostrils. A small table was
set, and Miss Symes was busying her-
self getting breakfast.

“ So, Sir Knight, you arc awake,”
she said. *“ Sleep well?”
“ Like a brick. But where did you

make this coffee? ”

“ Well, in other days we had a small
oil-stove in here. But as the current of
air trends toward Faljford, 1 fancied
the odor of cooking might reach the
cave. In other days it didn't matter.
But now, when the men are so near, it

9 A
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was dangerous. So | carried the stove
outside.”

“ 1 think I'll stroll out and see what
your Najoid looks like.”

“ Well, when you return please bring
in that pot on the stove and turn off the
flame.”

I walked some distance on an almost
level floor and then began to ascend.
After the journey from Faljford the
walk to Najoid seemed insignificant.

1 found the island to be more level
and yet better wooded than the larger
one. The shore facing Faljford rose
in cliffs that cut off all view from the
larger island of what might be taking
place on Najoid or beyond. Almost at
the entrance to the tunnel an old oil-
stove was burning, and on it stood an
iron pot.

Curiosity got the better of me and I
lifted the cover. In it were fresh mack-
erel and potatoes.

" Pretty good for castaways,” |
to myself.

Turning off the flame | took the pot
and hurried down to the castle, temple—
home— whatever one might call it. Here
another surprise greeted me. On the
table were white bread, fresh butter, and
milk. Sugar, of course.

“ A Lucullian feast!” |
“ But how do you do it?”

“ 1 buy these things from the Nor-
wegians,” she answered.

” But if you can communicate with
them so easily why can’t they take you
to Christiana?”

“ They sav they have no boats that
could travel that far. We are a good
many miles—eight hundred, at least,
from the mainland. Their boats are
just to fish in around here. These peo-
ple are not like the #ld Norsemen.”

We drew the rude stools to the table,
Mildred first helping her father, who
could not leave his cot. Then we two,
facing each other as though we were at

said

exclaimed.

home or in a restaurant, ate heartilv,
and | do not remember a meal that
Tasted so good.

“ Now. Miss Symes,” | said, “ what

are you going to do? You can't re-
main here forever. What are your plans
—if you have any?”

“ 1 have wishes—hut no plans by
which to carry them out.”
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“ And what are those wishes?"

“To reach Christiana, to raise a
force, and come here to claim my own.”

“ The first—and only difficult thing
is to reach Christiana.”

“ Exactly.”

“ Now tell me why you risk going to
Faljford.”

“ All the ships that come this way

pass on that side. | go when Huggers
is away in the hope of signaling a pass-
ing vessel.”

“You are
young woman.”

“ 1 am no different from others. But
I am placed in remarkable circum-
stances.”

“ 1 am wisely answered, but 1 insist
that you arc different from others. You
are more—"

She shot me a warning glance. 1 sup-
pose there was warmth enough in my
manner to make her think | was going

certainly a remarkable

to say “ beautiful,” which 1 was.

“ Courageous.” | ended with.

She nodded. “ That's better than |
expected,” she said.

At last | could smoke again. Mr.

Svmes had cigars and plenty of matches.
Standing against the wall was a rifle and
fowling-piece.
* Suppose
thing,” | suggested.
the rifle on Faljford?”
“ No. The distance is too great, the
town is on the opposite side, and there
is a mountain between you and it. In
the woods, especially on the hill, you
will find plenty of wolves, bear— the
little brown bear, deer, and lynx. There
are no inhabitants on Najoid, so you
have nothing to fear.”
| selected a gun. took a small quan-
tity of ammunition, and after receiving
the good wishes of Mr. Symes and Miss
Svmes for my success, | sallied forth.
The air was as salubrious as one could

| go take a shot at some-
“ Will they hear

wish. Not fearing Huggers and his
gang. | trod the ground like a King.
And wasn’'t | a knight?

It was early morning. | could tell

that from the position of the sun and
my watch, which, though it kept good
time, could not tell me in the cave
whether it was night or day.

| first shot a wolf, which | left where
it was. | wanted game to eat. After
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some time a deer crossed my path and
1 brought it down. In no hurry | slung
the carcass across mv shoulder and
walked back to the cave.

At the entrance of the big chamber |
paused, horror-struck. Miss Svmes was
held fast in the arms of one of Hug-
gers’'s men, while another was tying Mr.
Symes with ropes.

CHAPTER XVI.
GREETING A VISITOR.

Notwithstanding the training that
comes with service in the United States
navy. | felt a tightening sensation at
my heart.

As yet none of the four knew of my
approach. The backs of the two scoun-
drels were toward me. Mr. Symes was
lieing bound so thatl he could look only-
upward, and Mildred was making such a
desperate fight that she could look no-
where except at her assailant.

A strange wild feeling came over me.
Hating Huggers as | had before, and
his whole dastardly crew, that hate
dwindled into insignificance compared to
what | now felt toward the man whose
sacrilegious hands were laid with vio-
lence on Mildred Symes.

For in that moment it suddenly flashed
upon me that here was the girl | loved.

A life at sea. visiting every port, see-
ing beautiful women of all nations, had
left me thus far loveless. But here, in
a romantic and dangerous situation, this
brave and lovely girl appealed to my
emotions as none other had ever done.

Under certain stress and circumstances
love takes a plunge when it would in
smoother times loiter on the way. It
was so with me.

Yet | knew | must not act as might
one of the knights of old. and bawl out
my threats and challenges, only to be
shot down. This knight of a submarine
castle must be warv— cautious— remorse-
less.

| crept back a few paces out of sight,
and carefully deposited the deer with-
out making a noise. Then, with my
rifle ready, | crept with light footsteps
toward the cavern again.

“ 1 think my beauty will make the
boss a fine wife.” said the fellow who
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had Mildred in his arms. “ But it won't
hurt if | take a kiss first. He'll never
know.”

“ Brute! scoundrel! Let me go!” |1

heard Mildred gasp. “ Oh, there is a
man—a real man—if he was only here!”
“ Give me the kiss,” the fellow cried

roughly.
He never got that Kiss.
“ 1 am here,” | said stepping forward,

and clubbing the rifle 1 brought the
butt down on his head with crushing
force.

With a half-uttered curse he sank
to the floor, blood streaming from his
scalp.

I did not wait even an instant to see
the effect of my blow. | knew what it
would be. And | saw the other fellow
turning in surprise and something like
fear to find out the cause of the inter-
ruption.

I swung the rifle again and whacked
him in the temple. He had already
drawn his revolver, and as he keeled
over under the side blow, it was dis-
charged by the spasmodic action of his
fingers, the bullet flattening against the
wall of rock.

Both men now lay unconscious, and
| turned to Mildred. She stood there
looking— rather staring—at me, her

whole frame shaking and trembling, and
rigid with terror.

“ Captain ! ” she murmured.

“ Mildred, my dear girl,” | said,
“you have had an ugly experience. 1
am glad | came back in time.”

“ You saved me from—you saved me—
from him.” She spoke half hysterically,
pointing to her late assailant who lay-
bleeding at her feet.

“And | will save you from the rest
if God spares my life,” | said.

“ He did. not hurt you, did he?” 1
added, turning my rifle round. “ If he
did—a bullet—"

“ No; not here—not now,” she begged,
touching my arm. “ We've work to do.”

She pointed to her father. | stepped
to his side, and with my knife cut the
knot that had been tied, and then began
to unwind the rope instead of cutting
it in pieces, for I had use for it. Mil-
dred stood on the other side and helped
me. The injured man lay and watched
us, breathing hard.
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When we were taking off the last laps
of rope Mildred’'s hands touched mine.
They rested for a moment where mine
were close to them. Color came back to
her face, and she looked me unflinch-
ingly in the eyes.

“ My God, Merrill,” said Mr. Sym.es,
“ what would we have done without you
— Millie and 1? Merrill, if 1 am Kkilled
before we get out of this, | want you to
promise to take care of Millie.”

“ With my life! With all mv
if she will let me.”

“ Ah,” he breathed. “ The man!”

1 led her away, for by this time she
was almost fainting.

“1 am not so brave after all,”
murmured, as she sank on a bench.

“ You are, dear; hut few could go
through this experience as you have.
You heard what | said before to your

life—-

she

father. | meant it, but this is no time
for love-making. | will simply say |
love you. May | say that?

She breathed harder.

“ Yes,” she whispered.

“ Then one—for a voucher— I'll take
the kiss that fellow didn’'t get.”

1 kissed her, and the kiss was re--
turned.
“ Now,” | said, pulling myself to-

gether to face the situation that lay be-
fore us. “ we must get busy. First I'll tie
these fellows so that when they return
to consciousness, if they ever do, they
will be harmless. Then I'll take a look
up the tunnel.”

1 used the rope | had taken from Mr.
Symes, and trussed the men together,
splicing them with their heads touch-
ing, but their bodies apart, and fas-
tening the rope, of which there was
plenty, >around their necks so that if they
struggled to release each other they
would surely strangle themselves. Nei-
ther one could raise a hand to his head
without tightening the rope around his
neck.

"Have you a pistol?” | asked Mil-
dred. who had recovered some of her
nerve.

She shook her head.

It will be remembered that | had
taken two revolvers from the two fel-
lows | had struck down when | escaped
from the tent. | now handed her one of
them.
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“ You know how to shoot,” | told her,
- now if either o+ these fellows tries to
get free, and that harness I've put on

doesn't seem to work, put a bullet
through his head. This isn’'t going to turn
into a prayer-meeting, and there is no
Red Cross sympathy to be wasted on
such cattle. \Ve are going to get out
of here, and in safety.”

“1I'll do it,” she said calmly.

| lit the same lantern she had used,
and making sure the rifle was loaded |
started up the tunnel slope.

“Is it a*-straight road? No divid-
ing places? ”

“ None,” she answered. “ It leads
straight to the cave.”

I met no one on the way. It seemed
a terrible climb, and | marveled at the
girl making it alone. But | finally

reached the small opening.

| turned down the lantern-flame, and
hid in a recess in the wall. Then | wait-
ed. It seemed hours before anything hap-
pened. Then suddenly a light gleamed
in the opening.

First a hand, bearing a lantern, was
thrust through. Then a face appeared,
looking weird and wicked in the lantern-
light. Next the entire head was thrust
in. Then the squirming and twisting 1
had gone through was performed.

I waited until the fellow was through
to the waist. Then taking steady aim

| fired. The report of the rifle echoed
and reechoed along the walls. The lan-
tern fell. | picked up my own and went

to see what | had done.
The fellow hung half way through
the opening, shot through the head.

CHAPTER XVII.
THE GI'ARDIAX OK THE GATE.

| had been in sea-fights, and if a shot
from the ship 1 was on, or of which i
was in command, carried another vessel
to the bottom at the cost of so many
lives, it was all in the fortunes of war.
and the battle went on. But | had never
before been in a position when | had to
shoot a man in cold blood, and | confess
the feeling that came over-me when 1
saw the drooping head of the fellow |
had killed was not pleasant.

| knew he was a scoundrel, and at the
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bidding of Jim Huggers would have
cut my throat without blinking. Never-
theless the feeling was there.

There was not, however, room for
sentiment. | hud not only my own life
to preserve, but the life of a helpless
man. and the life, and more, of a beau-
tiful girl—one whom now | loved. -No
lives, i resolved, should stand between
them and safety if | had to commit
assassination in the dark.

1 tried to peer beyond the opening
to see if there were others in the cave,
but the body of the desperado was so
jammed 1 could not find an- opening
large enough to enable me to see past it.

I had in a vest-pocket a pencil. When
1 landed on Faljford | had possessed a
fountain pen. But this had vanished
in some way. | also possessed a small

note-book. Turning up the lantern |
wrote on a leaf of the note-book as
follows:

J 1M HCCIGKRS :

There are more of us than you think.
The two men you sent in are dead, and
this makes the fifth to feel my hand.
You and your gang enter here at your
peril You will be killed one by one
as this- one was.

Merrill, u, s. N.

Tearing this leaf out of the book I
tucked it into the pocket of the' dead
man’s coat so the end of it could he
seen.

| waited a few minutes longer, but as
no one came to remove the body, | took
up the lantern and returned to the cen-

tral cavern.

| found Mildred standing with an oil-
can in her hand, and an anxious look
on her white face.

i; Captain ! ” she gasped. ‘A terrible

catastrophe has occurred.”

“What is it, Mildred?” | asked.

“ 1 was about to fill the lamps, which
would take about all the oil we had,
when one of the men moved and I>c
gan to curse, which frightened, me so

that 1 spilled it—spilled it all. Oh,
what a clumsy thing | ami What shall
we do? You spoke of performing a

miracle to keep up the supply of oil
What is it?”

” The accident amounts to nothing,
my dear girl.” | told her. “ only | don't
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like to leave you alone. | have jus-
shot a man—up there.”

“ In the tunnel? ”

“ Half-way through the opening. 1
left him sticking there.”

“ Are—are those men secure?”
asked, pointing at the prisoners.

| made sure they were.

“ Then give me the rifle—but here
is my own. You may need yours. Now
the worst thing that could happen to
us would be to have no light. We simply
must have light.”

slu

“We'll have some kind of a light.
F don't know how it will work with
wicks.”

"Fish-oil?"

" Cod.”

| chose a pole and tackle.

" Where is the boat in which you go
to buy your stuff from the islanders?”

" If, when you emerge from the tun-
nel on Najoid, you turn to the right, you

will find a little cove. The boat is
there.”
"Are there mussels along the rocks?”
" Plenty.”

The boat | found was a miserable af-
fair, not fit even for Mildred to go
among the islands. But | soon had some
mussels, and, rowing out. began fishing
for cod. In an hour | had three large
enough for my purpose.

I was no adept in the art of extract-
ing the oil from the livers. But | man-
aged. after trying one method and an-
other, of getting quite a quantity, but
not clear and pure as it is in the mar-
ket. However, it was oil.

| returned, and not believing that the
thick mass would rise through a wick, 1
unscrewed the burner of a lamp, filled
the bowl with the stuff, and made a
float through which | put a wick to keep
the flame from the oil. 1 lit this and
it gave off a flame, but also an uncom-
fortable amount of smoke.

“ Anyway we can have oil.” .1 said,
“and if | can Kill off our enemies at
the rate of five a day we won't need it
long.”

I noticed that the same man who had
startled Mildred was cursing and trying
to burst his bonds.

“ Here, vou,” | cried, giving him a
kick. “ none of that unless you want a
bullet in vou. What's your name?”
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" What the—"

1 kicked him again.

I' What's vour name?”

" Ben Hake.”

" Now. Ben Hake, how did you dis-
cover the opening to this tunnel?”

" Me searched all Faljford and knew
there must be another way for you to
leave. We found the tunnel. Darn
the tunnel. _ 1 wish we hadn’t found it.”

"1 wish so, too. Now, what is the
intention of Huggers?”

" Orders was to shoot you on sight.”

" How generous. Now what do you
suppose he would do with Mr. Symes
and Miss Symes? ”

Kill the old man and carry off the
gal. He's wild enough for anything
since you clipped the two guards.”

" Did | kill them?”

Might as well. Neither ain’t spoke

Now.” and | turned to Mildred.
" we've got to do something at once. If
we only could be sure of that passage I'd
try to get my cutter.”

" Captain,” broke in Mr. Symes, " it
is abhorrent to me to lie here so per-
fectly useless and dependent on you and
Mildred. | ought to be of some use.
()f course | can't get up and walk
around, hut it's only my back. | can
use my hands and eyes. Suppose vou
get my cot up there by the opening,
place me face down so | can shoot, and
give me a rifle. 1 can guard that tunnel
as well as anybody.”

Mildred gasped, and looked at me
with a face deadly white. 1 hesitated.
It meant much to us if lie could.

"But, Mr. Symes,” | objected, “ that
is putting a terrible task on a sick man.”

"I'm not a sick man. I merely
sprained my back. I'll be all right soon.
1 insist. That will give you all your

time to plan and work. | am doing it
for my own good as well as yours.”

It was so settled. \\Ve lifted him from
the cot, and | carried it to the spot from
where | had fired. The body was still
crowded in the opening. Then with the
assistance of Mildred and myself her
father chose his own position as a
marksman. | left him 'the lantern, a
rifle, and some ammunition.

" If you have occasion to shoot—if a
live head shows itself,” 1 said, “ shoot
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quick and shoot with the express intent
of killing.”

“1 will; you can be sure of that,”
he answered as we left him.

CHAPTER XVIII.

A DESPERATE CHAXCE.

“ Now, my dear girl,” | said to Mil-
dred, after we had returned to the great
central cavern, “ we've got to get right
down to soil and dig. There's no use
trying to hold out here any longer.”

“ | see neither a way to hold out nor
to get away,” she answered, something
like a sob escaping her. “ The oil is
gone, and we can't live with all the
lamps like this one. And Muggers is
sure to get us sooner or later.”

“ It is a sure thing,” | admitted, ” that
Huggers won't sail now till he does get
us. We might leave here, and take
refuge among the few peasants, hut as
soon as he learned we had left this place
he would scour every island in the group.
He would surely discover us. And we
could never find a better place than this
to fight him from, and this has about
outlived its usefulness.”

"* You think that— What do you really
think?”

“ 1 think this : Huggers did not believe
in your existence because he never had

seen you. But then he did not know of
the existence of the tunnel. Having
learned of the tunnel, he will believe

and the reports of your beautv will make
him mad to have you at any price of
life among his men.
s*“ He will not know of any secret door
at the Faljford end of the tunnel, and
will see only the small opening as 1 did.
This will prove to him tnat tlure is an-
other entrance somewhere. He will be-
gin his search, if he has not already
done so, on this side of the Faljford
mountain. Having satisfied himself that
there is no tunnel opening there, he will
start a systematic search for the Najoid
end, and will find it. | actually believe
Huggers is a madman. But he is no
fool. And his men obey him like
whipped dogs. *

“ Suppose he does find this end of the
tunnel. We are then in his power.”

“ 1 know it. I know it.” she repeated.
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“ But what can we do? You and |
cannot go to the other islands and leave
papa guarding the tunnel.”

” No, that is quite true. We must plan
to help him as well as ourselves. There
is nothing to do that | can see, hut to
trv what | had thought of, and given
up.

"What was that?”

“ Before your note came | thought of
trying to steal my cutter and skipping
out.”

" Why didn't you?

* For two—three reasons. One was
that there was little possibility of mv se-
curing the cutter while | was a prisoner
on Faljford. Another was, that if |
did succeed in getting away with the
cutter, a steam or motor launch from the
ship might overtake me. And the
third—"

" Well, the third ?”

“ 1 wanted to see you.”

“ And yet, after these three reasons
had caused you to drop that plan you
now think of going hack to it again5
Why? ”

“ Because | am no longer a prisoner
on Faljford, hut for the moment a free
man below the bottom of the sea. |
have your little boat, if it deserves the
name, and can row late at night into the
cove and get my cutter. And again. |
have seen you. Not only that, but I
have you. And in answer to the other
objection, we might just as well run the
risk of being caught by the launch from
the ship as being caught in here.”

She looked at me anxiously, dubiously.

” Your arguments are almost unan-
swerable.” she said. *“ But suppose we
fail.”

"Are we going to succeed here? You
just said yourself that you saw no wav
out.”

“True. | see none. | must leave it
to your judgment. It all seems to de-
pend on your getting safely back here
with the cutter.”

“1 hope to do that. If | am away
too long—don't worry for a while—
hut if the time seems so long that it ap-
pears certain that | have failed, vou
must guard this end of the tunnel.
Shoot any man who appears except me.
of course. The deer | Kkilled will give
vou food for a while.”



A SUBMARINE ENCHANTMENT.

“ But— but—if you are away too long
I shall know—shall know—you are
killed.”

She flung her arms around mv neck
and burst into tears. .

“ There, there, brave little woman,” 1
said, kissing her, “ this won't do just
when you need the most nerve. You
must brace up. | must leave you full
of that courage you had before | came.
| fear my arrival was a bad thing for
vou. It has brought about all this
trouble.”

.“ Oh, don't say thatDon't say that.
Even if we die together | have had your
love for a little time, and that is some-
thing.”

I managed to get her calmed some-
what, and then even cheerful.

“1 think I'll fix up that deer for
you,” | told her. “ Outside in this cold
atmosphere it will keep a long while.
And we'll have a good meal before I
go. There is plenty of time.”

| skinned the deer, cut it up conveni-
ently for her. and then we cooked some
of it over the oil-stove.

It never seemed to be real night, and
I had to wait till about two o’clock in
the morning before | started. | had
made a visit to Mr. Symes, carrying him
his supper.

I was not surprised to find the man
I had shot had been removed.

“ Did you see anybody?” | asked.

“ No, they kept out of sight while
they dragged him in,” was the reply.

The next question was what to do
with the two men we had inside.

“ I've got a scheme.” | announced to
Mildred. “ We'll drag them up and
place them in front of your father, and
tell him to .shoot them if they try to
escape.”

She nodded, and we struggled up the
long steep incline first with one, then
the other. | secured the ropes again and
told Symes to shoot if they moved.

1 also explained what | was going to
do.

When it came time for me to leave,
Mildred’'s nerve gave way again. 1
kissed her and tried, to cheer her.

“ It is like—like bidding farewell to
somebody who is to be hanged,” she

said.
| laughed at this, and untwining her
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arms from around my neck, stepped .into
the little boat and rowed away.

It was but a short row to Faljford,
and though the tunnel had seemed of
almost interminable length, it took me
only a few minutes to row around the
island to the cove. There, to my de-
light. was my cutter, just as | had left
itt, and no one in sight to prevent me
from sailing away in her to the rescue
of the girl 1 loved.

CHAPTER XIX.
A RACE FOR LIFE.

Erated as | was over my success thus
far, and the fact that the cutter was just
as | had left her, | did not rush in rash-
ly to take possession of it. | lay at the
mouth of the cove for several minutes
in the little rowboat.

1 thought there might be men lying
in wait for me. But no one appeared,
and | rowed in, being careful not to
bump one boat against the other.

1 cautiously hauled up the anchor of
the cutter, which | had found in the
water, though 1| had thrown it on the
rocks, and'then, placing it in the small
boat, rowed out of the cove hauling the
cutter after me.

1 wished to get some distance from
the cove and place some high land be-
tween me and any possible observer be-
fore 1 raised the sail.

I might have towed the cutter all the
way to Najoid for that matter, it was
so short a distance, but then if | was
pursued | would surely be caught. There
was a good sailing breeze, and with can-
vas up | would have a living chance.

When 1 was well out to sea | hauled
alongside the cutter and boarded her.
It took but a moment to raise the sail,
and soon, with the small boat in tow, I
was bounding along at a good rate of
speed.

T glanced behind toward Faljford,
and then my heart almost stopped beat-
ing. For, crawling along in the shadow
of the cliffs, was a launch. From the
lack of noise | concluded its power was
electric, which of course would be just
the thing for liuggers to use in any
pirate work.

In an instant | knew whv the launch
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skulked along in this fashion. It was
the purpose of her. crew not only to
capture me, but to have me lead them
to the other end of the tunnel. This |
was resolved not to do.

I cut loose the small boat. and. re-
lieved of this incubus, the cutter shot
ahead. The wind was strong, and with
Hhe lee rail almost under water, she
scudded along as if she knew my life-
depended on her speed.

I did not head toward Najoid at all.
but turned toward a small rocky island
on which there was one tree. The crew
of the launch, evidently divining that
I had discovered them, now put on all
power and it became veritably a race
for life.

The launch made no more noise than
the cutter, and with the wash of the
waves, the knowledge that capture
meant sure death to me, and a horrible
captivity to Mildred, a grimness settled
clown on me, and | began to jockey my
boat to get all the speed out of her |
could.

I rounded the little island on the lee
side, and then ran round the windward
side of another, almost similar.

| wanted, if possible, to draw my
pursuers on to destruction on the rocks.
But | had at the same time the safety
of my own boat to think of.

My mind was torn with the thought
of what would happen to Mildred if
these miscreants captured me. For my-
self | knew it would be death, and deatli
only.

Huggers bv this time was. 1 conjee-
tured, in a condition of exasperated mad-
ness. | could face my own fate if it
became necessary, but my reason almost
left me when | thought of Mildred in
the clutches of the greatest blackguard
the sea knew.

| almost prayed to the cutter to take
on more speed, yet | knew that in the
nature of things the launch must surely
win in the end.

If | could only keep on till her bat-
teries gave out 1 would have the better
of them. I could leave them drifting, or
at best rowing, but meven then 1 would
not dare go to Najoid and the cavern
until thev had wearied of the chase and
returned to Faljford. And this they
would not do until forced by hunger.
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In and out among the islets | sailed,,
and at each turn 1 could .see the launch
always, it seemed to me, a little the
gainer.

It was light enough for me to see, and
had this been anything but a race for
life | would have enjoyed the danger
and the wild boat ride among the rocks
and lletween beautiful islands, some
lofty and crowned with trees, others low
and seemingly of tilled land. Here and
there | caught glimpses of a house, a
thatched cottage, but no people.

As | rounded the end of an island I
saw the launch coming head on. It had
turned from its course to cut off my re-
treat. | jockeyed again, and permitting
them to get near me, | went about, and
with the wind dead astern, flew like a
bird away from them before they knew
enough to turn the launch.

“ Shoot him,” | heard somebody crv.

“ No, We've got to get him alive.
The boss said so.”

Yesterday he said to shoot him on
sight.”

“ That was when he thought he was
on Faljford. The boss wants to know
how people get in that tunnel from the
other end.”

" \ou can bet this fellow will never
tell you.”
“ You'll see whether he will or not.

I've got secrets out of strong men be-
fore now with a rope around their
necks.”

Voices carry far over the water and
this entire conversation was brought to
me by the wind. It did not make me any
the less anxious to escape ray ugly pur-
suers. But :he fellow was right who
said | would never disclose the position
of the cavern entrance.

My course straight before tire wind
was carrying me out to the open sea.
This, if | had been gaining, would have
been fortunate. But the launch was a
speedy one, and | had only a small main-
sail. Had | a racing rig this story
might have had a different running.

I was armed only with one of the pis-
tols | had taken from the guards of mv
tent, having, as it will be remembered,
given one to Mildred. Yet | hesitated
even to use this.

I had heard that the orders of Hug-
gers were to take me alive. Those or-
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dew had thus far prevented my pursuers
from shooting. | knew, however, that
if 1 opened fire they would respond, and
the live shots | carried would be noth-
ing against the fusillades thev could de-
liver.

I came around again and put for a
group of rocks. Some were really more
than rocks, while others were mere pin-
nacles of stone sticking out of the water.
As | reached this group one of the
party in the launch fired.

I was not hit, and did not know if
he really intended to hit me. But, draw-
ing my pistol, | fired. | heard a vyell
of pain and then a concert of curses.

There was more firing. | emptied my
revolver, and without knowing what
damage 1 had inflicted, realized that 1
was completely at their mercy.

I ran in among the little islands,
recklessly keeping at full speed, but
the launch was still gaining. | knew that
in another quarter of an hour 1 would
be killed or captured.

| saw clear water ahead, and the high
formation of the islands just then hid
the pursuing launch from view. | seized
a painter and lashed the tiller. Heading
the cutter for the open water and letting
her go her way, | plunged headlong into
the sea.

CHAPTER NX.

THE LEDGE Of ROCK.

Near the spot where | had taken my
headlong dive, there was a rock of pe-
culiar formation. It was quite barren,
rising almost precipitously from the sea.
not very high, but with a tide-worii ledge
running part way around it.

I swam as rapidly as | could toward
this rock; and, not daring to land on
it on the side toward the channel through
which the launch would pass, | swam
part way around. | had just managed
to crawl onto the ledge, which was not
more than a foot and a half wide at
any place, and crouched there while the
launch passed.

“ We've got the rascal now.” | heard
one voice say. “ Shoot him.”

“ 1 don't see him,” said another.

“ He's down in the boat. We’'ll catch

him anvwav.”
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After they had gone, | flattened my-
self out on the ledge, and got in a po-
sition from which | could watch their
chase of the empty boat.

It has often been written that a stern
chase is a long one. But that was des-
tined to be untrue its applied to the
chase of the unmanned cutter. Deprived
of a managing hand she plunged, stag-
gered, and faltered. In two or three min-
utes the launch had overtaken her and
steered alongside.

Even ill the night-light— there was no
night blackness in this latitude— 1 could
see the evident discomfiture and per-
plexity of the launch’s crew. Studying
them at my leisure | counted five men.
Whether there had been a sixth or even
seventh, wounded by me and put out of
commission, | could not then tell.

Two men had stepped from the rock-
ing launch into the cutter, the motor had
been stopped, and there seemed to be
some exciting talk. | could see them ges-
ticulating and pointing back to the laby-
rinth of narrow channels through which
| had led them on such a blind chase.

Then after a time the cutter was made
fast to the stern of the launch, and the
latter was headed back toward me.

As 1 said in describing the rock I
was on. the ledge did not extend for its
entire circumference. But it went far
enough round for me to crawl, if they
examined the rock, to such a distance as
would keep me out of their sight.

| had a great desire to hear what they
had to say about my disappearance, and
took some risk in order to do so.

“ It's plain enough,” 1 heard one say.
“ He knew we'd get him. He's gone
and drowned himself to escape Huggers.
Good for him he did. He wouldn’t have
an easy death with the captain.”

Il The King, you mean. Didn't Hug-
gers say to call him king?”

1 King be blowed. Huggers is so
puffed up he thinks he's one of the big*
guns of the earth. W'y, if he ever*
started in the king business he'd land us
all in prison or on the gallows. He’s
cracked.”

“ On that subject, anyway.” said an-
other.

“ Look here,” cried a voice | had not
heard before, speaking sternly. *“ we
ain't here to discuss Jim Huggers. his
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sanity, or anything else. We're here to
get that infernal captain of the United
States navy and find the other end of
that hole in the ground.”

“ For why does he want the other
end of the hole in the ground? Ain't
the captain here—or wasn't he a few
minutes ago? ”

“ There's a reason. Remember the
note we found on the body of Jim
Sickers? It said there was more'n him
in there. The boss believes it. Then re-
member this captain asked about a wom-
and Merrill said he saw, and Sally
Grover said she saw the woman, too. The
boss didn't believe it, but now he does.
He wants this woman and wants to know
where she came from and who she is.”

“ If she’'s good-looking God help her
if she falls into his hands.”

“ Shut up. let's hunt for the cap-'
tain first.”

“ There ain't no use huntin’ dead men
in this tide. It's runnin’ five mile an
hour. Let's hunt for the bloomin’' cave
if he wants it and the woman.”

“ But the captain ftfflay
drowned.”

“ Ho! No, he ain’t drownded, he ain’t
Think he’'s a mermaid? The clothes he
had on would sink a cork. Where d'ye
think he is? Up in a balloon laughin’
at us?”

“ Mavbe he is drowned, after all.”

“ Ain’t no maybe about it. An’ then
these two fellers, Kunkle and Wilf. need
care. The sneak-vat put holes in both
of 'em.”

| felt a little exultation at this. | be-
gan to think | would have to notch my
gun-stock as the old-time American In-
dians did to keep an account of their
victims. Here were two more. That
made seven of the gang gone.

If Providence continued to favor me
I might annihilate the whole .crew, Hug-
gers included, before | got through with
it.

not he

The launch passed on, and after a
while evidently gave up the search, for it
headed toward Najoid.

I was now thoroughly alarmed on
Mildred’s account. As long as Huggers
mpersisted in his unbelief in her existence
she was practically safe from pursuit.
But now that he had awakened to the
fact that she, and perhaps others besides
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myself, occupied the tunnel, he would
make unremitting search until he found
her.

My first thought, rash enough, but
natural enough, too, owing to the love
that .existed between us, was to plunge
in again and swim to her assistance.
But of what aid could | be?

| lay oil the ledge of rock a long time
thinking this over.

If the launch went straight to Najoid,
the natural location of the tunnel’s end,
it would he there before 1 could possibly
reach it. And |1, possibly exhausted
after a difficult swim, and absolutely un-
armed, would be useless against five men.

Moreover. my anxiety, instead of as-
sisting Mildred, might do her harm by
attracting attention to the very thing 1
wished them to overlook—the Naioid
mouth of the tunnel.

And then, if they did discover the
tunnel, and also Mildred, | could not
hope to prevent her being captured, and
would also be captured myself, which
would effectually destroy all hope of
being able to help her.

So, after reaching the conclusion that
just then | wotrlrl do more harm than
good on Najoid. | remained stiff on the
rock and waited.

CHAPTER XXL
MII.DREO XIISSINO.

Mv brief sojourn on Faljford, and
my shorter stay in the submarine cavern,
had taught me nothing 'about the tides.
I found presently that | had taken to the
ledge at low. or nearly low, tide, and
tlie water was now rising.

It soon covered the ledge, and |
clambered to tlie top. | looked toward
Najoid and Faljford, but could see

nothing of the launch. In my anxiety
for Mildred 1| hoped the crew had hur-
ried to Faljford in order to give the two
men | had shot immediate attention.

I did not stop to think—although 1
knew from experience—that men of this
kind are often callous to the suffering
of their fellows when on a quest such as
that in which they were engaged.

| sat on the top of the rock, watching
other rocks around me of less altitude
disappear one by one under water. And
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at last after a few hours the seat | was
occupying began to grow uncomfortable.

It was time to. move. Again making
sure that the launch was nowhere in
sight | slid off easily, and then, taking
my time, swam leisurely, in order to hus-
band my strength as much as possible,
toward Najoid.

It was well | did so. | virtually had
to feel my way. For | remembered
those sharp pinnacles | had seen, but

which were invisible now, having been
submerged by the rising tide. They
might, however, be near enough to the
surface to severely wound me. and pos-
sibly end my swimming. | could tell
where some of the rocks were by the
swirling eddies above them. But a very
sharp point seldom makes much of an
eddy.

I did not feel the exertion, because |
put forth scarcely any. The current set
toward Najoid and about all | had to do
was to keep afloat—no difficult matter.

At last 1| felt the sloping ground of
Najoid under me, and walked ashore.
I was on that side of the island opposite
the tunnel, and walked across it. warily
watching for any signs of the men from
the launch. | passed through one end
of the wooded portion, and saw several
animals 1 could have shot if | had pos-
sessed a gun. .

They seemed to know | was harmless,
for they were surprisingly bold. One
big she-wolf actually stood and seemed
to grin at me. It was just as if she
were sympathizing with the human
wolves on Faljford.

The island was about half a mile
across, and as | approached the clear,
stony place near the tunnel opening I
went slower and more cautiously.

I looked in every direction for some
sign of the launch or its men. but saw
none.

I glanced into the cove where Mildred
had kept the little boat, but the launch
was not there. Nor could | see it any-
where along the beach or off shore.

Feeling hopeful again that the crew
had decided not to land on Najoid. |
rushed into the'tunnel. 1 could not
reach the big cavern quickly enough.
When | arrived there | found it unoccu-
pied.

“ Mildred!

Mildred I'S | called.
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There was no reply.

Almost distracted, | rushed hither and
thither, shouting into the dark, smaller
chambers, thinking she might have heard
my footsteps, mistaken them for an ad-
vancing enemy and was hiding.

But no answer came except the echo
of my own frenzied calling.

1 stood nonplused, disheartened, in
the big chamber, when 1 chanced to
glance at the floor. Again my heart took
to thumping.

A great pool of blood lay in one spot,
and a spattering of the same red fluid was
in another.

They had been there. Mildred had been
surprised and captured. But the blood !
What did that portend?

| tried to tell myself that this was
merely the result of the blows | hat!
given Ben Hake and his companion. But
io, the dried evidence of that encounter
was in another place altogether.

Had Mildred been wounded
fight for liberty?

Or had she used her weapons against
her captors with telling effect? Had she
killed or wounded one or more before she
iilad been overcome?

Almost beside myself, and weak from
horror, | sank on a bench. | knew the
kind of man Jim Huggers was. and my
blood ran icy cold ‘to think of Mildred
being in his power.

It was bad enough to have him seek lo
kill me. But if he determined to make
Mildred his wife it was a thousand times
worse. 1 could scarcely command my
thoughts.

Suddenly 1 awoke to the fact that |
was very cold. The water in my cloth-
ing was freezing. The atmosphere in
he cavern was not calculated to warm
the blood of a man just out of the sea,
so | got up and walked around briskly.

| fancied | heard a noise. | stopped
and started to draw my pistol. Then |
remembered it was empty, and | had no
ammunition for it.

But there were guns.
where they were kept.
"eft.

This was the last straw of proof that
the miscreants had been there.

Then, with a great bound, mv spirits
went up again. Possibly Mildred, firing
from the shelter of some of the pillars,

in her

| looked toward
Not a gun was
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had driven off her assailants and was with
her father at the Faljford end of the tun-
nel.

Filled with this hope, 1 raced the en-
tire length of the tunnel as rapidly as
the steep and slippery incline would per-
mit.

| saw the gleam of Mr. Sytnes's lantern
ahead, and the cot where | had placed it.
When | drew nearer | made out the two
captured men where | had placed them,
and presently | saw Symes himself-lying
face downward with his rifle pointed at
the opening to the cave.

“ Mr. Symes,” | gasped,
seen Mildred?”

“ have you
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" No." lie answered wearily. "1
thought she was safe with you. 1 re-
joiced, being -willing to he left, useless
as 1 am. if by any possibility she could
he saved.”

" Saved” 1 groaned. “ Oh, my
Heaven, saved! She has Iteen captured
and taken to Faljford.”

With a groan his head dropped, the
rifle fell to the floor of the tunnel, and
Ren Hake, who had somehow managed,
unseen by Symes, to wriggle himself
loose, seized the gun and leaped to his
feet.

" Now." lie cried with an oath, “
Have another story to tell.”

we'll

I To ,'V contiiuii'T.)

MIXED COMPANY.

BY JOSEPH

IVERS LAWRENCE.

A Painter in Oils Finds It Necessary, on Ex-
tremely Short Notice, To Dabble in Diplomacy.

EUGENE , CARSON, ill slippers,
pantaloons, and'velveteen jacket,
stood on the cool, breezy roof over his
studio, viewing, with more appreciation
than contempt, the multiform and poly-
chromatic gables, battlements, and chim-
ney-pots of the city about him, until his
pipe held naught save ashes. Then he
quietly descended his Jacob’s ladder into
the warm studio with a half-hearted idea
of resuming his station at the easel.

For an artist he possessed an uncom-
mon sense of order, and he no sooner set
his two soft-slippered feet upon the firm
floor than he perceived that a chair and
a tabouret had been moved during his
brief absence. His glance instantly
swept the rest of the room and paused at
the open door of his sleeping chamber,
which he clearly remembered closing.

Stealthily he tiptoed behind a Jap-
anese screen, and from that covert peeped
into the room. His chiffonier drawers
were all pulled out, their contents lit-
tered the floor, and two strange, unin-
vited visitors busily amused themselves
over his cherished personal effects with a
calm assurance born of fancied security
from interruption.

By a felicitous coincidence Carson was
standing with his back to a decorative
panoply of arms and armor, collected and
arranged with little regard to style or
period, and with commendable presence
of mind he turned and selected from the
array the most modern and business-like
pistol it afforded. It happened to he a
pattern used during the Civil War. but
Carson reflected that a man looking into
the round, staring muzzle of a revolver
is not inclined to be finical as to its age.

The two intruders were deliberately
sorting his jewelry and knickknacks, and
stowing away those which suited their
fancy in their capacious pockets, when
the master of the place advanced toward
them and uttered a mild stage cough.

A clarion blast or cannon-shot could
have had hut little more effect, for the two
men seemed almost to jump out of their
skins, and with the same thought they
started forward and came together in
forcible collision. By that time full ten
seconds had passed and the sedative ac-
tion of the brandished pistol began to as-
sert itself insidiously.

“ Stung!” groaned one of the burglars
disconsolately.
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“ Put up your hands! Quick!" com-
manded Carson.

They obeyed with pathetic humility.

“ What you going to do with us. mis-
ter?" asked the older-looking thief.

“ Search you and then hand you over
to the police, | guess,” answered Carson,
with the sententiousness of suddenly real-
ized power and authority.

“ Oh, don’'t do that, sir,” pleaded the
younger one earnestly. “ This is the first
time either one of us ever tried this game,
sir.  You might know7 that by us getting
caught so easy.”

“ 1 guess you might be tryin' to crack
something yourself if you hadn't eaten
for a day and a night, nor had any place
but a park bench to sleep on,” suggested
the older man.

“ You look pretty hard for first offend-
ers,” said Carson wjth the air of a con-
noisseur in criminality. “ I'll search you
first, anyway. Now, keep your hands
'way up! If you make a single sus-
picious movement I'll shoot.”

With the venerable weapon looking as
menacing as it could, considering its sad
emptiness, the master of the situation
solemnly paraded around his prisoners
like an officer at guard-mount, and from
a position in'- their rear went through
their pockets with the thoroughness and
dexterity of an adept.

His plump wallet (he was a successful
painter) and an assortment of familiar
gewgaws. came back into his possession,
and in addition he collected a penknife,
a couple of pipes! some loose small
change, and an implement which he in-
stinctively took to be a jimmy.

“ 1 have heard,” he said severely.
“ that old hands at this game do not carry-
weapons; that novices are apt to provide
themselves with guns and blackjacks.
Y'ou are .undoubtedly old offenders, both
of you.”

“ Now, look here, mister.” sighed the
older burglar, “ don't go to acting too
hasty : vou're no Sherlock Holmes, you

know. What'd we want to be earnin’
round guns and things for, anyhow?
We're just poor hungry devils. We don't

want to hurt anybody. If you call in the
cops, we'll get sent up, and we'll have to
'sociate with nothing but jailbirds; and
you know yourself that that ain't going
to do us any good. Be a good sport, now,
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and let us off this once; and we'll have
a chance to go on being honest men, likg
we was this morning before we got so
hungry.”

“ H-m, yes— | suppose so,” mused Car-
son. “ You're the huskiest looking starv-
ing men 1 ever saw; and the way vou
must have got by my Yale lock would
make any crook proud of himself. You
two just stand over there in the middle
of the studio, where | can see you, and
I'll get an honest, fair-minded policeman
up here to talk this over.”

“ Say, that's a joke, all right, ain't
it?” laughed the older burglar bitterly.
“ Come, now, mister, just listen here a
second—"

An electric bell rang.

“ What's that? ” asked one of the men
in alarm.

That's my door-bell,” answered Car-
son. ‘'1 have a caller, no doubt, but
don’t think you must go on that account.
| shall be glad to have you meet my
friend.”

He thereupon sidled to a speaking-tube
in the wall and proceeded to talk into it
out of the'eorner of his mouth, while he
kept an eye and the pistol trained upon
the prisoners.

“ Hallo! Who is it? ” he called.
“ It's Marian, -Eugene,” answered a
musical voice; “ I've brought Aunt Dor-

cas to take tea with you.”

Marian Benton was the girl whom
Carson privately regarded as his fiancee,
although he had delayed serving her for-
mal notification of election. He turned
pale and red in rapid alternation as lie
considered the unusual situation.

The girl was uncommonly self-pos-
sessed and courageous, but her aunt was
notoriously hysterical and almost prided
herself upon a precariously weak heart.
It would never do to alarm them too sud-
denly, but something must surely be done
to relieve him of his embarrassing charges
and set matters as straight as possible.

“ Marian.” he said calmly. *“ please
don’t come up just yet. | have visitors—
<r—you see—er—"

“ Oh. I'm very sorry.” replied the girl
a bit stiffly. “ I hope we haven't dis-
turbed you too much—"

“No, no!” cried Carson: *“ listen.
Marian: | don’t want to alarm you or
your aunt, but would you mind asking
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some one to call a policeman? I've a
couple of burglars visiting me.”

“ Oh, my Gawd!” wailed one of the
thieves, and they both started as though
to make a rush upon their captor, but
with all the strength of his thumb he
cocked the ancient and rusty hammer of
the pistol with an impressive click and
menaced the rascals so fiercely that they
fell back in dismay.

The girl at the other end of,the tube
indulged in a hearty laugh.

“ You always seem to have a joke ready
at any hour, Eugene,” she called, “ 1
suppose you'd like me to bring a police-
man in to tea.”

“ Oh, now, really, Marian,” he pro-
tested anxiously, “ | assure you this is no
joke, my dear girl; | really want a po-
liceman. Just ask any man you see to
send for one, please.”

“ Ha, ha!” laughed the girl madden-
ingly. “ | haven't forgotten the time you
sent me to the address of the aquarium
to call on poor, sick Mrs. Fish. You've
cried ‘wolf’ too many times, Eugene.
I'm coming right up.”

“ Great Scott! Y'ou mustn't; Marian!"
he shouted, but her voice no longer sound-
ed in the tube and he knew that he must
decide quickly upon a plan of action.

“ Look here, you fellows!” he said
suddenly; “ I don’t quite know what 1'll
do with you, but two ladies are on their
way up here in the elevator, and they're
not accustomed to meeting burglars every-
day. They're rather nervous and |
wouldn’'t have you alarm them for the
world. Now you're both pretty shabby
and tough looking, but so are some artists,
and | may give you a chance if you do as
1 tell you now.

“ Brace up as well as you can and pre-
tend you're calling on me here. Keep
your mouths shut all you can— the effect
will be better—and if it isn't too much of
a strain on you, you might drink some tea
with the ladies. All | want you to do is
to keep quiet and decently polite as long
as they stay. > After they go | may let you
down easy.

“ Say, maybe 1 don’t look it, but | was
an actor once,” declared one of the rob-
bers almost enthusiastically. “ I tell you
what, mister—"”

A sharp rat-tat-tat sounded on the brass
knocker outside.
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With a warning shake of the head Car-
son slipped the pistol into his, roomy
velveteen pocket and opened the door. A
pretty, handsomely gowned girl came into
the studio, laughing merrily, followed by
a fussy little old lady, rosy and breath-
less with the idea that even an ascent in
an elevator is a form of exertion.

Cordial greetings were exchanged and
Carson summoned all his nerve and histri-
onic talent to present his two new vaga-
bond friends.

“ Mr. Turpin,” he murmured in intro-
duction. with inward facetiousness; and,
looking at the younger burglar, “ my old
friend, Mr. Claude Duval.”

“ So these gentlemen are the two burg-
lars you wanted arrested,” laughed the
girl, as she advanced into the room and
threw the thieves into consternation by
shaking hands with them cordially.

Aunt Dorcas was a bit deaf and missed
most of the com-ersation, but she laughed
appreciatively, taking her cue from the
faces about her, and said pantingly, as she
scanned the somewhat inelegant afternoon
costumes of two male visitors:

“ Ah—ah— Mr. Carson is—so clever,
isn't lie? All sorts—clever people one
meets— up here, you know.”

“ That's right, ma’am,” agreed the for-
mer Thespian, striking what he con-
sidered the attitude of a society man.
“ If you ask me, is my old friend Carson
clever? | say, ma’am, he’s all to the high-
brow. and then some more.” ,

“H-m— h-in— how interesting!”
gasped Aunt Dorcas, catching a word or
two.

Her niece elevated her eyebrows slight-
ly and ceased to smile for a moment.

“ 1 suppose Mr. Carson will tell us
something of this burglar joke soon, Mr.
Duval,” she said to the ill-at-ease des-
perado near her, to make conversation :
“ hut please tell me, do you paint, or
etch, or—"

“ Well, you see, miss, it's this wav,” he
began, but Carson cut in suddenly:

“ Mr. Duval is a wood carver.”

“ Indeed!” exclaimed the girl. “ I
adore wood-carving. | once did a little
myself—in the most crude way. you know,
just for amusement.”

“ Mr. Duval is a professional,” went
on Carson. “ He has just been doing a
studio door and a'chiffonier for me.”
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“ All, 1 shall be so glad to see them."”
she said.

Carson had quietly got out the tea-kit
and presently the hot. infusion was ready
to pour. Miss Benton assumed charge
and proceeded to modify the several cups
according to individual taste.

“ Lemon or cream?” she asked Mr.
Turpin.

“ Thank ye, ma'am. [I'll take mine
neat,” answered the robber, rising and
sitting down again ceremoniously.

“ Neat? How funny: what do you
mean? ” she laughed.

“ Mr. Turpin will take sugar only.”
explained Carson. “ And | think he may
welcome the addition of a little of this
Russian arrack. He works in aqua for-
tis, you know, and is accustomed to all
sorts of powerful fluids.”

Mr. Turpin cautiously tasted the de-
coction. which Carson had made nearly
half arrack.

“ Ah,” he drawled. “ Mr. Carson is so
clcvah.”

“ Marian, my child, we must go." said
Aunt Dorcas suddenly, to the immense re-
lief of the three men.

“ Just what | was a'thinking 'bout us,
Mr. Duval,” remarked the wily Mr. Tur-
pin.

“ Oh, | couldn't think of having you
leave so soon, gentlemen 1” said Carson
pointedly. “ 1 am sorry the ladies are
in such a hurry.”

“ Well, me friend,” explained Turpin
familiarly, “ 1'd stay right on here for-
ever, but yer see | got a date with Mr.
Morgan and Mr. Rockvfeller at the Cen-
tral Park Cusiner. Sorry, old chap.”

Carson laughed and realized his help-
lessness as the two crooks took up their
rusty derbies and accompanied the two
women to the door. He was loath to let
them escape, but there seemed no alterna-
tive which did not involve a serious shock
to the ladies.

“ 1 will go to the door with you and
act as elevator man,” he laughed.

The building was an old one and the
elevator had no attendant, but was opera-
ted by the occupants by means of per-
pendicular wire cables, which could be
grasped inside or outside- the car.

As the vehicle glided slowly downward
Carson racked his brain for some scheme
by which he might get rid of the women
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and effect the capture of the escaping
crooks. He could hit upon nothing feas-
ible, and was preparing to bid them as
graceful a farewell as possible, when an
unexpected development gave him new
hope.

“ 1 believe we ought to get out at the

third floor and call on Mrs. Gibbs,
Marian.” said the elder woman.
“1 should love to, Aunt Dorcas."

answered the girl.

“ Just in time,” cried Carson gleefully,
stopping the car on the third floor and
stepping out to hold open the sliding
door for the two women.

“ Let me ring Mrs. Gibbs's bell for
you.” lie added, and began to pray that
the two would lose no time in disappear-
ing.

The sliding door clanged shut and the
-ar glided downward again.

“ Ta-ta. Carson, old sport!”
Mr. Turpin.

“ Call me up at Sherry's. Carson, me
lad!” piped Mr. Duval.

But Carson had anticipated the move,
and it almost suited his plan. The Gibbs
door opened and closed upon the disap-
pearing forms of the girl and her aunt as
the car dropped out of sight, but Carson
threw himself at the wire cable outside
the wrought-iron cage and tugged at it
until it gave to him and the motor in the
cellar was reversed, stopping the car be-,
tween the first and second floors, thus
caging the two unsuspecting crooks be-
yond hope of escape.

As soon as they realized what had hap-
pened they made the shaft ring with cries
vt rage and consternation. They seized
tile inside cable and wrenched at it madly
to start the motor once more, but Carson
had quickly torn a wooden baluster from
tile staircase and wedged it in the tube
tirough which the cable passed, binding
it securely.

“ Now. my hearties,” he chuckled,
< we can talk it all over again.”

“ You're a pretty cheap sport, you are,”
whined Mr. Turpin. “ You let on you
was going to let us go if we did the right
tiling.”

“ Well. | haven't had a chance to talk
it over with a policeman yet.” said Car-
son. “ You keep as quiet as you can down
tiiere while 1 go to a telephone.”

“ 1 didn’t think it of you, Mr. Carson,”

called
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complained the younger man. “ | sup-
posed a gent like you had more respect
for the hospitality game than to get a
guy pinched that had sat and drank his
pink tea without a kick, just because there
was ladies present.”

Carson stood silent for a moment, lis-
tening to the complaints and protests
which rose from the elevator-shaft. Then
suddenly he laughed aloud with good
humor.

“Now | think of it,” he said. “ I
guess you fellows behaved about as well
at my mea-party as any gentlemen could
have behaved under such uniysual condi-
tions. Will you both promise to be good
in the future, stop this wood engraving
business, and keep your tea-party man-
ners brushed up for all occasions? ”

“ Honest to Gawd we willl” vowed
Mr. Claude Duval.

“ Just you give me a trial,” suggested
Mr. Turpin; “ you'll scarcely recognize
me at your next pink tea, Mr. Carson.”

“ Not if we see each other first.”
laughed Carson *“ Well, gentlemen, |
believe I'll let you off this time. Good
luck to vou! Never mind about a partv
call!”

And he withdrew the wedge from the
cable tube and started the car downward,
while a storm of expressions of genuine
satisfaction and gratitude came back to
him from the departing guests.

But as he stood laughing and wonder-
ing if he had been foolishly lenient with
the two thugs, the door of the lower ves-
tibule opened and closed, and coinci-
dentlv the much-abused cable was jerked
hack again with cruel violence and the
car began again to ascend.

“ Beat it to the roof, fer Gawd's sake!”
one of the crooks said in a voice just
audible to Carson.

On a fortunate impulse the mystified
artist grasped the cable and stopped the
car once more, jamming the trusty balus-
ter back in its recent station as a mighty
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struggle began with the other side of the
cable.

“Let us up quick, Mr. Carson,”
begged one of the crooks in a hoarse
whisper. “ You wouldn’'t have us get
pinched now, would yer?”

“ Well,” answered Carson, “ | must
satisfy my curiosity as to what can so
startle such a brave pair as you.”

“ What's the row about up there?”
called a clear voice from below.

“ Hello. Martin,” shouted Carson, rec-
ognizing the voice as that of one of his
fellow Hat-dwellers, a member of the dis-
trict attorney's staff. “ I've got a couple
of odd specimens in the elevator cage.
Come up and have a look at them before
1 let them go out by my skylight.”

The lawyer came up the stairs until he
could peer through the grill work into
the car. The occupants at once set about
wild efforts to tear or gnaw their way
out, dashing about the trap as rats do
after long periods of sullen quiet.

‘“Gee whiz! They could use you in
their business at the central office, Car-
son,” cried the observer. “ Do you often
make such hauls as this?”

“ What's the matter?” asked Carson.
“ Are my friends political opponents of
your worship ?”

“ Why, great guns, man, you've got
Rid Halloran and Jim McMasters boxed
up here. They're wanted in half the
cities from here to Chicago. I'll need
about a platoon of police to handle them.
Keep them just as you've got them, while
1 get next to a phone.”

A few minutes later, as the patrol
wagon started away from the house
through the growing crowd of spectators,
the elder of the two prisoners, having re-
gained his sang froid, waved a parting
salute to his late host.

“ Good afternoon, Carson, old feller,”
he shouted bravely ; “ drop in and see us.
We're at home on Fridays at Ossining-
on-the-Hudson.”

INDEPENDENCE.

How happy is he born or taught.
That serveth not another’'s will
.Whose armor is his honest thought.

And simple truth his utmost skill !

Sir Henry Wotton.
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BY BERTRAM LEBHAR,
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Discord in Bachelors’ Hall, Followed by a Tragedy which Precipitated
Mystery of the Deepest Dye.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Fred Hanson, One of five men who keep Bachelors' Hall, with a Japanese as house-
keeper, at Wmsdale. announces to Tomlinson, Gaines, and Corbett, three of his friends, that
he intends to marry. Stanley Hawthorne, the fifth bachelor, comes in and tells the others
he is going to marry Miss Winifred Willis, a neighbor. Hanson is obviously shocked by
the news; and, when asked for the'name of the girl he is in love with, declares his talk of
getting married was only a joke. =

Hawthorne, a jeweler’s clerk, has brought home with him about $5000 worth of dia-
monds, which he has been unable to deliver to a customer. Early next morning the bache-
lors are driven out of the house by fire. Hawthorne is dragged lifeless from his room by
Tomlinson, and later the coroner discovers that he has not been suffocated, but strangled to
death. The fire proves to have been of incendiary origin.

Fred Hanson was seen to take the six-five train to the city just after the fire started.
He has not reported at the office; and Tomlinson, who has guessed that Hanson loved
the same girl as Hawthorne, begins to feel alarmed. Corbett reminds him of the diamonds
which Hawthorne had with him that night, and says that Hanson has of late been much
in need of funds. Suspicion against him strengthens when on a search of the ruins his
match-box is found among them. Chief Hodgins, of the local police, announces his belief
that Hanson is the guilty man, and implies that Tomlinson, who defends him, may be talk-
ing through the bars of a penitentiary before the case is closed.

Later on, after a trip to New York, where he finds that Hanson has not been to his
place of business, Tomlinson calls on Winifred Willis, and to his horror discovers that
she has received from Fred Hanson a present of the very diamond sunburst which has
been stolen from poor Hawthorne. It is accompanied by a note, undeniably in Fred's
hand, congratulating her on her birthday, and hoping that she will accept this remembrance
from him. Horror-stricken at this seeming absolute proof of his friend’s guilt, Tomlinson
declares that they must burn the letter at once, and drop the sunburst into the deepest
part of the creek.

"You will do nothing of the kind!” cries a voice, as the coroner, Dr. Weston, and
Winifred’s father throw open the folding doo:s and step into the room.

CHAPTER XV. I'll put a bullet into your head,” he thun-
dered at Tomlinson.

But the latter was not at all frightened
by this threat. Fred Hanson’s incrimi-
nating note and the diamond sunburst

were clutched in his right hand, and,

CORBETT FINDS SOMETHINY;.

A T this startling interruption Winifred
AVillis uttered a scream.
It flashed through her father’'s mind

that Dr. Weston was adopting a mighty
queer cure for her shattered nervous sys-
tem, and he glanced at the coroner with
some indignation.

But Dr. Weston had quite forgotten
that he was a physician and that the
girl was a nervous patient under his care.
He was the coroner now. and nothing else,
and he was determined to prevent that
precious letter from going into the fire.

“ Take one step toward that grate and

* Began January Abgosy,
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ignoring the coroner’s peremptory com-
mand, he rushed across the room, and
with a reckless laugh thrfew both the sheet
of paper and the diamonds in among the
coals.

Coroner Weston did not shoot. What
would have been the use? He rushed
toward the fireplace in an attempt to res-
cue the valuable evidence from the flames,
hut he was too late, so far as Hanson's
letter was concerned.

Single copiee, 10 cenlt.
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The piece of paper had flared up and
been reduced to ashes before he was able
to get to it, but lie managed to withdraw
the sunburst before the flames did it any
serious harm.

Then he replaced his revolver in his
hip-pocket and turned toward Tomlinson,
quite unruffled.

“ Think you're smart, don’t you, young
man ?” he drawled. “ Well, | guess you
haven’'t accomplished such an awful lot
by destroying that letter, after all.

“ Mr. Willis and myself have over-
heard every word of your conversation,
and we can both go on the stand and
swear that such a letter was written. That
will serve our purpose almost as well as
if we had the original document.

“You see, therefore, that you haven't
done Hanson much good, and, on the
other hand, you have put yourself in
pretty bad. By destroying that piece of
evidence you have become Hanson's ac-
cessory and are liable to a long term of
imprisonment. There is nothing to pre-
vent me from placing you under arrest
right now.”

Tomlinson shrugged his shoulders de-
fiantly.

. “You can go as far as you like,” he
said. “ | don’t care what you do with
me.”

“ Well, as a matter of fact, | am dis-
posed to be lenient with you, mv boy,”
said the coroner, in a kinder tone. “ I
realize that you are actuated by motives
that are wholly unselfish, and | admire
a man who will stick to his friend through
thick and thin.

1 1 saw you rush into the burning build'
ing next door this morning and risk your
own life in an effort to rescue the unfor-
tunate Hawthorne, and | must say that |
like the stuff you are made of.

“ But believe me, my boy, you are
making a great mistake. You have ad-
mitted that you are now convinced of
Hanson’'s guilt, and therefore you are
very wrong to stick to him any longer.
By his crime he has forfeited all claims
upon your friendship.

“ And you, too, my dear young lady,
are showing mighty poor judgment in
allowing yourself to be influenced by this
misguided young man here. When you
have had time for mature reflection 1 am
sure you will perceive the enormity of
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striving to protect a murderer from the
vengeance of the law.”

“ But | feel positive that Fred is not a
murderer,” protested Winifred faintly.

“ Pshaw! That attitude is ridiculous,”
retorted the coroner. “ In the face of
these proofs there can be no further
doubt. | shall communicate at once with
Hawthorne’s employers and have them
identify this piece of jewelry.

“ When that is done our case will be
complete. All that remains for us then
will be to effect the capture of Hanson,
and, with your help, that ought to be
easy.”

“ With my help!” gasped Winifred.

“Yes. | want you to be a good girl
and consent to take part in a little scheme
that we are going to try. | will tell you
all about it; but 1 think we had better
talk privately. Mr. Tomlinson, you may
go now. We won’'t detain you any longer.
Let me assure you that you are .mighty
lucky to get off so easy.”

Tomlinson was not at all anxious to
go. He wanted to stay and hear the cor-
oner’'s scheme for the capture of Hanson,
but thus unceremoniously dismissed, there
was nothing for him to do but to depart.

He obtained some consolation, how-
ever, from the fact that the girl accom-
panied him to the front door and whis-
pered in his ear: “ Don't worry. |
won't let them persuade me to do any-
thing that would injure Fred. Come
back here to-night after the coroner has
gone and | will tell you all about it.”

“ That girl is all right,” said Tomlin-
son to himself, as he walked slowly away
from the house.. “ Generally her sex is
not to be trusted, but she seems to be the
one solitary exception. She's white all
through, and | can scarcely blame Fred
for falling in love with her.

“ But when it comes to committing
murder for her— that's another matter,”
he added fiercely. “ To think that any
man would be crazy enough to murder
his friend for the sake of a woman!

“ And there doesn't seem to be any
doubt now that Fred did commit that
murder. There’s no other way to account
for his sending her that diamond sun-
burst. | never dreamed that he possessed
such a vicious nature. | always believed
him to be the most generous-hearted and
even-tempered fellow | had ever met.
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“ It only goes to show that Eddy Cor-
bett was right when he said this morning
that a man could live under the same roof
with a fellow for years and yet never
learn his real character.

“ By the way, | wonder what's become
of Gaines and Corbett? 1 feel sort of
sorry | had that row with them to-day.
Guess | spoke a little more harshly than
| should have done; but, then, they cer-
tainly did make me -mad by their un-
friendly attitude toward Fred.”

The next minute he uttered an excla-
mation of surprise, for, on turning the
corner, he almost bumped into the very
two men he was thinking about— Gaines
and Corbett—who were walking toward
him, arm in arm, looking very dejected
and miserable.

Tomlinson, remembering his quarrel
with them, and too proud to make any
overtures, was about to pass without a
word; but Corbett frustrated this inten-
tion by suddenly stepping in front of him
and barring his path.

“ Say, Tom, old man,” he said re-
proachfully, “ you're not going to cut us
dead, are you? Let's be friends. You
must realize that your attitude toward us
this afternoon was very unjust.”

“ Perhaps it teas somewhat unjust,” ad-
mitted Tomlinson. “ My remarks were
probably a little hotter than they should
have been, but | was angered by your
eagerness to turn over to the authorities
that match-box we found in the ruins,
notwithstanding the fact that you knew
that by so doing you were greatly
strengthening the case against Hanson.
It seems to me you ought to stick to poor
old Fred, boys. You oughtn't to desert
a pal when he’s up against it.”

“ That's where you're in the wrong,”
broke in Gaines. “ Fred Hanson is not
our pal. He ceased to be such when he
murdered poor Stanley. Fve got no use
for an assassin and no sympathy to waste
on such a cowardly wretch. | sincerely
hope they catch him and send him to the
chair.”

“ Let me ask you a question, Tom,”
said Corbett. “ Do you still believe in
Hanson’s innocence, or has your common
sens™ by this time convinced you that he
must be guilty? ”

Tomlinson did not answer, and, cor-
rectly interpreting his silence, Corbett ex-.
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claimed triumphantly: “ Hal You. too,
now believe that Hanson Killed poor Stan-
ley. Don’t attempt to deny it, old man,
for | can read the truth in your face.”

“ Yes,” cried Gaines indignantly. “ Ho
believes it—in his heart he must have be-
lieved it all along—and yet he is anxious
to protect the murderer.

“ You ought to be ashamed of yourself,
Tomlinson. Your sympathy and vour
loyalty are sadly misplaced. It is your
duty as a citizen to help bring this cow-
ardly assassin to justice instead of trying
to save him. In the name of poor Stanley
Hawthorne. | beg you to abandon your
unholy championship of Fred Hanson.”

Gaines spoke with all the eloguence at
his command. The young man had been
more friendly with Hawthorne than with
the other members of Bachelors’ Hall,
and his heart was so full of horror and
indignation at the awful crime which had
robbed him of his friend that he fiercely
resented Tomlinson’s attitude.

The latter did not make any reply to this
impassioned harangue. A bitter struggle
was raging in his mind.

Was not Gaines right, after all, he was
asking himself. There was a striking
similarity between the young man’s words
and those which the coroner had used
only a few minutes before.

Surely there was a great deal of jus-
tice in the argument they advanced.

Why should not Hanson suffer the
p'enaltv of his atrocious crime? He was
no better than any other murderer. His
crime had been wholly unjustified and;,
horribly brutal.

He had shown himself utterly selfish
and heartless, for not only had he killed
Hawthorne in cold blood, but he had im-
periled the lives of his other friends by
setting fire to Bachelors’ Hall while they
slumbered.

A fellow who could do that, Tomlinson
argued to himself, was too mean and con-
temptible to deserve any sympathy or
help. Yes, surely by his acts Hanson
had forfeited all claims upon his friends.

Tomlinson’s mind was almost made up.
He was on the point of announcing to
Gaines and Corbett that their arguments
had prevailed and that he now realized
his mistake and was no longer desirous of
saving the murderer of Stanley Haw-
thorne.
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But just as the words were on the tip
of his tongue the recollection of some-
thing Winifred Willis had said to him
during their recent conversation entered
his head and caused him to hesitate.

“ Fred Hanson loved me, and yet he
would not propose to me because he had
given his pledge to you and the other
members of Bachelors’ Hall,” the girl
had said.

How like Fred Hanson that sounded—m
the old, familiar Fred— loyal, square,
the very soul of honor.

And was it possible that a man who
would not break a pledge lightly given in
order to win the girl he loved could be
capable of committing murder, arson, and
robbery because he had lost that same
girl ?

No, it did not seem at all possible.
Tomlinson told himself, and suddenly
his lost faith in Fred Hanson came back
with a rush.

“ Boys,” he said, “ you are making a
mistake. | do not believe that Fred is
guiltv. | am firmly convinced of his in-
nocence in the face of all proofs to the
contrary, and | am going to stick to him
through thick and thin.”

Corbett shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, | guess every man is entitled
to his own opinion, after all,” he ob-
served. “ | don't see any reason why we
should quarrel about it, Tom. You can
stick to your belief; but at the same time
vou cannot reasonably blame us for stick-
ing to ours. We’ve got logic on our side.
ryou must admit, while you are governed
entirely by a blind, unreasoning faith.
Let us cease to argue about it and be
friends.”

«“ All right, I'm willing,” replied Tom-
linson. “ I've no desire to quarrel with
you fellows, and | want to apologize for
what | said to you this afternoon.”

“ That's all right, old chap.” said Cor-
bett genially. *“ You were beside your-
self with grief and despair, and didn’t
realize what you were saying. We don't
bear you any grudge for that. Let's
shake hands and forget all about it.”

Tomlinson and Corbett exchanged a
hearty handclasp, but when Tomlinson
extended his hand toward Gaines the lat-
ter drew back and shook his head.

“ No,” he exclaimed bitterly, “ I'm
sorry, but I'll be hanged if I'm going to
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shake hands with an ally of Stanley Haw-
thorne’s murderer. When you are ready
to admit that Hanson is an assassin and
to cease befriending him I'll be glad to
shake hands with you, Tomlinson; but I
can’'t do it now.”

Tomlinson shrugged his shoulders.

“ Just as you please,” he said coldly.

“And Fil1 tell you something else,”
went on Gaines fiercely. “ | don’'t agree
with Eddy here, that vou are entitled to
your opinion. Your adherence to Han-
son in the face of all reason looks mighty
queer to me. Tomlinson. I'm almost
ready to believe that there may be some
truth in what Chief Hodgins said this
afternoon.”

“ What do you mean?” cried Tomlin-
son hoarsely.

“ 1 mean that your peculiar attitude
entitles us to suspect that you may have
had a hand in that murder yourself.”

Before he could utter another word
Tomlinson had him by the throat.

“ You dirty, sneaky little puppy,”
growled. “ i’'ll choke you for that.”

And there is no doubt that he would
have made good his threat, for even with
the handicap of the burns he had sus-
tained in the fire he was much more than
Gaines’'s match physically; but the horri-
fied Corbett hastened to intervene.

“ For Heaven’'s sake, Tom, don’'t do
that,” he cried. “ Stop! Stop! You'll
kill him for sure if you don't let go.”

He threw himself between Tomlinson
and his victim and by main force broke
the former’s savage hold upon the latter’'s
throat.

“ Let me at him,” shouted Tomlinson,
frenzied with rage. “ I'll give him good
cause to accuse me of being a murderer
before 1 get through with him. Step
aside, | tell you, Corbett, and let me get
my hands on him just once more.”

But Corbett, who was Tomlinson’s
equal in the matter of physical strength,
kept tight hold of the latter and forcibly
pushed him backward.

“ Keep cool, Tom. Don't let your
temper get the best of you,” he implored.
“ We don’'t want another tragedy on our
hands. Gaines didn’t mean what he said.
He'll apologize for it later on. Of
course he doesn’'t really think that you
had anything to do with that murder, old
man. Be sensible and— Hallo, what the

he
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deuce is that lying there? Looks like a
diamond !”

He stooped and picked up from the
ground something which sparkled in the
light of the moon.

“ It is a diamond,” he declared, ex-
amining his find with interest. “ It's a
diamond earring. <>ne of you fellows
must have dropped it during the struggle.
| guess, (rood Heavens, I'll he hanged
if it doesn't look exactly like one of the
diamond earrings poor Stanley Haw-
thorne showed us last night.”

CHAPTER XVI.
who dropped n ?

Am. around the spot where the diamond
earring had been lying the mud sidewalk,
softened bv recent rains, had been torn up
by the feet of Tomlinson and dailies, so
that there was good reason to believe that
it had dropped from the pocket of one of
these two men during their struggle.'

And if Tomlinson or dailies had
dropped it a truly alarming possibility
suggested itself.

At first the significance of this did not
occur to Corbett as he stood there finger-
ing the diamond and gazing at it almost
dazedly.

Tomlinson, all thoughts of wreaking
vengeance on daines momentarily dis-
pelled by this amazing find, glanced over
Corbett’s shoulder and examined the gem
eagerly.

“You're right!" he exclaimed excited-
ly. “ It does look exactly like the ear-
ring Hawthorne showed us last night.
The setting islexactly the same and the
stone appears to be of the same size.”

“ Yes.” gasped daines, who had by this
time partially recovered from the effects
of Tomlinson's attack. “ And if it is the
same earring it means that you will go to
the electric chair along with Fred Han-
son. for that diamond must have fallen
from your pocket.”

“ No. it didn't,” retorted Tomlinson
hotly. “ It fell from your pocket, and it
opens my eyes to a new side of the case.
| didn’t dream of suspecting you before,
but now | begin to see a reason for your
well-simulated indignation against Fred
Hanson. | shouldn’t be surprised if this
little piece of jewelry here enables me to
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turn the tables on you and prove that it
was you who murdered Stanley Ha\v:
thorns and robbed him of his jewelry.”

lhat's a lie!” cried daines. *“ You
can't bluff me, 'Tomlinson. 'That earring
didn’t fall from my pocket, and you know
it You must have dropped it. and you'll
have to explain to the police how it came
into your possession.”

" Say, fellows, what's the use of
standing there hurling accusations at each
other in that fashion? ” protested Corbett.
" This may not he the same earring after
all : and even if it is. mavbe neither of vou
fellows dropped it. It may have been ly-
ing here before we arrived on the scene.”

" That isn't very likely,” replied Gaines.
“ If it had been lying there, surely one of
us would have noticed it. Its glitter
would have attracted our gaze. And |
feel pretty positive that it is the same
piece of jewelry which Hawthorne had in
his possession last night.

“ "Tomlinson undoubtedly dropped it
while he was making that cowardly attack
upon me just now ; and the fact that it
was in his possession proves that he helped
Fred Hanson kill and rob poor Stanley,
and shared his bloody plunder with him.”

Tomlinson'’s fists closed convulsively as
the daring daines, apparently undaunted
by the rough handling he had already re-
ceived, sternly repeated this charge. He
glared at his accuser, and seemed about to
make a second attack upon him ; but sud-
denly the fierce expression upon his
features gave way to a contemptuous
smile, and he shrugged his shoulders dis-
dainfully.

“ do ahead and rant, you little whip-
persnapper! ” he sneered. “ You can ac-
cuse me and vou can accuse Fred Hanson
all you want, for | guess 1 understand
vou pretty well now. You've got to make
that bluff in order to shield yourself. I'm
mighty glad vou dropped that earring, be-
cause it gives me the clue I've been look-
ing for. 1I'm going to fasten this crime on
you. daines, if it takes me the rest of my
davs.

“ I'm going to prove that it was you
who murdered Stanley Hawthorne. You
robbed him of his jewelry, set fire to Bach-
elors’ Hall, and then cunningly sought to
divert suspicion from your own worthless
self and direct it toward an innocent man
bv placing Fred Hanson’'s match-box in
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the cellar, so as to make it appear that he
left it there.”

“ Bait!” exclaimed Gaines scornfully.
“ You can’'t scare me by such empty
threats. You're quite losing sight of the
fact that your friend and partner in crime,
Hanson, has run away, while | am still
here. That fact alone renders your accu-
sation absurd in the eyes of every fair-
minded man.

“ If Hanson is innocent, why has he
fled? You'll have to answer that question
satisfactorily before you can throw any
suspicion on me. I'm willing to swear |
did not drop that diamond earring, and
that it had never been in my possession.
It will be my word against yours; and,
considering the present attitude of the
authorities toward you. | guess mine will
go all right.”

“ Well, you may be believed now, but
by the time I get through I'll have proofs
enough to convict you,” retorted Tomlin-
son confidently. “ I'm going to work
harder than I've ever worked on this case,
and I'm going to send you to the electric
chair instead of Fred Hanson.”

Gaines laughed at this threat, and was
about to reply in kind, when Corbett, who
had been listening to this heated argument
in silent horror, suddenly broke ip:

“ Boys, I've got an idea. Each of you
accuses the other of having dropped this
earring. It seems to me that it ought to
be a very easy matter to find out who is
telling the truth.”

“How?” cried Tomlinson and Gaines
in a breath.

“ Well, this earring has its mate. All
earrings* come in pairs, you know. If one
of you two really did drop this diamond.'
he's probably got the other earring in his
pocket at the present time.

“ 1 don't like to suggest that you be
searched, but, under the circumstances, |
think you both ought to be willing to sub-
mit to it. Let me go through your pockets
and see if either of you has the other ear-
ring on his person.”

Tomlinson received this suggestion with
a scowl, perceiving which, Corbett's sus-
picions were at once aroused; for he did
not know that very often in such cases as
this the innocent party will be the very
one who will indignantly object to being
searched.

Gaines, on the other hand, eagerly in-
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dorsed Corbett’'s suggestion and, with a
challenge glance at Tomlinson, declared
that he was perfectly willing to submit to
the test.

At first Tomlinson felt inclined to re-
fuse to subject himself to this humilia-
tion; but he was so positive that Gaines
had dropped the diamond, and therefore
hopeful that the other earring would be
found on him. that he at length gave his
consent.

“ Which one of you shall | search
first?” inquired Corbett hesitatingly.

“ Me, if you like,” replied Gaines.
“ But while you're going through me,
Eddy, I'll keep my eye on Tomlinson, and
see that he doesn’t get a chance to throw
that diamond away before you can search
him.”

Tomlinson did not deign any reply to
this insinuation, but stood close by while
Corbett went through Gaines's pockets.

“ He doesn’t seem to have it on him,”
announced Corbett at length. “ I've been
through every pocket, Tom. You'll have
to admit that I've made a fair search.”

“ Look in the lining of his hat and
inside his shoes,” growled Tomlinson.
“ Those are the places where crooks gen-
erally conceal their plunder.”

The ugly emphasis he placed on the
word “ crooks ” caused Gaines to glare at
him savagely; but Corbett, realizing the
value of the suggestion, proceeded to ex-
amine carefully the interior of Gaines's
hat, and not finding the earring there,
requested him to take off his shoes. m

Gaines sullenly complied, and Corbett
thoroughly searched inside each shoe;
but, much to Tomlinson’s disappointment,
the other earring was not to be found.

“ Now, it's his turn,” cried Gaines,
eagerly pointing to Tomlinson. *“ Search
him as rigorously as you've searched me.
Eddy, and | shouldn’t be at all surprised
if you find it.”

But. of course, this search proved equal-
ly unproductive. Apparently the mate to
the earring which Corbett had found was
not on the person of either of these two
young men.

“ There you are!” cried Corbett hearti-
ly, when his task was finished. “ Neither
of you has it, and therefore what | said
before is probably the truth. This earring
was probably lying in that mud before we
got here. Neither of you dropped it



THE .MAN WHO RAN AWAY.

Why don't you apologize to each other
for your unjust suspicions, and be good
friends again? ”

“ Not me,” declared Gaines stubbornly.
“ I'm not at all convinced by this test. |
hoped to find the other earring on Tom-
linson: but, after all. the fact that he
hasn’'t got -it doesn’t prove that he didn't
drop this one. He may have only had the
one earring on his person. He may have
disposed of the other one previously.”

Exactly the theory | was going to
apply to you,” declared Tomlinson. ‘‘ It
will be a pretty hard matter to convince
me that the diamond Corbett has found
didn't drop from your pocket.”

“ Well, I'm going to Chief of Police
Hodgins right away.” declared Gaines.
“ I'm going to tell him all about this ear-
ring, and | wouldn't be surprised if you're
arrested and locked up before daylight.”

Tomlinson shrugged his shoulders.

“ That wouldn’t feeze me,” lie retorted.
“If I'm thrown into a cell | shall have
plenty of time to think, and when once
my brain gets to working properly it won’'t
take me long to build up a strong case
against vou. At present I am mystified,
I will admit, as to how you managed to
strangle poor Hawthorne without attract-
ing suspicion to yourself, but I'll solve the
mystery before long, | promise you.”

With this fierce exchange of threats
they parted company, Gaines and Corbett
heading in the same direction, and Tom-
linson taking an opposite one.

CHAPTER XVII.
ON HIS TRAIL.

Gaikks was in deadly earnest about
communicating with the chief of police
without delay, and at his request Corbett
accompanied him to the police station.

They found Chief Hodgins in his pri-
vate office, and that official became very
much interested in what his visitors had
to tell him.

“ So this feller Tomlinson had this ear-
ring in his possession, did he?” he re-
marked, eying the glittering diamond on
his desk with great satisfaction.

“ Well, of course, | can't swear that he
did,” replied Gaines. “ But I'm pretty
sure he dropped it while we were strug-
gling together.”
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” Of course he did,” declared Hodgins.
“ You can take my word for that! |I've
been suspicious of that chap right along,
and I'm mighty glad to have something
definite on him.

"1 shall get into immediate communi-
cation with Hawthorne's employers, and
see if they can’t identify this piece of
jewelry as one of the pair of earrings they
gave to that unfortunate voung man to
deliver. If they say it's the same piece
I'll lie justified in arresting this Tomlin-
son: and | guess, when we've caught
Hanson, we won’'t have any trouble in
getting one of 'em to squeal on the other.”

" Then you think that both Hanson and
Tomlinson had a hand in the murder of
poor Hawthorne, do you. chief?” in-
quired Corbett, with a sigh.

" Yes. That's my idea. It's been my
theory from the start that more than one
man took part in that murder. J feel
pretty sure that Hanson and Tomlinson
killed Hawthorne, in order to get those
diamonds, and then shared the bootv to-
gether. That's why you didn’t find the
other earring on Tomlinson. In all prob-
ability they split the pair, Hanson taking
one and Tomlinson the other.”

“ And you haven't located Fred Han-
son yet. chief, eh? ” inquired Gaines anx-
iously.

" No. Not yet,” grunted the chief.
“ But we'll get him before long, never
fear. I've got nearly all my men out
looking for him, and the police of New
York and neighboring cities are keeping
their eyes open. We can’'t fail to land
him before long.”

" Well, 1| sincerely hope you succeed,”

deelared Gaines. ' He used to be mv
friend, but since he murdered poor Stan-
ley I'd give a great deal to see him
brought to justice and made to suffer for
his crime. And although | always ad-
mired Tomlinson. I'd like to see him pun-
ished too, if he had any hand in that hor-
rible murder.”
« “ They'll both get theirs all right, don’t
you worry about that,” the chief of police
assured him. “ As | said to them news-
paper men this afternoon, if |1 can’t prove
Hanson guilty of that murder to the satis-
faction of any impartial jury, I'll be will-
ing to resign my job. And now | make
the same offer regarding this chap, Tom-
linson.
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“ He's a smooth proposition—a mighty
slick article, but if 1 don’t convict him of
being an accessory to this crime, I'll get
out of the police department.”

Half an hour after Gaines and Corbett
had left the station-house. Coroner Wes-
ton stepped in to see the chief.

“ Hallo, doctor! ” exclaimed the latter.
“ Come into my private office. 1've got
something mighty interesting to show you.
Take a look at this piece of jewelry and
let me know what you think of it.”

Dr. Weston gazed curiously at the dia-
mond earring.

“ Mighty fine diamond,” he commented,
holding the gem in the hollow of his
palm. “ Where does it come from? ”

Hodgins puffed out his fat cheeks with
pride and assumed an air of great self-
importance.

“ | rather guess the police department
of Winsdale ain’t so slow after all, when
it comes to clearing up murder mysteries,”
he chuckled. “ Unless I'm very much
mistaken this piece of jewelry is part of
the stuff which was stolen from the young
man who was murdered.”

“ Ha! ” exclaimed the coroner excited-
ly. “ Then, perhaps, you will be inter-
ested to see this; ” and putting his hand
into his vest-pocket he produced and held
out before the chief’'s surprised gaze the
diamond sunburst which he had taken
from Miss Willis.

“ What's this?” inquired Hodgins.
“ Surely, not more of the stuff? ”

Dr. Weston nodded and smiled.

“ Gee willikens, coroner!
mighty good work on your part.
did you get it?”

“ Hanson sent it through the mail to
his sweetheart, and | got it from her.”

“ Hanson sent it through the mail!”
gasped the chief. “ Gee whiz, you don t
mean to say that Hanson's been heard
from since he ran away! ”

“Yes. He sent the young woman a
letter and this sunburst.”

“ A letter, too. en?
clue to where Hanson is now?” inquired
the chief eagerly.

“ No. I'm sorrv to say it doesn't. All
I've been able to learn from that package
is that it was mailed in New York City,
in the Wall Street section, at eleven
o’clock this morning. | obtained that in-
formation from the postmark on the

That's
\ here

Does it give any'
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wrapper. This shows that Hanson was
in New York until nearly noon to-day;
but, of course, that doesn't give us any
idea where he is now. He may be miles
away by this time.”

“ That's true.” admitted the policeman
with a sigh. “ Well, anyway, when we
do catch him, this piece of jewelry will
just about settle his hash. The public
prosecutor couldn’'t wish for a stronger
bit of evidence. We've got a perfectly
flawless case against him now.

“ When the jury hears about his sud-
den flight, the finding of his match-box
in the place where the fire started, and
his sending to his sweetheart this piece
of jewelry, which was stolen from his vic-
tim, they'll bring in a verdict of guilty
without leaving their seats.”

“ Well, there’s one thing that puzzles
me exceedingly,” remarked Dr. Weston.
“ Why did Hanson send this diamond
sunburst to the young woman? He must
have realized the danger of such a step.”

“ Just natural foolhardiness, | guess,”
replied Chief Hodgins. “ Murderers
often made idiotic breaks of that sort, you
know.”

“ Yes, | suppose so. But, from what T
have heard of Hanson, he is by no means
a fool, and he ought to have foreseen that
it would lead to his undoing.”

“ Well, maybe he's idiot enough to feel
confident that he'll never be caught, and
therefore ain’t particular how .much evi-
dence he piles up against himself; or
maybe he had an idea that that sunburst
wouldn’t be recognized.”

“ Oh, he couldn’t be foolish enough to
suppose that,” exclaimed Dr. Weston.
“ This piece of jewelry is distinctive
enough to be recognized instantly. By
the way, we must notify that jewelry firm
and have them send somebody to identify
this stuff.”

“ I've attended to that already,” re-
plied the chief with a self-satisfied smile.
“ 1 ain't the man to let any grass grow
under my feet. |I've telephoned one of
Hawthorne's bosses at his home, and told
him about this earring, and he promised
to come out right away and see if he can
identify it. Reckon he's on his wav here
now.” '

An hour later the senior partner of the
jewelry firm which had employed the un-
fortunate Hawthorne arrived at Wins-
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dale, and was closeted with the chief of
police and Coroner Weston.

“ Yes,” he remarked, pointing to the
sunburst and the earring reposing on the
chief’'s desk, “ both those pieces of jew-
elry are our property. | can say this
without the slightest hesitancy. That
sunburst and that earring and” its mate
were given to poor Hawthorne to deliver
to a customer on his way home last night.
I am absolutely positive they are the
same pieces.”

“ Very good, sir!” exclaimed Chief
Hodgins. “ That's all we wanted to
know. We felt pretty sure of it our-

selves ; but we wanted to have a positive
identification, you understand. Now that
that point is settled, I'll go right out and
look for that chap Tomlinson and place
him under arrest.”

“ Place Tomlinson wunder arrest!”
cried Coroner Weston in surprise.

“ Sure. | guess | haven't told yoit yet
where this earring came from. Tomlin-
son had it in his pocket.”

“ Tomlinson ! ” gasped the amazed cor-
oner.

“ Yes. Surprises you somewhat, eh?
Well, it didn’t surprise me. 1've believed
all along that he had a hand in that mur-
der.”

“ Good Heavens! ” gasped Dr. Weston.
“ 1 begin to see a light now. | was de-
ceived into thinking that Tomlinson’s ef-
forts to shield Hanson were due to his
lovalty to his friend, and way down in
my heart | had a sneaking admiration for
him; but now | perceive that he was
actuated by no such unselfish motives.
He is trying to save Hanson in order to
shield himself.

“ That is why he burned that letter
and tried to destroy this"sunburst. You
are right, chief. He must be placed un-
der arrest without delay. Where is he?”

“ 1 don't know. Somewhere in Wins-
dale, | suppose. We must go out and
hunt for him.”

It was nearly midnight when they
found him. He was at the railway sta-
tion, waiting for the train to New York;
and, as they espied him standing on the
platform, Chief Hodgins was about to
step up and inform him that he was un-
der arrest.

But Dr. Weston tugged at the chief's
sleeve and whispered in his ear.
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“ Wait,” he said. “ Don't be too hasty,
chief. We've got plenty of time. It's
mighty peculiar that he’'s bound for New
York at this hour of the night, and it may
mean something important.

“In my opinion, it will be worth our
while to postpone his arrest for the,time
being. Let him go to New Y'ork, and let
us take the same train and trail him. We
can arrest him at any time, you know.”

Chief Hodgins shook his head dubi-
ously.

“Yell I don't know, doctor. It's sort
of risky. | set one of my best men to
trail him to-day, and the rascal managed
to give him the slip. A bird in the hand
is worth two in the bush, you know. I'm
in favor of making sure of him while
we've got the chance.”

“ But he may be going to join Han-
son,” whispered the coroner. “ What
other reason could he have for going to
New Y'ork at this late hour?”

This suggestion decided Chief Hod-
gins.

“ Y'ou're right,” he assented. “ That's
probably just where he's going. We'll
give him the trail, coroner, and see if we
can’'t nab the pair of them.”

When the New YMrk night express
pulled into Winsdale and Tomlinson
stepped aboard, Chief Hodgins and Cor-
oner Weston managed to sneak into the
last car without being seen by the man
they were shadowing.

CHAPTER XVIII.
OX THE TRAIT. OF A BLUE BOX.

T he more Tomlinson thought about
that diamond earring which Corbett had
picked up the more convinced he became
that Gaines had dropped it, and that the
latter was either directly or indirectly re-
sponsible for the murder of Stanley
Hawthorne.

“ It's a wonder | didn't suspect him
from the start.” he said to himself, as he
walked away from Gaines and Corbett
after the heated altercation described in
a previous chapter. “ His very bitter-
ness against Fred Hanson and myself
should have put me on my guard.

' Gaines could easily have crept into
poor Stanley's room and choked him
while he slept; and then, having set fire
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to Bachelors’ Hall, lie could have
sneaked up-stairs to his own bedroom,
and a few minutes later pretended to
have been aroused from his sleep by the
flames.

“ Of course, Hawthorne was easily
Gaines's master physically: but, taken
unawares, he would have been unable to
put up much of a fight.

“ As for the motive for the crime, it
may have been robbery, or it may have
been some other cause which | may dis-
cover later.

“ As for the finding of Fred’s match-
box in the cellar after the fire, it is quite
possible that poor Fred accidentally left
it lying around up-stairs, and that Gaines
found it and cunningly placed it in the
cellar in order' to throw suspicion on
Hanson.

“ Yes, | feel pretty confident that I've
hit the right trail at last. Gaines is
guilty and Hanson is innocent, and | owe
Fred a thousand apologies for having sus-
pected him.”

But there were two incriminating facts
which still stood against Fred Hanson,
and which greatly dampened Tomlinson’s
enthusiasm over his new theory.

Why had Hanson run away? Why had
he not shown up at his office all day, or
sent any word to his employers to explain
his absence?

Tomlinson knew that he was alive and
well, and in full enjoyment of his lib-
erty; for had he not seen him on board
the Subway train?

Why had he not come back to Wins-
dale that night? If he was in ignorance
of the fact that Bachelors’ Hall was in
ruins, and that poor Hawthorne was
slain, it was difficult to explain why he
had not returned home as usual that eve-
ning.

And if, on the other hand, he did know
of the terrible tragedy that.had occurred
since he went away, it was still more
difficult to explain why he had not hur-
ried to Winsdale as fast as lie could get
there, to mourn over his dead friend and
see if he could be of any assistance.

And then there was that other still
more convincing indication of Hanson's
guilt—the letter and the diamond sun-
burst which he had sent to Miss Winifred
Willis.

Tomlinson could not doubt that Fred
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Hanson had written that letter, and he
could not doubt that the piece of.jewelry
which he had sent to the girl had been
stolen from Hawthorne.

How could Hanson have obtained it
unless he was guilty? It was all very
well to try to build up a case against
Gaines; but unless these things could, be
satisfactorily explained there was no
chance of proving that Gaines was any
more guilty than Hanson — in fact, it
looked very much as if Gaines and Han-
son might have committed the crime to-
gether and shared the plunder.

T.Ms new possibility staggered Tomlin-
son. He had no desire to convict Gaines
of this crime unless he could thereby
clear Fred Hanson; and if both were in-
deed guilty—if Gaines, despite his pre-
tended bitterness and indignation toward
Hanson, was really the latter’'s accessory
— he was no better off than previously.

Plunged in thought, Tomlinson paced
the quiet, deserted streets of Winsdale
until suddenly he recollected his appoint-
ment with Winifred Willis and turned
his steps in the direction of her father's
house.

As he stepped upon the porch, the girl,
who apparently had been watching for
him, softly opened the door and came
out.

“ Hush!” she whispered. “ My father
must not know that you are here; for he
would interrupt us and prevent me from
telling you this bad news. They are go-
ing to set a trap for poor Fred.”

“ A trap, eh?” exclaimed Tomlinson
excitedly. “ What sort of a trap?”

“ They are going to insert a news item
in the daily papers, stating that I am
prostrated with grief over poor Stanley
Hawthorne's tragic death, and that my
father has taken me to Atlantic City to
recuperate. Their idea is that Fred will
read that item in the papers and will go
to Atlantic City to have a secret meeting
with me.

“ That is the scheme which the coroner
referred to. They tried to get me to con-
sent to help them by really going to At-
lantic City after the funeral and stopping
there for a few days. 'They tried to per-
suade me that it was my duty to lure poor
Fred there, so that they could arrest him ;
but | indignantly refused to listen to any
such proposition.”
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“ Good girl!” exclaimed Tomlinson
approvingly.

“ Ves, but they're going to put that
item in the papers, anyway; and, even
though it won’'t be the truth. I'm afraid
Fred will see it and. thinking 1 am there,
will go there and fall into their hands.
Oh. what can we do to save him?" And
tears of grief and apprehension stood in
the girl’s eyes.

“ Well, let's hope that he won't notice
that item; and that if he does, he'll be
wise enough to see through their game,”
said Tomlinson consolingly. *“ By the
way. Miss Willis, have you got that wrap-
per in which Fred sent you the sunburst ?
| didn’'t look at the postmark, after all,
when | was here before.”

The girl shook her head.

“ No. | haven't got it now. The cor-
oner overheard all our conversation, you
know; and he made me show him the
wrapper, and took it away with him. 1've
still got the little pasteboard box in which
the sunburst came, though. Would that
be of any use to you? ”

“ Humph 1 1 don’t think so. There’s
no postmark on that, of course. | wanted
to see where Fred was when he mailed
that package to you. Still, it doesn’t mat-
ter much. The package was mailed this
morning, and wherever Fred was then
isn't of great consequence. The question
is. where is he now ? And, of course, the
postmark couldn’t tell us that.”

Oh, 1 do wish you could find him and
get him to explain how he came into pos-
session of that horrid sunburst! | feel so
sure that he is innocent and can account
for everything. Do you really believe he
is guilty, Mr. Tomlinson?” she added
tremulously.

1 Well, since | saw you last something
has occurred which leads me to believe
that he mav be innocent, after all.” Tom-
linson replied earnestly. 1 But | must
admit that the facts arc still decidedly
against him. It is hard to account for
his sending you that sunburst except by
the assumption that he killed and robbed
poor Hawthorne, unless—e

“ Good Heavens, Miss Willis, I've got
a great ideal” he broke off excitedly.
“ It's just entered my head, and it may
give us the solution of the mystery. On
second thought. I would very much like
to see that little pasteboard box.”
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“ Here it is!” exclaimed the girl
breathlessly, producing it from her waist.
“ 1 took care to save it. thinking that it
might be of some use to you.”

Tomlinson carefully examined the lit-
tle square blue cardboard-case and ut-
tered an excited exclamation as he
discovered the imprint of a small
rubber-stamp inside the lid.

This imprint, stamped in purple ink,
read/

H. MARX.
FINE JEWELRY.
509 Sixth Avenue.

“ Miss Willis,” cried Tomlinson as he
put the piece of pasteboard in his pocket,
“ this may be very important. It may
enable me to establish Fred Hanson's
innocence. | don't want to arouse any
false hopes, though, so | won’t explain
matters to you until 1 come back: but I
beg you to pray as you have never prayed
before that I may be successful.”

“Where are you going?” gasped the
surprised girl.

“ 1 am going to New York right away,
to see Mr. Marx, the jeweler of 509 Sixth
Avenue.”

“ But his store will be closed at this
hour,” protested the girl.

“ That's true. | forgot about that.
But doubtless Mr. Marx has a home ad-
dress somewhere- in the city, and | must
find him. 1 can’'t afford to wait until
morning, for' I may be Under arrest my-
self by then.”

And, without waiting to explain fur-
ther, he unceremoniously left Miss Willis
and headed toward the Winsdale depot as
fast as he could walk.

So engrossed was he in his own thoughts
ihat he forgot to look around to see if he
was still being trailed by one of Chief
Hodgins's men : and, therefore, when he
stepped aboard the train he did not no-
tice that Chief Hodgins himself and Dr.
Weston were among his fellow passen-
gers.

When he reached the Grand Central
Station he hurriedly consulted a city di-
rectory. and was pleased to discover that
Mr. H. Marx, jeweler, did have a home
address in New York.

He lived in Harlem, and Tomlinson
boarded a car and proceeded thither at
once.
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Mr. Marx was at home, and, as a mat-
ter of fact, fast asleep in his bed, for the
hour was considerably past 1 a.m.

Tomlinson, however, felt no compunc-
tion in arousing him. Years of service in
the newspaper business had robbed him
of any natural sensitiveness about rout-
ing people out of their sleep.

“ What is it you want?" snapped the
jeweler, a little, bald, red-eyed old man,
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who came to the door of his flat-attired
in a blue bath-robe and a pair of carpet
slippers.

“ 1 want to ask you a question,” re-
plied Tomlinson, quite unabashed by the
fierce air of the little man.

“ Well, it's a pretty nice hour of the
night to come around asking questions,”
growled Mr. Marx. “ Who are you, any-
way ?”

(To he continued.)

The Hawkins Seven-Shooter.

BY EDGAR

FRANKLIN.

The Amateur Inventor Transfers His Activities to the Neighborhood of the
Sad Sea-Waves, which Thereafter Take On an Added Tinge of Gloom.

T is not that 1 blame Charles directly.
Charles is my elder brother, and as
thoroughly good and law-abiding a citi-
zen as ever blessed a wicked community.
Charles attends strictly to business six
days in the week; and when disease or
death makes it necessary for him to for-
sake work for a solitary hour, Charles
seems to feel that he would prefer part-
ing with his vermiform appendix, if the
thing could be teased out as he sat in his
office chair.

Nor, probably, is it Charles's fault
that his children possess so wild and un-
tamed a love for the billowy ocean that
he finally decided to buy a seashore place
for the summer.

But Charles certainly is to blame for
asking me to take the first day 1 could
possibly' spare and run down to Briny-
mere, New Jersey, and seek a high-class
bungalow for him at a low-class price.

This was the day.

It was one of those raw. gray early
November mornings when a ramshackle
cottage fronting a barren sand - beach
seems about as desirable and necessary as
a refrigerating machine on the Polar ice-
pack. The wind swept up-town in a way
that suggested a pressing engagement in
Albanv, and the skies promised one of
those remarkable below-zero rain-storms.

However, it was very likely a good day
to investigate Brinymere's realty gems.
Any one cursed with a Brinymere cottage

on such a day would be willing to hand
over the deed and vacate for about ten
dollars and a return ticket to the city.

So | adjusted a smile of sweet resig-
nation, turned up my collar, and, cross-
ing the Hudson River, made the train
just as it was pulling out.

There was one vacant seat in the first
car. | dropped into it and felt for my
paper—and a voice rasped into my ear:

“ So you followed me, after all!”

I  jumped, approximately, eleven
inches. 1 sat down again to stare at—
Hawkins!

The inventor seemed angry this morn-
ing. His keen eye glittered wrath; his
lips were compressed severely; and he
took the liberty of pointing one fore-
finger directly at my nose.

“ 1 left tlie house two hours before
train time, to avoid you! ” he announced.

What! ”
“You are going to Brinvmere
Beach!”
“ Are you a mind-reader?” 1 asked
mildly.

“ What is more, | know why,” the in-
ventor went on sternly.

"Well, | haven't any intention of deny-
ing it 1—"

“And when my conduct
most clearly that | wished—"

“ Oh. shut up!” | said politely, as |
unfolded the paper.

“ Griggs, | do not pretend to guess at

indicated
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bow you got wind of it.” said the in-
ventor with well-controlled rage. “ | do
not blame you, either, in a way. But—"

I read on silently. Hawkins snapped
his fingers a few times, grunted a few
times, said “ Pshaw'! ” once or twice, and
then ceased to erupt, until:

“ Griggs!”

“What?”

“ | forgive you,” said Hawkins loftily.
“ Not only that, but your mission shall
not be in vain, Griggs. Possibly, in the
hour before we land there, | had better
"QOutline, in the rough, the basic governing
principles of—"

“ Look here, Hawkins,” | broke in
sharply, “ 1 don't know what you're
rambling about, and | don't want to
know. If it's something you've invented,
I won't be mixed up in it, and | won't
listen to it. I'm going into the smoker.”

The inventor favored me with one of
those blinking, startled stares that rush
to his countenance when squelched. |
rose and walked ahead: Hawkins fol-
lowed humbly. | sat down in the smoker
and he dribbled into the seat beside me.

And a big hand was thrust between us
from the seat behind, and some one said:

“ Hallo, Griggs! Hallo, Hawkins!”

It was Firton; big, fat, eternally jolly
Firton—eternally jolly, that is, save on
the rare occasions when sudden anger
turns him into a roaring threshing-ma-
chine, with limbs and tongue actuated by
a dynamite motor!

We shook hands, and Firton chuckled
long on general principles.

“ Just running down to Brinymere,”
he announced finally.

“Where?” gulped Hawkins with a
sudden stare.

“ Brinymere — bought a shanty down
there last spring, you know— going down
to fix things up for over winter.”

Firton leaned back after a while and
took to his own paper.

“ He's going to Brinymere, too,” whis-
pered the inventor.

“ So he says.” »

“ We can’t have him,” Hawkins whis-
pered. “ You take him off and lose him,
and meet me—you know where.”

“1 don’'t know where, and |
want the job,” | answered placidly.

Hawkins sighed and glanced sidewise
at me. | was reading interestedly.

don't
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“ Griggs, if the government should
learn that | am carting down a party of
curiosity-seekers— "

“ Hawkins,” | said, “ if you want to
see a doctor, we can stop off at Handel's
Station. Does your head ache? Are you
dizzy? "

Hawkins turned away and sniffed im-

patiently. Indeed, he kept on sniffing
impatiently until Firton reached over
with:

“ Wake up! Here we are!”

We trooped out of- that warm smoker
and down to Brinymere's station plat-
form, and the train hustled away as it
glad to leave the place. | did not won-
der ; Brinymere was before us!

The immediate vista included six for-
lorn-looking houses, unending acres of
forlorn, dry fields, and the ridge. Top-
ping the ride, | understood, one was sup-
posed to drop flat with amazed ecstasy
over the view.

An aged hack stood beside the plat-
form.

“ We're going to walk,” announced
Hawkins, as he noted Firton staring at it.

“Sohn 1.” agreed that gentleman
heartily. “ I tell you what, | wouldn't
miss that walk from the station for the
finest automobile ever built.”

“ Well—er—that's where we fooled
vou.” said the inventor with a sort of
stammering laugh as he climbed into the
hack. “ We're going to ride over.”

| followed him and squeezed into the
other half of the seat with a grim smile.
As a subtle loser of persons, Hawkins
was perfect. Firton stared.

“ Go right ahead, driver! Go right
ahead ! ” the inventor called nervously.

The driver did so, to the best of his
ability. We seemed to get into motion
by a series of rattles, whether of the
horse's bones or the rig itself | do not
know. At any rate, we jogged away
down the road and over the ridge into
what there was of the town—a dozen
stores, mostly closed, and a handful of
houses.

Possibly three humans were in sight
besides ourselves as we traversed Main
Street. They stared hard, as well they
might. | stared, too—and very shortly
1 was rewarded, for there was a “ Real
Kstate ” sign and an apparently alive
man behind the glass.of the window.
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“ What are you doing?” asked Haw-
kins, as | leaned forward to tap the dri-
ver’'s shoulder.

“ That's where I'm going.”

“ Bosh!” Hawkins smiled know-
ingly.

“ But I'm down here to look at cot-
tages for—"~

“It's all right, Griggs. Don’t stop,
driver—go right ahead. | knew you'd

have some such puerile excuse,” laughed
the inventor 'merrily. “ You're not here
to look at any real estate. Don’'t worry.

I'll show you what you came to see. I'm
not angry.”
“ Thank you,” | said. “ But when |

come to buy a house—"

“You can spend the whole afternoon
buying houses,” smiled Hawkins. *“ Get
a move on you, driver!”

“ But where the dickens are you ta-
king me? ”

“ To the proving-grounds.”

“ The which ?”

“The spot where | am cooperating
with the United States government,” an-
nounced the inventor complacently, as he
straightened his tie and allowed his chest
to puff a trifle.

“ Does the government know about it
vet, Hawkins?” | asked.

“To the extent of lending me a com-
pany of coast artillery.”

“ What for? ” | inquired blankly.

“To milk the sea-cows and fry little
sand-flies into croquettes ! ” responded the
inventor pleasantly. “ They're both de-
licious.”

I fell silent, thinking. The horse,
slightly excited by a lash that would
have wound around a four-in-hand, was
galloping now. We passed long lines of
cottages, big and little. We ran into
pure sand, and tugged and rattled. |
stared ahead at the ocean below and
thought.

It was not inspiring; it was merely a
very large, very wet sheet of moving
urav this morning, and it sent a chill
through me. Where in thunder was
Hawkins taking me now, and why was |
not back there condoling with the real-
estate man on Brinymere's existence? |
was formulating plans for a return when
the rig brought up with a crash.

“ We walk from here,” Hawkins an-
nounced.
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“ Where to? ” | inquired, as the driver
suddenly cut off escape by jerking about
and leaving us alone with the beach.

“To there!” cried the inventor, turn-
ing up his collar before the gale as he
plowed away through the sand with one
arm extended like the pointer of a sign-
board,

| looked. And | saw the thing that
had puzzled me from above and then
been forgotten—and | stopped.

“ Hawkins, that's a cannon.”

“ Not at all,” said the inventor.

“ What is it, then?”

“ Ail atomizer!” snarled Hawkins.
* Come on!”

“ Hawkins, I'm not going—"

Just here the inventor turned a somer-
sault after his hat. By the time | had
dragged him out of the sand and stood
him on his feet, Hawkins had grown of-
fended.

“If you hadn’'t taken my mind off
what | was doing with your fool ques-
tions,” he began.

“ What is that thing?”
him.

“ It is the Hawkins Septishoot — the
first automatic coast - defense rifle to
amount to a row of pins!” the inventor
flared back at me. *“ There have been
machine-guns and rapid-fire guns and
disappearing rifles and all the rest of
that punk, but the Hawkins Septishoot
is the first big rifle to find its own range,
its own trajectory, its own mark to the
very center, and automatically discharge
seven loaded projectiles straight at it
The Hawkins Septishoot, Griggs, is the
triumph of the science of war! It is—"

“ Well, you go ahead and Septishoot

| shrieked at

yourself!” 1 thundered through the
w-ind, “ I'm going back!”
“ On the contrary, you are not,” re-

plied the inventor. “ You butted in, and
now | hope to Heaven your poor little
nerves will get all the shock that's com-,
ing to them! You try to run now, and
I'll swear | don’t know you, and have

you arrested as a German spy! | can do
it, and— that means something!”
1 looked around hastily. Surely

enough, two men in uniform were stand-
ing beside the cannon and looking at us
intently. It may have been excitement ;
it may have been the depressing effect of
chilly sea and chillier sky ; it may have
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been plain fear ; but 1 blush in confess-
ing to a momentary terror of those red
stripes and brass buttons—and Hawkins
was grinning fiendish contempt.

“ Is that the company of artillery?”
| slapped back, however.

“ Er—it is possible that—er—some of
the men may be off duty to-day.” the in-
ventor confessed less forcefully. “ Now,
march!  Forget your nerves. Griggs.
You're going to see something you'll re-
member for the rest of your life."

| did not doubt it in the least. | fol-
lowed, though, and we approached the
engine of war.

My knowledge of cannons is limited to
the fact that they explode with a noise
that makes you wish you had stayed
home; but, despite ignorance, | am safe
in saying that this contraption antedated
the Wars of the Roses, at best.

It was partly steel and the majority
rust. It stood on what looked like a re-
volving platform, with a mass of small,
palpably new mechanism worked around
it. As for the barrel itself, it was some
ten or twelve feet long, a dull, rusty red,
and wore a sad expression, as if some-
thing was preying on its mind.

Hawkins was beaming at it. though, as
a mother beams at her first-born, as he
talked with the two soldiers—who
looked to me like mere boys. | groaned
and looked toward the ocean.

Here and there, a lonely launch was
anchored; there, too, was a beautiful lit-
tle ninety-foot steam-yacht. Far off, half
a mile or so, the lone, gray shaft of
Deadledge Lighthouse reared itself from
a snowy mass of foam, and, half-way
across from it, a lone man was rowing a
big boat over the heaving rollers. That
was all.

Hawkins seemed to have finished Iris
confab with the soldiers. The pair sa.
luted with a grace that told of a full
week’s army service and started off down
the beach at a dog-trot. Hawkins rested
one hand gracefully on the circular plat-
form. crossed his feet, and posed; the
platform moved as gracefully away and
all but dropped him to the sand ; butdie
caught himself, and cleared his throat
with a pompous:

“ Ah, Griggs!
attention now.
the target.”

| can give you a little
They've gone to start
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What." -

“ Qur floating target. They'll start it
from the point over there in ten minutes
or so. and’she'll cross the mouth of the
bay with the wind. Then—"

“ Blast the target!” | cried. “1
wasn't talking about that. You're not
going to try to shoot that thing off?”

“ This, Griggs, is one of the most
modern rifles, loaned me by the War De-
partment for reconstruction. 1—oh!
Don’'t back away like that, you clown!
Cut that vapid grin. Look; Do you see
this cabinet under the gun?"

| did. as be opened the big box. To
me it was nothing more than several steel
graduated circles and - semicircles with
pointers ; a thing that looked like a tele-
phone switchboard with several hundred
holes and several dozen plugs; and the
whole neatly decorated with several thou-
sand twisted, intersecting, jumbled wires.

A dash of rain came down about then,
and | winced before it. Hawkins smiled.

“ It's plain as day. is it not? The
range is found in the ordinary way.
speeds of moving objects calculated and
ascertained— and the Septishoot does the
rest itself. Set a plug here— a plug here
—a plug here and here and here and here
and here. Throw on this switch— thus,
although | won't do it. The Septishoot
aims and discharges itself, propelled by
—come back here!”

| pauied.

“ Propelled by the two motors for
which | have led in a cable from the
Brinymere power-house. Thereafter, the
Septishoot. at intervals of seconds or
minutes, plants seven shots, one after the
other, and—"

“ 1 want to talk to this man.” 1 whined
wearily, as | started for the occupant of
the row-boat, who was just dragging it
up the beach.

Hawkins caught me angrily. 1 calmed
down, and Hawkins smiled at the thick-
set, ancient person in oilskins who
trudged toward us.

“ Wet day. friend.”” observed Hawkins.

“ It's a blank-blankety wet day t' be
turned onten yer hum an’ sent rowin’
across that air blank-blankety-blank
bay!” the person responded sourly, al-
though not in just those words.

“ Well, well! How'’s that, neighbor?”
inquired Hawkins condescendingly.
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" Say!” bellowed the \visitor. "I
heern ye was goin’ t' try shootin’ that
junk heap, blank ye! D'ye suppose I'm
goin’ t' set over thar in the lighthouse an’
have the blank-blank-blank thing blown
up under me? If you ain't got no more
sense’'n—"

“ My good man!” exclaimed the in-
ventor. “ Shells such as we use in prac-
tise are so loaded that they travel no more
than five hundred yards ! ”

“ Mebbe tliey be, an’ mebbe they
ain't!” thundered the old fellow, point-
ing a hard, brown finger at Hawkins.
“ But Rufe Banks sed you was an in-
ventor, an’ ye don’t git me, blink-blank
ye—ye don’t git me!”

With which he trudged'on. Somehow,
that old man opened my eyes | he uplifted
me and filled me with a big, glorious de-
termination. | stood with my back square-
ly against the open cabinet and echoed:

“ And now that the army’'s gone, ye
don't git me, Hawkins' Good-by!”

Hawkins answered spectacularly by
leaping a yard into the air, allowing his
eyes to pop out, emitting a Comanche
whoop, and screaming:

“ Griggs! Great Scott, you've—"

Evidently | had. Just behind, a tick-
ing— loud as the pounding of a hammer
on steel—announced that something was
happening, and | shot away a dozen yards
and stood— paralyzed.

“ You leaned on the switch and started
the machinery!” Hawkins howled as he
joined me.

“ Is it loaded? ” | gasped.

“ Yes—all seven shells, you clown!
Every one charged with a soft nosed pro-
jectile that'll—"

Just then Hawkins ceased to speak, for
the end of the world apparently had ar-
rived.

There was a crash that must have made
the crack of doom sound like the crush-
ing of a peanut. The whole beach seemed
to bounce up and settle down again. |
sat down swashily in a puddle of water,
and a new torrent of rain poured on me :
but vaguely, | could realize that, far out
at sea, something had blown up in the
water.

Hawkins turned a white face at me.

“ Those— those— those shells are over-
loaded ! ” he said, with an idiotic snicker.
“ Why, they must be!”
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“ Why, so they must!” | giggled back
at him in a high treble. “ What'll—"

Far down the beach the old man of the
lighthouse had gathered up his oilskin
skirts and was running like a deer. The
sight seemed to bring Hawkins back to
earth.

“ Griggs,” he cried, “ that thing's set
to hre seven tunes— anywhere— anyhow !
The plugs are just jammed in haphazard,
here and there and everywhere!”

“ Then, how—"

“1I'll have to risk my life for your
carelessness,” roared the inventor.

“Don’'t do that!” | grabbed him.

Whang! 1he Septishoot had decided
to fire again. And again | paid it the
compliment of falling down and carrying
Hawkins with me.

And far out by the point a little white
target suddenly appeared, collided with
a few pounds of— I presume—dynamite,
and went wherever little white targets go
when they blow up.

“1'll go down!”
ventor.

He went. He raced headlong for his
contrivance, while | repeated little
prayers and gibbered inaudible warnings.
He dived at the box and tinkered a lit-
tle— and came racing back.

“ The concussion has jammed the main
switch tight. | can’'t budge it,” he said in
a hoarse, curiously calm tone.

“ And—" | quavered.

“ And there’s no way of shutting down
the power, or telling what's going to hap-
pen next,” gurgled the inventor. “ She
may shoot at two-second or two-minute
intervals. She may shoot up or down, or
east or west. She may—"

“ Clack—clack—clack—clack ' ticked
the Septishoot.

“ Hey! Why couldn't you wait for
me?” shouted a merry, breathless voice
behind us.

We turned as one. There, on the bank
just above, stood Firton, wet and red, but
roaring with laughter.

“I'll bet a hundred dollars to a stale
pancake it's a new invention,” he bel-
lowed. “ Hawkins, you are—"

Whack ! went the Septishoot.

“It's set for firing,” yelled Hawkins.
“ Lookout!”

His voice floated away in the new crash

screamed the in-
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—or the double crash, .perhaps. It did
not rise again. When the first smoke
passed, no one spoke l'or a moment.

Where that beautiful ninety-footer had
been was only a mass of splinters floating
fill the water, with a bright spar sticking
a foot above the surface. The latest Haw-
kins invention was working. And—

“ Holy Moses! That was C'arburn's
brand-new steam-yacht!" Firton howled,
in an excess of mirth, as he sat down on
the higher ground and shook. " Try it
again, old man—try it again!”

.The Septishoot was clacking away nice-
ly. Far in the offing, if you know where
that is, a steamer was churning along—
possibly a quarter of a mile off the point.

“ Hey! See if you can sink her. Haw-
kins.” Firton suggested. “ What d’you
care about a couple of hundred people?
Don’t be a quilter. Try for her.”

He chuckled near to apoplexy.
kins and 1 were silent.

1 do not say that a Septishoot can hear
and think, but 1 shall never affirm that
it cannot. Certain it is, that ancient can-
non, with its nightmare alarm-clock at-
tachment. began such a performance as
nothing but one of Hawkins's inventions
ever dared essay.

As | hope for all things, good here and
hereafter, the muzzle began slowly work-
ing around toward the distant steamer.
It seemed to sight carefully. It let off a
few new noises and raised its nose a full
foot higher, it stopped short, then—and
fired.

And, squinting through the rain, we
saw that the steamer's tall funnel was
missing and that there was a water-spout
just beyond her.

For a moment | did not believe my own

Haw-

eyes. Then, as flags began fluttering up
the rigging, 1 licked my lips and turned
to Hawkins.

“ Man,” | croaked, "stop it' \ou'U

sink her next time, or—"
“ Oh, great Heaven, Griggs, do you

suppose any one’'s—Kkilled?” croaked
Hawkins.
“ No. 1—1 saw it hit,” came the mad-

dening laugh behind us, as Firton wiped
his eyes. “ That old stack went over as
if she'd been clipped off with shears.”
“ Clack — clack — clack — dickety -
clack!” rattled the Septishoot happily.
The Septishoot, it seemed, was no-

il A
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where near done. The wretched thing
had taken to traveling in the opposite
direction now ; it was turning slowly to-
ward the point itself. Foot by foot the
muzzle moved on and— stopped. And our
breaths stopped with it, for—

” Bang!” roared the thing.

And the flames of Hades seemed to
spring suddenly from half-way up the
lighthouse — and that upper half was
gone. .My mouth was open to speak—
when my teeth were all but blown down
my throat by the new crash. And—

"'What'. " screamed- Firton amazedly.

| blinked and blinked. That second
loaded shell had razed the poor old light-
house. incredible as it appeared, only the
top of the ledge itself was left, with the
few big foundation-stones of what had
once been the mariners’ guide.

And Hawkins was gone. With an un-
cart))ly scream, he charged at his auto-
matic coast-defense rifle. He leaped
flown’ the beach— he plunged at the box.
lie gripped the big switch, and jammed
both his feet into the mechanism for a
brace and tugged.

And the clicking.ceased abruptly-.
bad pulled the claws of the Septishoot.

“ 12— I've smashed the boards and—
all." he groaned feebly, as he joined us,
quivering and pale. ” It was better than
— better than—"

“ It was much better than.” 1 said,
with a sigh of relief. ” Is it smashed?”

“ That one? Forever! And it's your
fault,” the inventor moaned miserably.

For a little time there was silence.

Firtcm spoke first, as usual, with a vo-
ciferous laugh;

"N o more shoots?”

He

" No.”

"(reel And 1 was just beginning to
enjoy it. Well — come on up to the
house, hoys. | haven't been there yet.

We'll light the gas-logs and dry' off, and
have a nip of something to warm up on.
Come!”

He started off. 1 followed briskly, with
Hawkins shuffling forlornly behind. |
was sorry for him and glad for the rest of
creation.

Firton’s summer home stood on the
high bluff overlooking the beach. It was
luxurious, to put it mildly, | observed as
we entered, in fact, Firton seemed to
have spread himself, even for Firton.
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He led us into the huge den up-stairs
and touched off the logs. He found a tall
bottle and a siphon and glasses, and put
them on his table. Then Firton sat down
and roared almost hysterically.

| think, when he came out of it, he was
going to make a few really funny re-
marks, and | pitied Hawkins a little.

The great and genial inventor was
standing by the window just then, staring
through the rain at his cannon.

And then, as if suddenly stricken with
a mania, he slammed up the window and
screamed:

“ Don’t touch it. boy—don't touch it!
Hey! Hey."™

We darted to his side. There, below, a
tall, lanky, oilskinned urchin was prod-
ding the mechanism of the Septishoot
rather curiously, and—yes! It was the
switch that interested him, and—

The Septishoot was moving again.

Smashed or otherwise, she retained suf-
ficient vim to wiggle a trifle when her mo-
tor started.

Fascinated, we watched as the boy took
to his heels. Yes, the thing was going, in
good earnest. We could almost hear the
ticking as the muzzle slowly turned and
turned and turned.

Yes, and turned some more : for it was
pointing straight along the beach now.

Hawkins clutched the window-casing :
Firton stopped laughing; | froze, for an
awful suspicion was creeping over me.

And still the thing was turning— stead-
ily. mercilessly as the finger of fate. It
began to point inland. Now it was half-
way toward the house. Now. as a little
shriek escaped Hawkins, it pointed at the
house itself !

Slowly, jerk by jerk, the muzzle rose,
aimed straight at us. And down the
wind came the loud whack that denoted
that the Septishoot was ready for action.

Curiously, | have a clear recollection
of what happened after that. There was
a puff of smoke; there was a terrific crash
of boards somewhere on the far side of
Firton's house, and a boom from the can-
non itself.

And there was an explosion down-
stairs that shattered every window in the
room, brought down ceiling and gas-fix-
tures together, and hurled us all flat.

And as we bounced up again, the mid-
dle wall of the house fell out with a

N

THE ARGOSV.

roar, and the roof went with it, and we
were standing in a roofless, three-sided
room that swayed and tottered, and—
Hawkins had dived straight through the
shattered window at the side.

For a second, Firton hesitated. Odd-
ly. Firton was not laughing now. His
face was green-white ; his fists were tight-
ly clenched. There was no need of his
speaking.

I knew just what Firton meant by that
wild-animal roar, as he, too, dived after
the inventor.

I reached the ground in time to see
Hawkins disappearing and Firton gath-
ering himself together and howling in-
articulate. breathless things as he prepared
for pursuit.

As for me, having landed on both feet.
1 merely walked away to allow the house
to collapse without fatalities— and to rest.
Somehow, 1 needed rest just then. | am
not of the heroic Hawkins-Firton mold
of man, that can take to sprinting imme-
diately after having fifty thousand dol-
lars’ worth of house blown from beneath
his feet.

It is a long, cold walk to Brinymere
station on a wet November day. Suf-
fice it that 1 accomplished it alive, and
arrived on the station-platform able to
turn one or two more somersaults if im-
minent death threatened, but no more. A
train was standing there. 1 looked at it,
and, despite the fact that it was mostly
freight-cars, was glad to find it headed in
the right direction. | leaned on the coal-
box for a second to rest— and the coal-box
opened an inch or two, and—

“ Hist! Griggs!” said Hawkins. -

I turned with a start. Yes. it was the
inventor—or as much of him as could he
seen through a two-inch crack. He was
wet and smeared with black coal-dust,
and—

“ Griggs! 1— 1 waited for you! "

“ Thanks ! ” | said.

“ Not so loud!” hissed the inventor.
“ Briggs. Firton didn’'t catch me. He's

looked for me everywhere. He's on that
train now. Stand where you are.” A
hysterical giggle. “ We'll take the next
train, Griggs.”

“ Say, when is the next train? ” | asked
suddenly, as this one began to move.

“ Why. to-morrow," escaped the
ventor. “ In winter they—"

in-
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“ Good-by! 1  shouted, as | made a
flying leap for the platform of the soli-
tary passenger-car— and landed whole.

Yes, Hawkins got home. It was next
day, | believe. | explained matters brief-
ly to his wife, and she shut her lips, sent
the butler for three new novels, and sat
down to wait. | am not sure just when
he landed.

Nor am 1 interested in other items of
the Septishoot aftermath. Some one said
that a steamship company had received a
big enough check for one funnel to build
a whole new boat. 1 believe, too, that the
coast people charged Hawkins for a
lighthouse-' inadvertently knocked over.

I do know that Carburn’s new yacht is
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almost finished, and that Carburn invited
me to wager my sweet existence that he
was not footing the bills.

But the really interesting thing is the
elipping before me. It is from a news-
paper of last November, and merely states
that on a certain date | recall too well,
a new type of cannon was totally wrecked
by the last experimental shot of the day.

It also gives the place as Brinymere,
New Jersey, and adds that the disaster in-
cluded the wrecking of Mr. Firton's mew
seaside home.

Firton, by the way. is building a new
place, and they do say that Hawkins—
but never mind.

The Septishoot is gone beyond. Peace
be upon its soul!

Impostor.

BY DOUGLAS PIERCE,
Author of “ Two Tickets to Tuckerton,”” “ The Shaft of Light,” “ Chasing Rainbows,” etc.

A Western Story of a Mine Worth Millions Whose Ownership Was
Hedged About with Mystery and Made a Target for Crime.

CHAPTER XXII.
THE BELATED BRIDEGROOM.

FOR an instant Gladys was too utterly

stricken by amazement to speak;
then, as she heard an ominous movement
from the loft overhead, she began to talk
very loud and fast.

“ But | don’'t want to get married,” she
declared vehemently. " And 1 don't in-
tend to get married. And, least of all,
will 1 be married to Mr. Hart. So there
now! And if that is why you all came
up here, you may just as well turn around
and go home again.”

She grew red in the face, stamped her
foot, and was perilously close to tears.
Then the ridiculousness of the situation
overcame her, and she burst into peal
after peal of hysterical laughter.

The crowd gazed nervously at one an-
other, and began to edge toward the door.
There is little doubt that if Gladys had
thrust her fingers through her hair, and
given vent to a few maniacal shrieks, they
would have stampeded on the instant;

*Began November, 1909, Ab >5Y.

but, unfortunately, she became serious
again at that moment and calmed down.

Then Dave Richards, in that soothing
and fatherly tone, which was especially
obnoxious to the girl, began to exhort her.

" Thar, thar, miss. Don't git r'jled up
that way, or first thing yer know you'll
bring on one of them spells of your'n.
Let's have these here obsequies quiet an’
orderly - like, an’ then everybody'll go
away satisfied.”

Gladys's brow grew troubled. Dave
Richards was one of the most solid and
sensible men in the camp. Was he. too,
carried away by this folly?

“ Mr. Richards,” she said to him ear-
nestly, “ do you mean to tell me that you
men have actually come up here to lay
such a preposterous proposition before
me? "

Dave seemed a little bewildered.

" Sech a propersition as. fer instance,
what, inarm? ” he asked.

“ That | should get married in this
fashion.”
“Well, | don't know ez I'd call it

10 cents.

Single copies,
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eggszackly a propersition.” and Daw
scratched his head. *“ It's more like a
order, ez you might say. We held a town-
meetin’ an’ decided that you. bein’ locoed,
needed a husband to act as yer guardeen.
An’ James Hart, bein’ a white male citi-
zen of suitable years, we elected him to
the job by a unanermous vote.”

Gladys felt that it was time to assert
herself.

“ Well,” she declared firmly, *“ you
may ldecide ' and ‘elect ' all you please.
| do not intend to get married, and that
is all there is to it.”

A shocked and scandalized murmur
ran around the room. Was the girl
about to defy the popular will ?

“ Oh, say now, miss, that ain’t no nice
way to act,” protested Richards. “ We're
tryin’ to make it ez easy an’ pleasant fer
yer as we Kin; but you might as well un-
derstand first ez last that we means busi-
ness. We've come all the way up here,
an’ we've brung the minister with us, an’
we don’t intend to leave until we've seen
you safely j'ined in wedlock.”

Every head in the room nodded assent
to this statement, and more than one mut-
tered an emphatic “ That's what!”

Gladys glanced helplessly about, un-
certain what to do or say. until her gaze
rested on the minister. He seemed to
have an intelligent and not unkindly face,
and she decided to try the effect of an
appeal to him.

“ Oh, sir.” she pleaded, “ you are a
stranger in this camp, and | know not
how far you have been led astray by what
vou may have heard ; but if you have any
regard at all for your sacred calling. 1
beg you to have pity on and save an un-
fortunate girl.

“ 1 am the victim of circumstances and
the machinations of an infamous scoun-
drel. | came out here, deeming myself
the heiress to a fortune, only to find on
my arrival that he had forged the will
with the ultimate object of marrying me.
and thus getting the property in his own
hands.

“ 1 have thus far defeated his designs,
although he has even gone to the point of
proclaiming me insane to accomplish his
purposes; but now with these honest men
who have hitherto protected me, tricked
by his wiles, you are my only recourse.
Will vou not—
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“ Here, here!" Date Richards broke
in, pushing forward. *“ Don't let her
string you with that stuff, parson. It's
all loco-talk, 1 tell yer. Shut her up, fer
mercy’s sake, or first thing we know we'll
have to be puttin’ her in a strait-jacket.

“Why don’'t Hart come,” he fumed-
impatiently. “ so we kin get the job over
with, an’ know everything is settled?"

But the minister shouldered Richards
aside.

“ Just a minute, brother.” he urged.
“ The lady seems a good deal upset: but
if you will let me have a moment or two
alone with her. 1 think |1 can calm her
down."

Then, when lie had conducted Gladys
a little apart, he quickly thrust a small
bead-embroidered bag into her hand.

“ 1 believe your story,” he whispered.
“and know you are sane; but | can do
nothing for you now. In this bag, how-
ever. | think you will find the means to
help yourself. It fell to my keeping to-
day during the progress of a— Well,
call it an -altercation.”

He did not think it necessary to tell
her that the bag had come away in his
hands during the squaw's furious strug-
gles; and that later, upon examining its
contents, he had decided not to give it
back until he saw just how certain things
were going to turn out.

Gladys hurriedly drew a crumpled
sheet of paper from the bag,'and smooth-
ing it out, looked at it curiously. - Then
she gave an exclamation of triumph.
One glance was all that was needed to
tell lw what it was.

“ Look! " she cried, springing forward
to thrust it in the faces of the assembled
men. “ You have refused to believe my
story of the forged will, have insisted
that it was only an insane delusion; but
here is undeniable proof for you that |
was speaking the truth!

“ Look, every one of you! 1 do not
know where this paper came from. | will
not tell how it came into my hands. 1
do not need to. The thing speaks for it-
self !

“ You all know James Hart's hand-
writing. There it is at the top of this
page. And you can all see below how he
labored to trace it into the cramped and
crooked signature of William Burke.

“ Now. dare anv of vou affirm that I
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am the rightful
nl the Gladys B.?

“Eh?” She added this in startled
fashion, for she became suddenly aware
that the bombshell with which she had
thought to turn the day was arousing but
little interest.

“ Why don't you say something?” she
guavered. “ Don’t you believe me? Do
vou mean to say you will not accept such
convincing proof as this? ”

If Gladys had but known it. she had
sprung her sensation too abruptly. Lame
Creek was slow of thought ; and with the
two ideas that she was insane and the
rightful owner of the Gladys B. so firmly
fixed in -mind, her bold challenge— even
backed up as it was by Hart's practise-
sheet—merely served to dazzle these men
without convincing them.

Besides, they had come up here to see
her dulv married to the man ol their
choice; and they didn't propose to be
cheated of the ceremony, no matter how
many papers she might flash on them.

After a brief consultation with some of
the other leaders. Dave Richards again
stood forth as spokesman.

“ Regardin’ this here paper, miss.” he
said, “ we don't know nothin’ about it
an’ we don’'t want to know nothin’ about
it Not wishin’ to accuse you wrongful,
we has doubts but what you fixed it up
verself; locoed folks is cunnin’. they say.

“ Aside from that, though, thar is an-
other p’int. If Jedge Hart was here, he
could state it better'll me— Why in
tarnation don’'t he come, anyhow?” cast-
ing an anxious glance at the door.

“ But it's about like this!” Dave went
on. “ We holds it as good law that a
wife can't testify ag'in’ her husband; an’
we fu’'ther holds that you, havin' been
"lected to marry said Hart by the unan-
ermous vote of this camp, itS jest the
same as ef you was already his wife.

“ The sentence of the court is there-
fore, miss, that you is locoed an’ in need
of a guardeen jest as much as ever; an'
that you must be married whenever the
jedge gits here, which he must certainly
soon be now, ef somethin’ hasn’'t hap-
pened to him.”

Nor from this stern decree could Gladys
obtain the slightest appeal. They had
made up their minds to marry her. and
-married they intended she should be.

and undisputed owner
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Even the minister, to whom she turned
in supplication, looked away and indi-
cated that he could not help her further.

It was useless, too, for her to say that
the thing was absurd, or that she would
not be married against her will. She was
absolutely in these men’s power; and, no
matter whether she took part in the cere-
mony or list they would consider the
bond ratified and leave her to Hart's
mercy.

Tile only fifing which now delayed her
being dragged to the altar was the unac-
countable delay on the part of the bride-
groom.

Another tijrror, also, she had to battle
with. From time* to time, whenever the
discussion grew critical, she had heard
the step of .liardon in the loft overhead,
preparing to descend ; and once she had
even seen his; foot swinging through the
trap. At such moments she would be
forced to overturn a chair or raise her
voice to a shriek to drown the noise of
ais movements, while at the same time
die had to tax her ingenuity to the ut-
most in framing covert appeals to him to
keep out of sight.

She even wondered whether she would
dare let him protect her when she was left
alone with Hart. Wounded as he was,
what show would he stand against so
burly an antagonist?

No, she must contrive some wav to
make him stay in his hiding-place. Her
trembling woman’s heart grew steady as
steel in her determination to preserve him
Irom danger. If it became necessarv to
kill Hart, she would do it herself.

And then, as the hands slowly dragged
around the clock, a wild, half-incredu-
lous hope began to dawn in her breast.
The lawyer was not coming. At the last
moment his nerve must have failed him,
just as it had in Chicago long ago, and
he had fled.

It was now midnight and after.
Stronger and stronger grew her hope. It
was faat becoming almost a certainty that
" the jedge ” would not put in an appear-
ance.

Evidently the others were likewise im-
bued with this idea; for now, after many
grave consultations, it was finally decided
to send out a search-party.

But, as the men were being selected
and told off. heads were suddenly raised
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to listen. Then a lagging step sounded
just outside, and Hart stood smiling on
the threshold of the cabin.

CHAPTER XXIII.

WHEN THE DAWN BROKE.

T he first thought of every one who
looked at the man was that he was
drunk, and that this was the explanation
for his delay. But, strangely enough, his

face was not flushed. Indeed, it was
rather pale than otherwise.
Still, he Ilurched plainly, having to

support himself with a hand against the
post on either side as he stood in the
doorway. The smile upon his lips was
fixed; his eyes glassy like that of a man
under the influence of liquor.

Then he seemed to recover himself
with an effort. Drawing his revolver,
and cocking it deliberately, he pointed it
toward the loft.

“ Henry Sardon.”
down!”

It was a thrilling moment—a complete
surprise to every one in the room. Gladys
gave one sharp gasp, and stood like a
marble statue, one hand clasping her
throat.

“ Come down,” repeated the man in
the.doorway, “ or | shoot! ”

In the tense silence the sound of a
movement overhead could be heard; then
the engineer came slowly down the lad-
der, his wounded arm upheld by the
other above.his head.

“ There is your man,” Hart said to his
followers, slipping the gun back into bis
belt. “ Take care of him.”

But Sardon shook off the hands which
sought to seize him.

“ No,” he cried, his accusing finger
pointing at the other; “ there is your
man!

“ You would not believe Miss Burke.”
he went on hotly, “ when she presented
you proofs a while ago of this man’s vil-
lainy; but | have evidence which even
you cannot discredit. Prying around in
the loft up there, | came across a pack-
age of papers stuffed into a chink of the
chimney, and among them was the real
will of William Burke.”

“ Ha! This is interesting.” muttered
Hart.

he ordered, “ come
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He walked, swaying a little, to the
fireplace, and stood there, with one elbow
resting on the mantelpiece.

Sardon thrust a hand into his coat-
pocket, and drawing forth a yellowed
document, flipped it open.

“ See, here it is,” he cried, “ all writ-
ten in the old prospector’s own hand, and
regularly signed and witnessed. No
chance for forgery in this, hoys. | will
read it to you. Listen:

"1, William Sardon, generally known
as William Burke, being of sound mind,
do hereby make and establish this, my
last will and testament.

" Item.—1 first direct that all my just
debts, including my funeral expenses, be
paid.

‘item.—In accordance with a promise
made long ago to my old partner, Wil-
iam Burke, when he sacrificed his life to
save mine, | do hereby give, devise, and
bequeath to his only daughter, Miss
Gladys Burke, of Chicago, all my real
and personal property, mines, mining
claims, leases, and prospects, of what-
ever character and wheresoever situate,
and do hereby appoint her the executrix
of this, my will, to carry out its pro-
visions.

* (Signed) WIiLUAXr Sardon.

' Generally known as William Burke.

“John Pinto and Tlios. Telford. Witnesses.’”

“ But that's jest the same as the other
will that you're kickin' about,” Dave
Richards protested, scratching a per-
turbed head. *“ So, whar does any dif-
ference come in, and what's the use of
further argument?”

“ There is none,” rejoined Sardon
pointedly. “ except for the fact that one
is forged and one is genuine. That, to
my mind, makes all the difference in the
world : for it shows up this man Hart
in his true colors as a villain and a ras-

cal. He—"

“ Hold on filar, stranger.” Dave in-
terrupted. “ 1 can't foller yer on that
lead at all. ’'Cordin’ to you. the jedge

here writes a will fer Lucie Billy, an’
Uncle Billy writes one fer hisself, an’'
they're both the same. Whar. then, is
the wrong, an’ whar has anvbodv been
hurt?”

“ Yes, hut don’'t you see—"

“ NA. | don't see; an’ this will busi-
ness it gittin’ me all comflusticated any-
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liow. How about you. boys?" turning
to his companions.

A chorus of vigorous assent answered
from every quarter of the room; and
Dave continued:

“ We come up here on entirely differ-
ent business than to talk about wills; an’
ez it's giftin’ late, an’ the parties is both
on hand now. 1 guess we Il perceed to the
splicin’.  Parson, you all ready?”

“ But.” protested Sardon. “ surely you
are not going to force this marriage, after
what | have told you?”

“Why not?” coolly retorted Dave.
“ She's still the * hairess,’ ain’t she? An'
she needs a guardeen ; an’ the camp has
"lected one for her. What more do yer
want ? ”

Sardon, seeing that it was useless to
strive any further with logic, wrenched
himself free from his captors, and.
wounded though he was, sprang toward
Hart as if to engage with him in mortal
combat; but a dozen hands seized him.
and bore him back, struggling and resist-
ing.

Hart did not even look up. He was
standing with his head resting on his
hand, his eyes closed.

A moment later he straightened him-
self and showed alert attention: for
Gladys's sweet voice was thrilling
through the room.

“ Men of the West.” she pleaded pas-
sionately, ” you live in what you call
Clod's own free country, the land of the
square deal; and yet you would con-
demn a woman who has come among you
a stranger to accept at your hands what
no tyrant or czar would impose upon the
meanest of his subjects—a husband not
of her own choosing.

“ Has it come to be so, then, that, here
in these wild, free mountains, where the
birds and the deer and the foxes each
choose their own mates, \ou deny that
privilege to a human being? 1 cannot
believe it.

“ You sav 1 have need ot a husband
and guardian,” she went on : ” and per-
haps you may be right. At least, 1 will
not contradict you. But | ask you, as
men and Americans, if | have not the
right to choose for myself? ”

Dave Richards slowly shook his head.
“ Sorry, ladv; but. ver see, we've done
"lected—"
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She would not let him finish though.
Throwing out her hands in appeal to the
crowd, she demanded:

Have | not the right to choose for
myself?”

Dave Richards felt himself thrust
aside, and the others saw their old lead-
er, reckless, magnetic, dramatic as ever,
stride to the center of the floor.

Hart's eye Hashed, and his voice rang
out like a hell.

” N*es. you have.” he said. ” Choose !”

It was not a moment for indecision.
Straight as a bird to its nest. Gladvs flew
across the room.

“ Last night, you asked me. Henry,
and 1 refused. Now it is 1 who do the
asking.”

And his captors released Sardon to let
him take her in his arms.

Hart staggered, but caught himself,
and forced a smile to his lips.

"Get ready there, parson.” and he
slapped Galvin on the back. ' Bring
them up here, hoys, and we'll put the
thing through"in a hurry. I'll give the

bride away. All ready now. parsoh?”

But the young minister suddenly drew
back. and. clutching Hart tightly by the
aan. jammed a pistol against his side.

"' I'm not a minister,” he said. “ All
that guff | told you to-day was a lie to
lead you on. I'm a deputy sheriff.”

But the smile never left Hart's lips.

"All right.” lie said coolly: " but 1
don't believe I'll go with you. after all.”

It was «Silly the arm of the deputy
sheriff which kept him from collapsing to
the floor : and as the coat he had held
closely slim fell back, they could see his
shirt was clotted with blood.

The deputy sheriff looked a quick
question into the fast glazing eyes, and
the other nodded.

Yes.” lie whispered. *it was she ; but
no one must ever know, | only got what
was coming to mel”

Two hours later, Gladvs and Sardon
stood bv the trail, waiting for the stage.
They were going to Overton for the im-
mediate nuptials on which the camp had
insisted. Suddenly a forlorn little fig-
ure drifted up out of the night, and halt-
ed to offer the pair his congratulations.

“ T only hope we will soon have the
opportunity of returning them. Mr.
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Merriwether." rejoined <.lades. “ You
ought to be making some good woman
happy."

No.” sighed the Whiffet sadly. "No.
Henceforth | have made up mv mind to
live for Art. I'm goin’ to make connec-
tion with that ‘ Uncle Tom’s Cabin'
show or bust a b’iler. an’ after that I
think I'll take on Ham/<e/c | kind o
feel that charackter.”

Then, his feelings being too profound
to linger longer in their company, he
passed on. and the two stood waiting
alone.

THE
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A soli, cool breeze blew down the
mountainside: a faint grav tinge swept
across the sky : and then the dawn grew
and grew, until the peaks all around
were glowing with rose and purple and
gold. And still farther down swept the
golden hue, until at last it lighted for
them the opening of the Gladys B., and.
just beyond, the entrance to the pass.

Sardon threw his arm about the girl,
and drew her to his side.

“ The night is past, sweetheart,” he
said. '« We are starting forth in the full
light of day.”

END.

My Name In the Head-Lines.

BY ANTHONY WRIGHT.

When Furnishing the Means for a Newspaper Beat Ceased
for One Reporter To Be a Virtue and Became a Crime.

ARPENTER, giving me a hearty
slap on the shoulder, finished by
saying: “— and when the time conies we'll
die together.” We had been talking ol
our long friendship as we left the city
room at five o'clock in the morning, our
night's work done.

fones, who did society for the i'rrsx.
and wdubbed " on the Eag/r, where Carp
and | spent our nights reporting, passed
at that moment and overheard Carp's re-
mark.

We both bowed to him coldly and went
on. He was of the sensational, scandal-
mongering school, and Carp and 1 dis-
liked him greatly for certain blame he
had shifted to my shoulders.

'W e walked on out of the building and
went home. Our rooms were on the third
floor, opposite each other. It was an ordi-
nary boarding-house, and no one was ever
awake when we got home between four
and five.

The cop on the beat said good morn-
ing to us, and we passed into the house.
I went into Carp’s room and smoked a
pipe with him. He was very jolly and
wide-awake, while | was quite tired.

Having finished the pipe. 1 arose and
yawned:

“ I'm going to bed.”

" Go as far as you like.” smiled Carp :
" as for me. I'm going to read a little be-
fore 1 turn in. Eight that other gas-jet.
will you?”

1 did as requested.

" And close tlfe door after you.” he
said, picking up a book and nestling back
in his chair so lie could get a good light
from two jets, one above each shoulder.

“ Carp.” | protested. " how can you
sleep with your windows and door closed?
You ought to have some ventilation.”

" Forget it. Jim," he drawled. “ You
know how | hate noise and hate to be
bothered. It's bad enough to sleep in the
daytime without having a window open
so you can hear every pedler shout. Be-
sides, I've got the habit by now."

“ Some fine day you'll contract con-
sumption or something like that from your,
habit of living as though you were in a
safe.” 1 admonished him.

“ Oh. go to bed." he smiled, turning
to his hook.

I closed tile door after me and went
to my room. It didn't take me long to
get to sleep. The last thing | remember
before slumber overpowered me was hear-
ing Carp turn the key in his door, and 1
hoped he had finished Iris reading and was
going to bed.
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Of course it was longer, but it seemed
to me that | had hardly closed my eyes
when there came a terrific banging at my
door.

There had been a little petty thievery
in the boarding-house, and Carp and |
always kept our doors locked.

Thinking it was a phone call or a tele-

gram, | jumped out of bed and rushed
to answer the summons. As | did so |
felt a peculiar drowsiness, and there

seemed to be a strange odor in the room.
When | threw my door open | recognized
it.

It was gas.

T was confronted by the landlady and
her maid.

“ What is it?,” 1 demanded, almost
overcome by the smell.

“ Something’s happened to Mr. Car-
penter 1” cried the landlady. *“ It's eight
o'clock, and we've been trying to rouse
him for the last fifteen minutes.”

I hurried across to Carp’s door, and
turned the handle.

The door was locked.

The smell of gas seemed to be coming
from his room.

“ Carp! Carp!” 1 cried excitedly.

“ It won't do no good.” spoke up Mary,
the maid. “ | followed the smell to here
and have been pounding on his door ever
since.”

“ Then, down goes the door,” 1 crftd.
fearing frightful things. | placed my
shoulder against the panel and forced it
in.

A gush of gas flowed into the hall as the
door went down. 1 staggered back, a bit
dizzy from the effect.

Then, gathering myself together. |
rushed into the room : the landlady fol-
lowed, and began unlocking the windows,
to open them and let out the gas.

In the chair where | had left him sat
the body of Carp. The book lay open
beside him. and his face was fixed in
death.

The details are much too sad to relate.
Everything pointed but one way. My
friend Carpenter had committed suicide.

I had seen him last,-and he was in per-
fectly good spirits. | had seen him first
after the tragedy : and there he sat, in
almost the same position, between the
gas-jets, which were, open wide and the
gas escaping with a rush.
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it was all inexplicable to me.

A policeman was called and shown the
room just as it had been found. The coro-
ner came and looked things over thor-
oughly.

The landlady and 1 testified to the fact
that his door had been locked from the
inside, that both of his windows had been
closed and locked on the inside, and that
each of the gas-jets was on full tilt.

There was only one decision possible.
The coroner made it, and handed in the
report that “ W. E. Carpenter committed
suicide between five and eight o’clock in
the morning of the 14th. by means of as-
phyxiation.”

I was stunned by the tragedy. Knowing
Carpenter so intimately. 1 was at a loss to
find a reason for it. He was never moody,
had absolutely nothing to worry him, and.
in fact, had received a raise just two days
before.

He had never been in love, had no fam-
ily dependent on him. and was a philoso-
pher.

Even if he had had trouble, 1 knew
Carpenter so well that 1 was absolutely
certain lie would never take his own life.

The force of this knowledge made me
think of murder. But Carpenter had-no
enemies; he was 'a man of sweet disposi-
tion, who bothered nobod). He had no
money. There was absolutely no motive
for either suicide or murder. The thing
left me in a kind of hole. | realized that
it must have been suicide, for, as | have
said. Carp’s door and windows were se-
curely locked on the inside when we dis-
covered him.

It was two o'clock that afternoon be-
fore | thought of anything to eat. | had
been up all day and had tasted nothing,
So | went out to a little restaurant across
tile way.

1 stopped to purchase a paper— the
Evening Prvss— for which Jones worked.

Suddenly the following head-lines burst
upon my vision:

SUICIDE PACT—AWFUL TRAGEDY.
W. E. CARPENTER DEAD.

James A. Hurst Breaks Suicide Pact and Stands
By While Friend Kills Himself.

My blood ran cold, my finger - tips
ached, my ears rang, on second reading.
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My name connected with Carp's hi a sui-
cide pact!

It was incredible. Then it came to me in
a flash.

1 remembered Carp’s words as we
passed Jones coming home that morning:
“ And when the time comes we'll die to-
gether.”

In a moment 1 connected them with the
suicide. Evidently Jones had jumped at
conclusions in his own way. and decided
from Carp's words that he and | had en-
tered into a suicide pact.

‘“*James A. Hurst," 1 read it again. It
was the first time | had ever seen my own
name in head-lines—and in such a con-
nection 1

It was horrible.

Then 1 read the article slowly. Jones
had made a good story out of it. Yes.
there was the part of Carp’s sentence that
Jones had caught ; there followed a state-
ment from the policeman on our beat to
whom we had said good morning. He
testified that we looked sad and seemed
to have something on our minds when we
passed him.

There was lots more—all of it tinged
with Jones’s imagination and'reasoned out
in his illogical manner. It made me sick
and faint.

Carp’s death was enough to upset me.
and to have this added scandal was un-
bearable.

| staggered hack to the house, and
went to my own room. There | racked
my brains -for a solution of the mystery,
and tried to calm myself. Jones had
made trouble for me before. He had
given the citv man a fake ” lead ” : | had
been put on the story, and exposed it as a
fake : later, by a twist of circumstances,
fones’s storv came to pass. The city ed-
itor upheld Jones, and raked me over the
coals for putting the /fagh in a bad
light.

Ever since that time there had been
bad blood between Jobes and me. and

Carp had taken up my quarrel.
Late that afternoon 1 received a note

from the newspaper for which | worked.
They explained in plain language that a
reporter was only desirable in getting
head-lines for the paper: when he got
into those head-lines he was quite use-
less to them. | look the news as best T
could.
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The day had been a bard one for me.
Carp’s death, the accusing newspaper
story, showing me up to the world as a
coward who had refused to carry out his
part in a suicide agreement. On top of
this to lose my job ! But as bad as any-
thing was the fact that Jones was at the
bottom of it all.

1 managed to get a little fitful sleep
that night. The next day Carp’s rela-
tives appeared on the scene. | knew
them well, but they passed me without
recognition.

1 was arrested that afternoon, and told
my story before the grand jury. It was
straight; the landlady supported it, and
they found that they could not hold me,
although | saw in their eyes the belief in
Jones’s newspaper yarn.

(Irdinarily, 1 would have left the field ;
hut there was one person who had confi-
dence in me and insisted on my remaining
where | was. That was the landlady, with
whom Carp and | hud lived ever since our
graduation from college.

She was a trump. If it hadn't Been for
her there is no telling what would have
become of me. 1 had just money enough
to carry me for a couple of weeks, and
insisted on paying her for my room and
board : hut she refused to take it until
there was some turn in my circumstances.
* 1 had no reason to expect a turn, and
told her so : but she was a good soul, and
insisted on my staying.

Three or four days after the tragedy I
began to pick up a little, and went around
to the newspaper offices looking for space
work.

Nothing doing," was what they told
me everywhere. It is almost unpardonable
for a reporter to get his name in the head-
lines in connection with any scandal. The
papers are never interested in such a man.

Jones’s story had been heard every-
where, and, as the Carpenter family had
employed detectives to work on the case,
there was still some interest in it. Jones
seemed to he before me everywhere. |
could have strangled him ; hut the gen-
eral practise is to drown puppies. Final-
ly I secured a shipping-clerk job that kept
me from going insane thinking of the
tragedy.

I made just enough at this work to pay
my hoard-bill, hut it kept my mind occu-
pied during the day. Then, one day.
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Jones came into the shipping-room on a
story, he said ; but | think he had heard of
my being there.

| was discharged that night; the em-
ployer gave no reason, and 1 knew that
my work had been all right.

During the following day 1 began to
regain some of my old pride. The grief
had eased up a little, and | began to feel
a hatred for Jones and a desire to get
even.

| determined to devote my time to
working out the mystery that had baf-
fled the detectives. If | could do that,
there might be a chance’ for revenge.
Jones’s story would be proved incorrect,
and | would be able to hold up my head
again.

Besides, | still had the firm belief that
Carp was not the kind of man who would
commit suicide.

I had the landlady change me into
Carp’s old room, and every night, and
mostly through the day, | sat in his chair
between the gas - lights, a book in my
hands, and the door and windows locked.
1 duplicated everything exactly, and tried
to figure out how any one could have
murdered him.

There were no marks on his body;
there was no sign anywhere to show that
any one besides himself had been in the
room.

Then | worked on the theory that he
might have dozed oft over his book and
some draft might have blown out the
light. But that was impossible, for the
windows and door had been closed and
locked.

It is not difficult to see that a subject
like this might develop into monomania
in a man like myself—out-of work, and
denounced before the world as a coward.

The landlady noticed it first. She
brought a doctor, in to see me, in spite of
my protestations. He was very kind, and
yet very stern. He told me | must leave
the room'at once, quit the city, and seek
something new to interest me.

| realized the force of his argument.

When he left | began slowly to pack
my trunk. I'll admit that | was desper-
ate. An overwhelming force of some kind
possessed me. | was hardly myself.

| pothered over the trunk for an hour.
| feared that | was going insane. Proba-
bly all that saved me from doing myself
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bodily violence was the fact that | burst
into tears suddenly.

All my pent-up feelings gave way. |
had never cried before, but | was taken
suddenly with a nerve-racking siege of
weeping. .

I threw myself on the bed, and shook
hysterically, feeling that my mind was
going and the end was in sight. T had
brooded too long over the tragedy and
my hard luck.

Then came the thought that | was a
man. | reeled unsteadily to my feet and
tried to get hold of myself. A look in
the mirror steadied me a little. 1 was
fixed suddenly by the glimpse | got of mv
own face.

It was purple, ghastly, streaked with
lines | had never seen so.pronounced be-
fore. The eyes were bulging, burning;
the pulses in mv neck throbbed violently.

“ Ugh!”

1 shuddered involuntarily at the sight.
What a horrid face it was—and to think
that it was mine!

I rushed madly to the washstand in
the room and turned on the hydrant to
wash away the tear-stains and reduce the
inflammation in my staring eyes. | turned
the faucet again. | jerked it—the water
would not come.

Then an idea struck me like a flash of
lightning.

| jerked the faucet again—still no
water. The idea began to impress me
strongly.

Dizzily | unlocked the door and guid-
ed myself by the wall to the telephone in
the hall. 1 took down the book, and,
with difficulty, found the number | want-
ed.

My mind mumbled mechanically: “ A
chance at last. After so much defeat.
It's either ‘ No’ or ‘ Vest This decides
it once for all.”

I was half afraid to call the number.
The possibilities were so great. If | won.
the good fortune would overpower me : if-
I lost. | would be deeper in despair.

“ Throw the dice, you fool!” 1 found
myself crying aloud.

| jerked off the- receiver resolutely and
called my number.

I counted twenty-eight distinct heart-
throbs before a gruff voice at the other
end of the wire startled me into the reali-
zation of the present, and | stammered
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out my question eagerly — the question
that had flashed into my mind when the
great idea came.

This time it was fifty-two dull, deadly
heart-throbs 1 counted before that voice
jolted me again.

“ No: not that night.' came the an-
swer.

It was “ No!” I'he shock was too
great. My hopes had run too high that
last fifty-two heart-heats. 1 had hoped
too much.

I'ne old despair returned like a quick
curtain : my muscles relaxed : 1 slumped
against the wall, and the receiver began
to slip from my fingers.

Just before my hand relaxed its hold
on the thing 1 was electrified by a sud-
den voice from the instrument. It was
the same voice, continuing after a pause,
and these were the words :

“ But the morning after, it was off for
about fifteen minutes.”

| leaped to my feel.

Thanh Heaven I I had clung to the re-
ceiver just long enough.

I went mad with joy. It was a sane
madness, In a second 1 had secured a
well-known number on the telephone. It
was that of the city editor of the Daily
Eagle, my old paper.

| fired the words quickly at him :

“ The Carpenter mystery is solved. |
just found the water turned off in my
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room, and it occurred to me the gas
might have been turned off by the com-
pany tlie niglu Carpenter died.

“ They do turn it off sometimes to re-
pair tlie pipes, you know. | called up, and
at first they told me it hadn’t been turned
off that night : then they said it had been
off fifteen minutes the next day.

“ You see. the story is evident. Poor
Carp fell asleep in his chair, and when
they turned the gas supply off to make
the repairs, .the gas-lights above him went
out : he slept on until they turned the gas
on again.

" Then, you see, the fumes poured out
through the open jets into the room and
killed him."

" Good !" cried the editor. “ It's a
great story! (let the affidavit from the
gas company and hurry down at once,
Hurst. A better job's waiting for you.
It's a great scoop.”

“1'll be flown on one condition,” f
called back.

“ What's that?”

"That Jones loses his job with you.”

" He'll do that." cried the editor.
' He'll never get a chance for newspaper
work in this city again when the true facts
of the story come out. You can bank on
that, Hurst."”

I smiled then, for the first time since
poor old Carp was asphyxiated and re-
ported a suicide.

the Elephant.

BURR.

A Tempest in a South American Teapot That
Threatened To Exceed Its Limitations After All.

EDGAR SEDAM arrived in Vera

e del Rica bent on swallowing an room
elephant. He was heeled with gold to question.
accomplish  his ends. Entering the

freight barge that also landed the Palm
Leaf's passengers inside the shoals, he
was poled aside by a native darky in
simple attire of canvas trousers and
woven straw hat.

And as soon thereafter as might be.
Sedam besought an audience with the
Yankee high-muck a-muck of the comic-
opera republic—plain Billy Smith.

Presidente Smith, product of a mush-
revolution, was the elephant in
He was plain—but, oh, my!
The good citizens of Vera del Rica will
.vhisper to visitors fearfully behind trem-
bling hands that his reign was despotic.

Yet it is not of Vera del Rica's past
wrongs | wish to write. It is of J. Ed-
gar's mission and of himself.

J. Edgar had annexed his little pile.
One look at him would have convinced
you of that. Yankee capitalist was his
neckname, expansion hits hobby.
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He was the charter member, vice-pres-
ident, secretary, and treasurer of the
original Monopoly Club. Sedam was in
South America to buy a toy country or
two with which to amuse the children at
home. But his ways were his own, and
he consulted Presidente Smith. Please
listen to the buzz-saw of our promoter’s
busy brain.

“What | want, Mr. President." he
began modestly, “ are concessions. |
want to irrigate this country with a sys-
tem of commerce that will drain the
marts of the world into the reservoir of
your sandy shores. Vera del Rica needs
the spur of live business enterprise.
Tour honor, | want franchises, grants of
governments lands. | desire to incor-
porate under your laws the Equator
Fruit and Packing Company.”

El presidente, who was fat enough,
preposterous enough to be imposing,
closed one eye, laid a stubby forefinger
against a puffy nose, and grinned cun-

ningly.

“ Oh, no, you don’'t, Mr. Smarty! ”
His voice had a waddling, wheedling
cadence akin to trickery. “ You'd hire

hands to run your plant. In two months
the whole blame country would be look-
ing to you for food and raiment. Your
fruit-houses would become mere hatch-
eries for revolt. , You'd be a trust |
couldn’'t trust. You'd swing too many
votes at election. So run on home and
be nice! You'll get no favors from me.
I'm one of the wise ones: too wise for
you to flimflam.”

J. Edgar Sedam was as emotionless as
a mummy.

“ Seiior Smith, there are ant-hills in.
Yera del Rica,” he remarked pleasantly,
relapsing into simile. “ Did you ever
hear of an ant who was big enough to
swallow' an elephant?”

“ No,” returned the presidente toler-
antly. “ But I've seen elephants step on
ants. Are you an ant?”

Sedam backed dramatically toward

the door.

“ That very thing,” he nodded in fare-
well.  “ One that is going to gobble an
elephant, too. Adios." v

And he was gone from the presence of
the presidente.

El presidente plain Billy Smith gave a
gasp of amazement. He sat in his wick-
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er armchair dumbly staring, the iced
drink on the table at his elbow' neglected,
and mopped his florid face with a silk
handkerchief.

Sedam was moving clown the sizzling
tropical road, apparently oblivious to the
open treason of his speech. It was high,
hot noon. It seemed as if the rapid gait
must either ignite him or else melt him
to a grease-spot. But he disappeared in-
tact.

Then a crafty gleam shot into the pig-
like eyes of Smith. He smote the silver
hell near at hand, thus summoning one
Zayas, right-hand man to cl presidente in
times of stress.

Yes. he'd be harder on J. Edgar than
the heat. And he guffawed at his own
apt joke.

It is for you to be apprised of results
only. Plain Billy’'s instructions were
strictly private, devilish plain.

That night it was Zayas himself who
haunted the dark stone corridors of the
ancient Mission Hotel. And late in the
evening he succeeded in covertly attract-
ing the attention of the American.

Sedam was smoking out on the para-
pet overlooking the harbor. He went
right over to the frantically beckoning
man crouching in the shadows.

“ What do you want?” he demanded
bruskly.

Zayas edged farther into the darkness.

“ Ah, seiior, I am fearful of the po-
lice. But | saw you to-day at the palace.
| saw you leave. You were displeased.
We are all comrades—we who hate the
Yankee usurper. So | told the Circle of
the Loyal. They have bidden me bring
you.”

“ What are you?”
riously, “ Reds?”
Zayas made a stabbing movement.

“ Traps are Ixbng laid,” he replied
noncommittally. “ Soon we will have

clipped every vulture’s claws.”

J. Edgar whistled without tune.

“ Whew | that's going some. But what
makes you confide in me? | should
think it would he sort of a secret.”

“ Ah, yes, seiior, a very great secret.
But you Americanos—you are brave, no-
ble, wonderful. My poor countrymen
have heard of the great U. S. A. The
plazas of the far south are ababble with
the gossip.”

asked Sedam cu-,
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Suddenly Zayas edged closer, two bale-
ful little eyes gleaming at the Yankee in
the gloom.

“ And we want to enlist your aick” he
went on. “ We are pledged to over-
throw the dictator, for honest govern-
ment, for humanity. Will you join the
Loyal Circle, salor! "

“ What's the use?”
from Sedam.

Smith's trapper looked at his would-
be victim craftily.

“ Ah, that is for you to deduct, senior,”
he purred. “ We have heard, we suspect
you want some grants of land. With the
present party you can do nothing. But
we will prove more amiable to requests.
1 swear it in the honorable name of the

came flippantly

Circle!"

“ Oh. that's been all settled, ..old
sport." Sedam puffed at his cigar and
teetered on his heels. “ But Yera del
Rica on a steady pull isn't exactly

Broadway on New Year's Eve. | don’'t
know as 1 mind buckling on a pop-gun
and taking aim at cl presidente. Bring
out the ink. and I'll sign the contract by
the light of the stars. You're on!”
Zayas backed toward the stairway that
led into the lower regions of the hotel.

“You will be notified of our next
meeting.” he called back. “ Be pre-
pared.”

Sedam waved a good-natured good
night, and was left alone again. For
two minutes he was the solitary figure
outlined against the blue-black of the
tropical, star-spangled heavens.

Then a solemn little cavalcade issued
out on the dim, echoing roof. J. Edgar
turned at the sound of their footsteps on
the tiling. He made out a sergeant of
the Vera del Rican army and a file of
six privates.

The petty officer stepped forward.

“ Pardon, salor. but you are under ar-

rest. EI presidente's orders.”

But the Yankee promoter was not
stumped.

“ Strange,” lie murmured, tossing his

cigar-stub to the four winds. “ Won't
the standing army sit down? What's the
charge?”

“ Aiding and abetting the enemies of
Yera del Rica. You had best come peace-
able. salor."”

< That sounds

like home. But sup-
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pose I'm all and won't
go?”

The sergeant drew himself up man-
fully to his full five feet.

“ There is no alternative,” he declared
pompously. “ The dictator brooks no
tardiness. He will throw you into prison
like a dog!”

“ Oh, he will, will he!” retorted Se-
dam daringly. “ Well, let his minions
make good first. But | promise you I'll
have your jobs if you get too peevish.
Won't you step right up, and I'll throw
you over into the street one at a time.
Think you can bluff Uncle Sammy’s
progeny, you rabble! [I'll spank some-
body in a minute.”

The leader of the detachment un-
sheathed his sword with a flourish.

“ Surrender, pig!” he bellowed, bom-
bastically advancing, his men hard at his
heels.

Sedam spat on his hands and waited
eagerly.

" That's right, come straight along!”
he taunted them. " You're a joke tin
soldier. 1I'm going to pitch you back in
Puck, where you belong. Look out for
me.”

Now, as heredity would have it, Se-
dam dearly loved a fight. Somewhere
along the line of remote ancestry, good
old green Irish blood must have flowed.
He had naught save his bare knuckles ;
yet J. Edgar had learned other arts than
the fostering of trade. He could swing
a nifty right. Unafraid, he leaped at
the odds he must vanquish.

ft was dark and lonely out on that
roof. Harborward, lights twinkled like
captive fireflies in the spider-like rigging
of anchored ships. The faint rhythm of
music, the buzz of a southern town at
evening-dress inspection, floated up to the
combatants.

But Sedam heard not, neither did he*
care. He went through the little knot
of soldiery like a reaper through Kansas
wheat. Down they went like so many
ten-pins, and up at him again just as in-
evitably.

Nobody thought to use firearms. It
was pride with the enemy. Sedam had
none.

But such a struggle could terminate
but one way. The odds were seven to
one. Sedam managed to get six of them

for a ruction,
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clown at once, but the seventh laid him
low— from behind.

And the next we see of him, he is
being thrust down the hotel stairs,
through a lane of staring guests, out into
the street. Sedam'’s hands are knotted at
the small of his back. Bruised little
troopers march at either flank, front and

rear. Caramba.' but the filthy pig of a
Yankee has fought like ten thousand
demons!

To the gaping, flocking crowd without,
the sergeant speaks. The prisoner has
been taken in sedition. The dictator is
going to make an example of him. He
will be shot at sunrise, back to a wall.

Down with traitors! Long live cl
presidente." And all because Zayas was
the smartest rogue in Vera del Rica.

The American deported himself proud-
ly. Not a flicker of an eyelid to denote
fear for the morrow. And indeed there
was none. J. Edgar Sedam had still a
trump up his sleeve. We shall see him
table it presently.

So he was insultingly escorted back to
the presence of plain Billy Smith. EI
presidente had moved his audience-
chamber indoors. He received his be-
draggled countryman in a room of the
palace. He rubbed his hands in gloat-,
mg anticipation. To-night he had ex-
tended his office-hours in order to greet
Sedam on his return.

J. Edgar was in sorry plight between

his guards. Hat gone, linen collar
ripped awry, face dirt-streaked, he
looked far from imposing. But there

was an ease and confidence about him
that boded ill for the smirking coward
behind the paper-littered desk.

“Hal” rasped Smith. “ There you
are. Well, | just seized you in season,
it seems. Your veiled threats set me
watching. At dawn I'm going to have

you backed against a limestone wall and
shot. Woof! a puff of smoke, and J.
Edgar Sedam will never take any coun-
try away from me through the medium
of his Equator Fruit and Packing Com-
pany.”

“ Smith,
crudest scoundrel
against.” Sedam's
tional. easy, contemptuous. “ Take the
wav / work, by comparison. At noon,
when 1 left you, | hied me to the docks.

I must say you're about the
I've ever been pitted
tone was conven-
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I was in a quandary. And when | want
to think, | seek the water. Its quiet mo-
tion soothes me.

“ Well, down there I made the ac-
quaintance of a certain outlawed citizen
of Vera del Rica. We played hide-and-
seek around a bale of merchandise ten
minutes. But we finally got on speaking
terms. It seems the gentleman needed
money to uproot you. He was the pre-
tender. Don Delamora.”

Smith’s insignificant eyes seemed to re-
cede with a sickly greenish tinge that
spread to his pouchy face.

“ The don carries a playful-looking
little toad-sticker for a watch-charm,”
pursued J. Edgar encouragingly. “When
1 mentioned you. he seemed desirous of
inserting it in your spareribs. You see.
you put across a pretty raw deal on him.
But he's sneaked back to town, half-
crazy from starvation, and as soon as
he's fed up he's going to interview your
army. You pay it four cents a day, I be-
lieve. I've instructed Don Delamora to
offer eight in exchange for my conces-
sions. Perhaps you'd better liberate me
and light out.”

But Smith was on his feet in impotent
passion.

“You fool!” he blazed at the ser-
geant of the detail, who was quietly un-
tying the prisoner’s bonds. “ Shoot him
down where he stands. Shoot. | tell you!
Vera del Rica will pay the indemnity.”

The erstwhile tool of the dictator in-
solently lit a cigarette. Elis comrades of
the guard broke discipline and followed
suit, lolling lazily in Smith’s handsome
armchairs.

The fat rascal fairly strangled in his
wrath. Then the officer spoke familiarly :

“ The good Senor Sedam is asked to
pardon our rough handling. 1 have been
informed. Don Delamora has shown me
the gold—clinked it in my hearing. On
the way here we had a talk—the good,
kind seiivr here and my poor self. Ele
spoke his name, and it was enough. He
is going to appoint me head of the new
army. Long live the pretender!”

Smith collapsed into a chair,
from fright.

“ Don't—don’t kill me!” he begged
wretchedly. “ I'll leave the country—
any — anything you want of me. But
spare me: | wouldn’t hurt a cat.”

weak
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J. Edgar Sedam, promoter one time
seeking favors in Vera del Rica, tapped
him good-naturedly on a shaking shoul-
der.

“ Smith, | want to chat with you. You
won't be killed—only sent off somewhere

THE ARGOSY.

as an undesirable citizen. I'll intervene
between the don’s watch-charm and your
ribs. But I've got a story | want to spin
you in the shape of advice. It's about
an ant that swallowed an elephant.
Once upon a time,—"

THE CASE IN QUESTION.

FRED V.

GREENE, Jr.

What Came of Taking Matters Into One’s Own Hands
in an Affair of Railroad Rules and Regulations.

T HERE it was. right before Burton's

eyes, and as he stared hard at it
while mentally determining his course of
action, the great barrier of system rose
before his mental vision and prevented,
for the moment at least, his taking the
step upon which he was deliberating.

For two weeks Harry Burton had been
in the West on business for the firm that
employed him. and had started Ihe pre-
vious afternoon on the return trip to Bing-
hamton. which necessitated, a change of
ears, as well as railroad, at Buffalo.

The lateness of his train for the last
hour had caused him some uneasiness, but
when it pulled into the station, fifty min-
utes behind time, he breathed a sigh of
relief. It was only eight o’clock, and as
the other train did not leave till eight-
twenty. he walked slowly to the baggage-
room, where be presented the check for
his suit-case.

"1 just came in on the St.
ited,” Burton told the man.

The latter had the check in his hand,
and had already started away from tin-
counter, when Burton’s words caused him
to stop suddenly, and he retraced his steps,
saying: '“That stuff won't be in here for
at least half an hour.”

“ A half hour 1” the other exclaimed in
dismay.

“ Easily that,” the baggageman threw
back over his shoulder as he hurried to
another part of the room.

For a moment the traveler stared blank-
ly at him, too much takc¢n aback to speak,
and helplessly unable to decide what to
dof. He realized only too well that he
must reach Binghamton that afternoon,
and that the eight-twenty train was the

l.ouis Lim-

only one that would enable him to do so;
and also that it was the last train on that
railroad until eight o'clock that night.

In a dazed manner Burton wandered
from the baggage-room and out to the
platform, where still stood the train which
had brought him into Buffalo. And far
down the tracks his eyes caught sight of
a huge truckload of trunks and bags.

Instinctively, his steps turned in that
direction, and he pulled out his watch to
find he had yet fifteen minutes in which to
catch the other train. But this fact caused
Burton no uneasiness. It was less than a
five-minute walk from one station to the
other.

He strolled aimlessiyon until he reached
the baggage-truck : then, as he passed it,
his eye wandered over the pile in a vague
way.

Suddenly he came to a slop.
the very end of the heap,
initials on the end of a bag.

Instantly he decided what to do. but
instinctively he glanced up and down the
platform, as if about to commit a crime,
instead of taking his own property.

His hurried look revealed no one in
sight, and as his eyes again rested upon
the bag, that barrier of system rose before
them.

1l Hang it all,” he muttered,
has a right to his own property.”

His eyes still gazing down the plat-
form, he took a step nearer the baggage-
wagon and, hastily reaching up, pulled his
suit-case from the top of the heap, then
ambled off in the direction of the station,
throwing as much unconcern into his walk
as possible.

Burton quickened his steps as he passed

T'here. on
he saw his

“ any one
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through the waiting-room, and once on
the street heaved a great sigh of relief and
started in the direction of the other rail-
road terminal.

Arrived at Binghamton after a tire-
some journey, he hurried in the direction
of his home, and in answer to his pressure
of the door-bell his mother answered it
herself. As she kissed him he realized
that she was laboring under excitement of
some description.

“ What is it, mother? ” he asked.

“ A surprise for you,” she answered.
“ It was for me, too.”

“What is it? ” Burton inquired eagerly.

” Your Uncle Henry is on his way
East, and may arrive at any moment. He
must have come on the same train vou
did.”

This was. indeed, a surprise. This was
the one uncle—his father’s brother— he
had never seen, and after whom he was
named.

“ 1 received a long letter from him
yesterday,” Mrs, Burton added. ‘'He is
going to stop with us over night, and in a
day or two he sails for Europe.”

*Uncle Henry has quite some of the
eternal necessity, hasn't he?” Burton
asked thoughtfully.

“ You mean—"

* Money.”

1 Why, Harry, he has so much—"

Mrs. Burton stopped abruptly at the
ringing of the front door-bell.

“ That's probably he now,” she added,
hurrying away.

Burton stood for a moment, his suit-
case at his side just where he had dropped
it when he entered, and as the expressions
of joy from the front door reached his
ears he stepped toward the reception-room
into which the voices guided him.

“ And this is Harry,” Mrs. Burton an-
nounced proudly as her son entered.

“ Well, | can hardly realize it,” the
older man said as they shook hands. Then
he added, “ Hang it, | can't realize any-
thing except that | may be forced to post-
pone my trip to Europe.”

n Why, what's wrong?” Burton in-
quired, his uncle’s tone plainly showing
that something out of the ordinary had
taken place.

“ Confound your Eastern railroads!”
the old man burst out. “ They've lost my
suit-case. On my road—"

12 A
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“ Tost your suit-easel” Mrs. Burton
echoed.

" That's exactly what they've done!
And I've got to stay here until they find
it There are papers in it that I've got
to have before 1 go.”

But how could they lose it?” Harry
put in.

" That's what 1I'd like to know,” the
old man replied testily. “ When | got
into Buffalo this morning and found I'd
only a few minutes to get from one train
to the other i gave the baggageman a
dollar to get my satchel for me, and get
it in a hurry. You see, | checked it
through from the West; and as 1 realized
that if 1 missed the train | came on |
couldn’'t get one till to-night, so—"

" Why. you must have come in on the
same one 1 did,” Harry interrupted.

” Don't know anything about that,”
his uncle retorted. *“ All I know now is
that tlie man couldn’t find it, and that at
this moment it may be quietly resting in
some baggage-room between here and the
Mississippi River, with a dozen or so
trunks, piled on top of it.”

What had you better do? ” Mrs. Bur-
ton asked.

“ 1 know what I've got to do.”, the old
man declared.

11 What is that? ” Harry queried coldly.
For some reason he took offense at the
manner of his uncle.

“ Ask you to take me down-town to a
telegraph station, so | can wire the steam-
ship line in New York to cancel my pas-
sage on that boat and change it to their
next Saturday’s steamer.”

“ Why, of course. I'll do that.” Burton
returned. “ Let's go right now.”

" Perhaps you'd like to clean up after
your long journey.” said Mrs. Burton.

Yes, 1 think | would.” Uncle Henry
agreed, and picking up the little hand-bag
that was his only piece of luggage, he
followed her to the room which she had
already prepared for him.

Harry watched them as they ascended
the stairs, and as they disappeared from
view he muttered: “ Grouchy old man!
Not a bit like my poor dead father.”

Then lie went to the library and, pick-
ing up his suit-case, he, too, ascended to
his room, calling as he passed the one
his unde was in: “ Let me know when
you are ready.”
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“I'm read)- now." the old man de-
clared.

“ It makes me so blasted mad," the old
man repeated as they descended the stairs
a few minutes later. “ I could just as
well have brought it myself, but I never
dreamed of a mix-up like this."

Harry did not reply, and for some mo-
ments they walked on in silence.

“ Let's go to the station first,” his uncle
suddenly suggested. “ They may have
found it.”

“ As you say.” Harry agreed.
telegraph-office is there, anyway.”

Again silence marked their walk, and
continued until. they reached the depot
and made their way to the baggage-room,
where Mr. Burton inquired regarding his
property.

But he received the same reply as be-
fore. There was no such piece of bag-
gage on hand.

This was the signal for an outburst of
indignation to which the railroad em-
ployee listened patiently, and at length,
realizing that it was useless to berate this
man, he turned to Harry.

“ Come, where's the telegraph-office? "
he asked, and the other led him to where
it was located, at the other end of the
station.

A lengthy despatch was soon flashing
over the wires to New York, addressed
to the steamship company, canceling
Henry Burton’s passage and asking for
hooking on a ship that sailed the follow-
ing week, ending with a request that they
wire a reply to the address which he gave
them.

This done, the two retraced their steps
to the Burton home, with not very much
to say on cither side. Harry had come
to the conclusion that his uncle was a
crank of the first water, while the other
had already decided that his nephew was
a voung man to whom he could not warm.

“ You could find no trace of the bag? ”
was Mrs. Burton’s inquiry as they again
entered the house.

“ Not a sign of it.” the old man
snapped as he followed his sister-in-law
into the library.

Harry stared after them angrily—he
felt his uncle’s tone and manner toward
his mother was entirely uncalled for, and
he resented it.

“You'll have to excuse me.

“ The

Uncle
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Henry,” he said curtly. “ | must unpack
my bag. There are some papers in it that
I need.”

“ There are some in mine that | need,
too,” the old man growled. “ I wish I
could get them.”

Harry made no reply, and, hurrying
up the stairs, was soon in his own room.
Drawing his hag to him. he inserted the
key in the lock and endeavored to turn it.
But for some strange reason it refused
to perform its mission.

“ What the deuce is the matter with the
tiling!” he exclaimed impatiently as he
drew the key out to make certain it was
the right one.

But he quickly saw there was no mis-
take and again inserted it, with the same
result— the lock refused to open.

Burton stared wonderingly at the bag.
and his eyes rested upon the " H. B,” let-
tered on the end of it And as he did so
a strange feeling came over him—the let-
ters seemed larger than he had thought
them, and a puzzled expression spread
over his face.

He racked his brain for the address of
the nearest locksmith, then heard the bell
ring, and mechanically stepped to his
open door to learn who was calling.

“ Telegram for Mr. Henry Burton,”
he heard announced, and hurried down-
stairs to get it

He took it from the boy, and as he did
so his mother reached his side while he
was in the act of signing for it

“ It's for Uncle Henry, | guess.” she
suggested.

A sudden light of understanding spread
over Harry's face as he handed the tele-
gram to the old man, who had now joined
them.

Mr. Burton tore open the envelope and
gave a grunt of disgust.

“ Passage transferred to next Satur-
day’s steamer,” he.read aloud. *“ Well,
that thing's settled, anyway. Now 1
hope | get that blamed bag of mine by

that time.”
“ Uncle Henry,” Harry said slowly,

“ what kind of a bag was it? ”

““Just a plain, ordinary, every-day
suit-case,” the old man replied. *“ Looks
just like any other. You can see a dozen

of them on any baggage-truck, and
couldn't tell one from the other.”

The young man gave a sudden start
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that did not escape the notice of the other
two.

For an instant he gazed helplessly at
them, then asked hesitatingly, “ Were
there any initials on it. Uncle Henry?”

“ My own,” the old man claimed.
“H. B

“ Wait here a moment,”
quickly left the room.

Mr. Burton turned to his brother's
wife.

What's the matter with that boy of
yours?” he asked.

“ Why. | don't—I
you, Henry,” was her reply.
what do you mean?”

“ He acts so queeriy. He's—"

But Harry’s return cut short further
comment upon him. They both stared
hard as he advanced toward them, a suit-
case in his hand.

“ Is this yours?” he deihatided, drop-
ping the bag in front of his uncle.

For an instant the old man was too
taken aback to reply, and he stared from
his nephew to the suit-case.

“ Is it? ” young Burton insisted.

“ Why— why it looks like mine.”

“ Then try your key and make sure."
Flarry directed. Mechanically the old
man did as was suggested, with the re-
sult that the lock opened, and, springing
back the two catches that held it. Mr.
Burton saw before his astonished eyes his
own belongings.

“ Why— why— what does it mean?”
he demanded as he looked questioningly
from Harry to his mother.

“ It means that it is my bag that is
lost,” was the former’s reply.

“ But— hut how did you get this one—
my bag?” his uncle persisted.

In. as few words as possible Harry told
of the incident in the Buffalo station, and
how he had surreptitiously taken what
he thought was hjg bag, owing to .the fact
of the initials being the same.

Well, as it turns out,” was Mr. Bur-
ton’s comment, “ there’s no harm done.
But you might have caused a lot of
trouble. In fact, you might get mixed
up with the law if you tried it again.”

“ But how about your trip to Europe?”
Mrs. Burton broke in, and as soon as she
had spoken she realized it was a most
untactful remark. The old man's face
hardened as he turned to her son.

and Harry

don’t understand
“ What—
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“ You see what you've done for me,
don't you?” he demanded angrily.
“ You hare caused a lot of trouble, after
all.”

No, | haven't,” Harry contradicted.
The thought of having this uncle visit-
ing at their house for a week proved a
most unpleasant one. “ I'll hurry down-
town and wire the steamship company
that you'll go to-morrow, after all.”

“ All right, do that,” the other agreed,
hut not in a very genial tone. *“ And
have them wire back if it's O. K.”

Young Burton was glad of an excuse
to leave the house. He went directly to
the telegraph-office and sent the message,
after which he inquired for his own bag;
hut, as he was already certain, it had not
come and would not be there until after
the night train from Buffalo had arrived.

He then proceeded to his office, and
after a long talk with his employers, with
whom he went over the details of his suc-
cessful trip and his explanation of the
non-arrival of his hag, which held the
contracts, he returned to his home, and
as his mother greeted jiim he knew from
her looks that all was not well.

“ What is it, mother? ” he asked.

“ Uncle Henry received a reply a short
while ago from the steamship company.
They have sold his accommodations since
receiving his first telegram. He has to
wait until next Saturday, and he blames
you for it.”

“ 1 do myself,” Harry replied. *“ The
very fact of having him here for a week
is punishment enough for my wrong-
doing.”

“ You shouldn’t speak that way,” Mrs.
Burton protested, but her tone proved
that, in a measure, she echoed her son’s
ideas on the subject.

“ Do you think lie'll stay a week?”
Harry added.

“ From what lie -said, | think that is
his plan.”
“ Fine! Very fine!” the other ob-

served in an intensity of sarcasm. Then
he added bitterly “ For me.”

Before they could speak further Mr.
Burton himself appeared.

“ Well, young man, your mother has
probably told you how matters stand,”
he sneered.

“ Yes,” Burton replied curtly.

“ Well, it's done—so there’s no use
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arguing about it. But let me tell you
one thing.”

“ What
calmly.

“ Don’'t ever do a fool thing like this
again. You might not get off as easily
the next time.”

“ 1 hope there'll never be a next time,”
Burton remarked.

“ And so do I, for your sake.”

Then the old man’s tone changed, and
a faint smile broke over his face.

“ Harry,” he began, as he extended his
hand, | may have seemed like a crusty
old fellow to you, but I'm not, and 1
apologize for the way I've acted and
spoken. Come on, let's be friends.”

The other took the extended hand and
shook it, but there was no great warmth
in his grasp—he felt lie could not for-
give and forget so easily.

But apparently his uncle did not notice
it, as he said: “ After supper I'll have
to go down-town and send another tele-
gram to the steamship company, telling
them to hold my accommodations for
next Saturday. W.ill you go with me?”

“ Certainly.”

So after dinner they started out, but
in no chatty fashion.

“ Look here, Harry,” began his uncle
presently, “ I'm sorry | spoke and acted
as | did when we first met. I've said so
before, and you agreed to overlook it.”
He stared hard at his nephew as he
added : “ tiut you haven't done so.”

“ Why—yes | have.” the other de-
clared weakly.

“ No vou haven't,” his uncle corrected.
“ 1 can see that much with my eyes shut.
But look here, my boy—try to do it. If
we're going to live in the same house for
nearly a week it'll be mighty uncomforta-
ble for both of us if the present condi-
tions continue. | know I'm a cranky old
man, and sometimes speak too quicklv.
but—"

“ Now, Uncle Henry, let's not talk of
it again,” his nephew interrupted. “ We
all have our faults, and if speaking
quickly is yours, that's all there is to it.”

The next morning Harry left early for
his office and Mr. Burton went with him.
saying that he intended seeing some of
the town, and that evening all three went
to the theater together.

The next day— Sunday—while they

is that?" the other inquired
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were at dinner the maid appeared with a
telegram in her hand.

“ For Mr. Henry Burton,” she an-
nounced. glancing from one to the other
of the two men who answered to the
name.

His uncle watched him closely as
Harry took it and tore open the envelope.
And as he did so. the maid added:
“ There's a charge of two dollars and
fifty cents.”

Harry looked up quickly.

“ Then it must be for you. uncle,” he
laughed, and handed it over. *“ That
collect charge is too much for me.”

Mr. Burton seized it eagerly, glanced
over the sheet, his face clouded.

“ Any bad news, Henry?” Mrs. Bur-
ton inquired solicitously.
“Well. 1 should say so!” was the

emphatic reply. Then he added, as he
turned to' Harry: “ How soon can | get
a train for the West ?”

“ Why—what do you
nephew inquired.

“ Read it.” the old man directed.

The other took the message.

“ Read it aloud.” Mr. Burton added.

Harry read:

mean?” his

“"Telegram received «s follows:
“*Send wireless to Mr. Henry Bur-
ton. who sailed Saturday on your
steamer, to return immediately. Big
strike on railroad threatened. Knew
you were not sailing till next Saturday,
so send this to address we sent last
wire."”

Harry looked up from the paper.

“ Well, you seem to have hard luck
trailing you. Uncle Henry. Do they
mean the.railroad you own?”

“ How soon can | get a train West?”
his uncle repeated, paying no heed to his
nephew’s inquiry.

“ Must you really go?”
broke in.

Some of the old man’s former impa-
tience returned as he replied curtly:

“ Does that sound as if | could stay?”

Harry had already drawn from his
pocket a time-table, and a quick study of
it brought forth the information that
there was a train leaving for Buffalo in
thirty-five minutes.

This brought the old man to his feet
with a jump.

Mrs. Burton
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“[/That's the one | must get!” he de-
clared.

“ But how about your trip to Europe? "
Harry queried.

“ All off!” his uncle rejoined. *“ At
least for the present. I'll wire the steam-
ship company to that effect from the
train.”

He was about,to dash to the door
when he faced about quickly.

“ Young man.” he began in a stern
tone. “ when | found you were the cause
of my putting off till next Saturday the
trip 1 had looked forward to for so long,
I—well, when | say | was sore puts it
too mildly. But if 1 find things on the
railroad as 1 judge them to be from this
telegram. I'm forced to admit your ac-
tion was of some good after all. and
worthy of—of—"

He paused, and a faint smile played
~bout his mouth yas he added: " My
thanks, and perhaps more.”

Without another word he dashed out
and up the stairs to his room.

“ What can he mean?” Harry queried
of his mother.

“ 1 haven't the slightest idea.” was the
reply.

After a brief silence Burton remarked:
“ He’s a queer customer, anyway.”

But the sound of Mr. Burton's ap-
proach cut short further comments upon
their visitor, and the next instant he
bustled into the room.

11 Come on. Harry,” lie said, as he ex-
tended his hand to his brother's wife. “ |
want you to see me to the station.

Then to Mrs. Burton:

“I'm sorry | have to hurry away in
and mv troubles.
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this manner, just when | was beginning
to realize what a nice week we had be-
fore us. But I may come back soon—in
fact. 1 will do so as soon as | get that
confounded strike settled.”

Five days after the sudden departure
of the old mah the postman delivered a
letter addressed to Harry.

” Who can this be from?” he mused.
"1 don't know the writing.” Then,
tearing it open, he drew out the sheet it
enclosed, and added to his mother:
“ Why. it's from Uncle Henry.”

As he made the announcement a piece
of paper that had been folded in with
the letter slipped from it, and would have

fallen to the floor had Harry not
snatched at it quickly.
““What's this?” lid asked in astonish-

ment, as he saw that it was a check for
five thousand dollars, drawn to his order.

In utter amazement he turned to the
letter. He began:

""Mv Dear Nephew:

"' The enclosed is your reward for
stealing my suit-ease. If you hadn't
done so 1 would have been on my way
to Europe, and could not have got back
here, as 1 did. in time to break up a
strike that would have cost me many
times the amount of the enclosure. But
don't think from this that | encourage
your action, and advise you to do it
again. As a railroad man, let me warn
you that it may not turn out the next
time as it did in this case. So don't re-
peat the performance. Hope to arrange
matters so | can come East again soon.
Best regards to yourself and your mother.

Sincerely.
" UNCLE HeXRV. ”

FOOLED ALL ROUND.

BY BURKE

JENKINS.

What Went on Just Across the Border in Mexico When the
Man after a Job Found One He Never Had To Hunt for.

HEN | stepped down on to that
dirty little old railroad station
platform of that dirtier little old dried-
up Mexican town, the actions of a man
who stepped ahead of me switched my
mind from myself and my troubles.

The fellow was American in every line
— wiry, a